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PUBLISHERS*  NOTE 

The  Riverside  Edition  of  the  writings  of  Mr.  Longfellow  was  published  in 
It  contained  a  complete  collection  of  the  prose  and  verse,  including  trans- 
several  hitherto  uncollected  pieces  were  brought  into  the  various  groups, 
the  aim  was  to  make  it  definitive.    The  editor,  H.  E.  Scudder,  relying  largely 
the  biography  by  the  poet's  brother,  the  Reverend  Samuel  Long^fellow,  pro- 
a  considerable  apparatus  of  introductions  and  notes,  bibliographical  and  li- 
ve.    Reference  was  had  also  to  the  original  issue  of  the  several  poems, 
variations  from  the  text  were  indicated  in  foot-notes.      No  subsequent  publi- 
has  added  materially  to  the  history  of  the  writings,  and  no  works  unknown 
that  time  have  been  discovered  since.     The  Riverside  Edition,  therefore,  will 
ibtless  remain  as  authoritative  and  complete.     It  is  published  in  eleven  vol- 
two  being  given  to  prose,  six  to  verse,  and  three  to  the  translation  of  Dante. 
The  present  ediUon  of  Mr.  Longrfellow^s  poetical  writings  is  based  upon  the 
ide.     It  contains  the  entire  text  as  published  in  the  six  volumes  of  verse^ 
such  condensed  bibliographical  and  other  notes  as  seem  desirable  for  the 
ral  reader  and  compatible  with  the  limitations  of  a  one-volume  edition.     A 
hical  sketch  introduces  the  volume.     The  poems  are  given  as  nearly  as 
be  in  their  chronological  order,  but  a  table  at  the  end  of  the  volume  indicates 
order  more  precisely. 
BoROV,  4  Pabx  Strbbt,  Octcber  1, 180a 
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xiv  HENRY   WADSWORIH    LONGFKI-LOW 


doin  Collef^r,  Mr.  I^oni^frllow  rrcrivrtl  the  hiiim  drcormtitm  fmtn  Hinrard  I'niYrri 
aad  frutu  Cambnti)^,  Kti|;lAiid,  the  dt*|(n*e  of  Uoctor  of  Civil  Law  frt>m  Uie  Tairrn 
of  Oiford,  and  waa  mriubrr,  among  oilier  tocietirs,  of  tbtf  Kojral  Spanudi  Academjr. 

In  Mieh  brief  terms  tnapr  be  recorded  the  eitemal  iocideota  of  tlie  life  of  a  man  wb 
■nme  b  prubablj  more  widely  known  botb  in  Amerira  and  in  Kurope  than  tbat  of  i 
other  American  man  of  letter*,  llie  more  importajit  and  di»tin|niiiihinK  rrcord  of 
life  lies  in  a  statement  respecting  his  literary  carr*  r,  and  enpecialljr  tiie  successioa 
bis  poetical  writings  fur  his  services  to  his  countrjmen  were  oiilr  incidentally  tbroi 
bis  academic  avocation  ;  bis  real  voeatioo  was  Ibal  of  a  poet,  and  in  tbat  word  m 
be  inrludetl  the  notion  of  an  interpreter. 

Setting  aside  the  bojrisb  verses  ou  the  *'  Rattle  of  1.4>veirs  Poml  **  with  their  fs 
echo  of  Moore,  the  first  disclosure  of  poetic  gift  was  in  the  period  when  he  was  cloa 
bis  college  course  and  iiuine«liateijr  after,  in  tbe  winter  %khich  intervened  between 
appointment  at  Bowduin  and  hi«  ftmt  tUiropean  visit.  About  twenty-five  |Kirms  w 
piiuli«be<l  in  various  jo«inials  at  this  time  ;  and  seven  of  them  tlie  |Miet  included  nn 
the  beading  **  Karlier  Poi'ms "  in  his  first  collection  of  original  verse,  **  Voices  of 
Nij^ht,**  a  doaen  years  later.  In  this  gmop  of  early  poems,  there  are  a  few  touc 
which  indicate  the  ftpark  of  poetic  fire  ;  but  for  tbe  most  part  they  are  derivative,  imi 
tive,  and  merely  eien-iM^s  upon  a  slender  poetic  reed.  Their  chief  value  in  in  show 
bow  tbe  author's  mind,  before  be  travelled  or  partook  freely  of  tbe  larger  literatu 
tamed  instini*tively  to  subjects  and  to  modes  of  treatment  which  permitte<l  tbe  artii 
nse  of  the  reflected  forms  of  nature  and  human  life  ;  be  was  seeking  for  color  i 
richness  and  decorative  grace  ratlier  than  penetrating  to  the  eleoiental  significance. 

During  this  brief  period  of  poetic  activity,  Mr.  lxMigff*llow  wrote  and  printed  probal 
as  much  prose  which  has  not  been  preserved.  In  truth,  be  was  seeking  eipression  thros 
literary  form,  and  was  conscious  rather  of  tbe  literary  «pint  than  of  a  c<»ntrolling  poc 
power.     It  was  during  bis  last  year  in  college  tbat  be  wrote  to  his  fatber  :  — 

**  I  nuMt  eairerU  aspirs  sfter  f otars  eminenee  in  Ittermtar* ;  my  whole  suol  boras  srdes 
for  it,  and  cvrry  earth W  thoof^ht  ceatrv*  in  it  Thriv  may  be  aoroethinr  viaiooary  io  tbia.  1 
I  flatter  myw^lf  that  I  have  prudence  eaouicb  to  keep  my  enthoMaari  from  deft«iiag  ita  o 
object  by  too  irrvat  haste,  barely  titers  never  «a«  a  brct«»r  opportunity  olferNl  fur  eiertios 
litenuT  talent  in  our  o«n  eonntry  than  is  now  olfeved.  Tu  l*e  ftarv.  luost  of  our  literary  n 
tbns  far  have  not  hern  profoomllv  an.  natil  they  ha««  •tudiMl  and  eotrrvd  tbs  practice 
tbeolony,  law.  or  medu-ine.  I  i|o  believe  that  «e  ou|(ht  u»  pa«  nuire  attention  to  the  ona 
ef  pbilcMopbert.  that  'nothing  hut  nature  can  qualify  a  man  fur  kn<>«lr>d|^.*  Whether  \afi 
baa  K^ven  me  aav  capactt;i  for  knowUdce  or  not.  abe  haa.  at  anv  rate,  ^ivea  me  a  very  stR 
predilection  for  literary  pursuita:  and  1  am  almoftt  confident  in  believing  that  if  I  can  risi 
ibe  world,  it  mast  be  bv  the  eierriae  of  my  taleat  in  the  wide  field  of  literaturs.  With  si 
a  belief.  I  must  sav  that  I  am  unwillinit  <<*  ^>NPH[*  i"  the  atady  M  the  law.  .  .  .  I^et  me  tes 
«M  year  at  rarobrwltr* .  let  me  •tiidv  h^UrM-Jfttrtg.  and  after  that  lime  it  will  n«it  re«]nir«  a  ap 
ef  pniphecv  to  |>rwdict  with  auui«  deyree  of  eertaiaty  what  kind  i>f  a  fi^re  I  could  make  ia  I 
world  " 


In  thi«  tnterrating  letter  tliere  i«  the  mite  of  a  yming  man  pleading  with  his  fatb 
and  asing  tbe  argument  which  he  thiiik«  may  prrv^til  ;  but  there  ia,  iii«>re  distinct  til 
any  as«ume<l  bravadc»,  an  esgrmeas  to  try  the  c.-%lhng  wlii<-h  anawert  iiuMt  completi 
tbe  demamls  of  his  nature.  'DirtNigh  all  the  victs«ituiles  of  hi«  profess itinal  life,  hm  see 
nevnr  to  have  ini«ae<l  the  road  whtfh  hi«  intellectual  ami  emotiimal  endowment  pcuni 
cmt.  His  life.l«Mig  frieml.  Mr  (teorge  \Vashin|;ton  (trreiie,  in  the  moving  dedicatioo 
tbe  poet  prefitisl  to  hi«  '''Hie  Ijfe  of  Nathanael  (Sn*etie/*  rei*aIU  a  dav  <ipent  by  I 
two  young  mrii  in  Naplr«  in  IH'JH,  when,  umlt^r  iht*  «plenilor  of  an  Italian  sunset,! 
with  tbe  beautiful  bay  of  Naple«  spread  out  liefore  thrtn,  th**y  r«'Het<t«M|  <m  thr  (uigei 
of  history,  and  then  turned  their  thougbts  in  upon  tbemsrlve%  anil  their  own  purpof 

life 

**  We  talked  and  muted  by  tiams,"  taw  (ireene,  "till  tba  twilight  deepened  and  i 
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lUn  etnie  forth  to  mingle  their  mysterious  influences  with  the  overmastering  magic  of 
kbe  toene.  It  was  then  that  you  unfolded  to  me  your  plans  of  life,  and  showed  me 
from  what  *  deep  cisterns '  you  had  already  learned  to  draw.  From  that  day,  the  office 
df  literature  took  a  new  place  in  my  thoughts.  I  felt  its  forming  power  as  I  had  never 
fdt  it  before,  and  began  to  look  with  a  calm  resignation  upon  its  trials,  and  with  true 
anpreciation  upon  its  rewards.'* 

iliere  is  no  corresponding  record  by  the  poet  himself  to  which  we  can  turn  for  the 
aptosioa  of  these  words  ;  but  there  are  hints  in  his  letters  as  well  as  suggestions  from 
lui  studies  at  this  time,  which  make  it  pretty  certain  that  the  entrance  he  then  found 
iito  the  literatures  of  Southern  £urope  through  the  medium  of  a  quick  acquaintance 
with  the  several  languages  was  the  disclosure  to  him  of  the  interpreting  power  of  litera- 
tore ;  and  it  is  interesting  to  note  that  one  of  the  indications  at  this  time  of  his  own 
•dTentures  in  literature  pointed  to  the  use  of  the  native,  familiar  material  of  New  £ng- 
kad  life.  In  the  midst  of  his  enthusiastic  absorption  of  foreign  art,  literature,  and 
Kfe,  be  wrote  to  Carey  &  Lea,  the  Philadelphia  publishers,  proposing  a  series  of  sketches 
ttd  tales  of  New  England  life.  He  was  qualifying  himself  for  the  post  of  an  instructor 
k  modern  languages  ;  but  neither  in  his  purpose  then,  nor  in  his  pursuit  of  this  calling 
afterward  at  Bnmswick  and  Cambridge,  could  he  be  regarded  as  taking  an  academic 
attitude.  He  taught  by  methods  which  were  designed  to  initiate  the  student  as  early  % 
••  possible  into  an  apprehension  of  the  interesting  revelation  of  life  which  literature 
m ;  and  his  choice  oi  forms  of  literature  for  translation  into  the  English  tongue  led 
Mm  ftraight  to  those  poema  which  embodied  human  experience  in  its  most  sympathetie 
(vise. 

Tbere  was  a  period  of  a  little  more  than  ten  years  from  the  time  when  Mr.  Lonff- 
ieDow  returned  from  Europe  which  was  marked  by  literary  production  and  the  woAc 
af  a  teacher,  blended  and  interchanged,  but  expressive  of  a  single  controlling  passion. 
ivA  before  his  return  after  a  three  years'  absence,  he  wrote  to  his  father  :  **  My  poetic 
Ctteer  is  finished.  Since  I  left  America  I  have  hardly  put  two  lines  together.'  Both 
Itt  Dote-book  and  his  letters  show  that  his  mind  was  occupied  mainly  with  plans  for 
vork  in  prose.  In  fact,  the  new  world  opened  to  him  by  his  introduction  to  historic  and* 
tsutemporaneous  romantic  literature  pressed  for  expression.  There  was  an  outlet  through 
toidibe,  and  there  was  an  outlet  through  writing ;  and  in  his  eagerness  to  give  form 
(o  the  impressions  crowding  upon  him,  he  used  his  profession  for  the  opportunities  it 
pTe  him,  and  wrote  lectures  and  articles  for  periodicals  in  which  he  sought  to  classify 
ttd  arrange  the  wealth  which  his  study  and  sojourn  in  foreign  lands  had  heaped  before 
Mm.  Tet  the  artistic  impulse  native  to  his  genius  impelled  him  to  use  his  material  in  . 
feore  artistic  form.  Shortly  after  his  return  to  America,  he  began  the  publication  in 
^kinghani's  **  The  New  England  Magazine  "  of  a  series  entitled  "  The  Schoolmaster,**  . 
in  which  a  slight  framework  of  fictitious  assumption  of  personality  is  employed  in  which  ^ 
to  set  pictures  of  foreign  life.  The  series  continued  for  eighteen  months,  and  then  was 
iveast  and  enlarg^  to  be  published  in  book  form  in  1833,  under  the  title  of  **  Outre- 
Her:  A  Pilgrimage  beyond  the  Sea."  It  was  in  effect  the  harvest  of  his  first  years 
^  travel.  £i  18^  appeared  *'  Hyperion,"  which  followed  upon  his  second  residence 
ahrotd,  and  in  its  form  and  treatment  was  more  distinctly  a  work  of  constructive  art. 
^  material  which  he  had  amassed  was  now  more  completely  mastered,  and  in  the 
fr<Mdom  of  his  mastery  he  employed  it  for  an  ulterior  artistic  purpose,  interfusing  a 
vrieil  and  romantic  strain  of  human  sentiment.  The  book  marks  the  close  of  what 
^y  be  regarded  as  the  poet's  period  of  training  for  his  distinct  vocation. 

let,  during  this  entire  period,  he  had  not  failed  to  exercise  himself  in  poetic  form  as 
veil  as  in  the  poetical  treatment  of  the  prose  form.  His  function  as  an  interpreter  of 
^ign  literature,  both  as  teacher  and  writer,  drew  him  into  metrical  versions  of  the 
poems  which  formed  for  him  so  essential  a  part  of  that  literature.  His  first  Ixxik, 
ixleed,  aside  from  school-manuals,  was  his  translation  of  Coplas  de  Manrique  ;  and  his 
^^  procte  volumes  were  lighted  by  lyrics  in  which  his  own  poetic  genius  was  a  trans- 
9i^ent  medium  for  the  beauty  of  the  originals.     As  his  first  g^at  discovery  of  himself 
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tn  xhm  lots  of  biniaelf  ta  Urft  tliMlj  aad  obterTAtioii,  to  hat  approprialaoo  of  Ec 
pMui  literary  art  wmb  the  oecaiiioo  for  a  IIdmmm  of  liUrary  •irpreMioo  <|iiile  berood 
aarliar  indepeodaDt  poetic  triaU.    Tbate  trantlatioiis  hava  a  qaalitjr  which  imJia  th 
dittinetiralj  hit,  while  itiU  faithful  reteripts  of  the  ori^nala. 

The  period  of  this  special  form  of  productioa  eitended  beyond  the  decade  of  wk 
w  hare  beea  writing,  aad  culminated  with  the  publication  of  **  The  Poet*  and  Foe 
of  Earope  **  tn  1843,  an  anthologj  which  contained  a  number  of  hit  own  tranalatac 
From  1m)  until  1843  he  wrote  more  than  tiitj  tuch  poems,  aad  in  thie  last  jear  nu 
hit  first  experimentt  in  the  trantlation  of  Dante.  But  the  mott  prolific  jeart  «are«  p 
eitelj,  thote  from  18:^  to  1838,  when  he  wat  mott  butily  engaged  in  attimilating  i 
ordering  all  that  material  for  art  which  had  been  put  into  hit  potttiiioo  bj  hit 
<|ntintance  with  foreign  literatnre  and  life. 

It  wat  when  he  htA  diacharged  hit  obligation  to  thit  inheritance  br  the  poblical 
of  **  lijrpertim  **  that  he  began  Mmott  timultaneouiljr  hit  long  anf!  noble  career  at  a  pi 
tinging  in  hit  own  yoice  th^  tongt  which  were  the  orerfiow  of  hit  native  geniut,  enricl 
and  eipanded  bj  the  jreart  of  ttadv  and  experiment  In  the  ilath  of  hit  intellect 
manhood,  ettablithed  in  what  promited  to  be  a  permanent  potition  in  liarrard  CoUe 
and  with  hit  dayt  of  wandering  over,  he  turned  again  to  poetnr.  He  wat  ttill  a  ttodi 
but  the  urgencjr  of  the  ttudent  mcKxl  wat  patted  ;  the  nchet  of  human  thought  had 
come  in  a  meaturt  hit  poetettion  ;  hit  pertooal  experience  had  been  enlarged  and  de 
ened ;  he  no  longer  taw  principally  the  outside  of  the  world  ;  jouth  with  its  tnrreo 
to  the  moment  had  gone,  and  mtnhnod  with  its  hour*  of  reticctioo  had  come.  So 
maj  interpret  tht»  p€>et*t  moud  at  it  discloaet  ittelf  in  the  venet  which  introduoe 
first  Tolume  of  original  pcetrj. 

The  cooclutioo  of  one  period  of  hit  intellectnal  growth,  ax  instanced  in  the  writ 
of  **  lirperion,"  meltt  into  the  beginning  of  a  new  prriod,  which  is  imlicated  bjr  the  ■ 
eral  PlMdms,  so  called  by  himself,  written  aad  published  at  the  end  of  1838  and  dur 
IK30.  In  the  latter  year  Mr.  Longfellow  gathered  these  recent  poems  with  those  beloi 
log  to  earlier  stages  into  a  volume  to  which  he  gave  the  title  **  Voices  of  the  Nigli 
It  comprised  three  groups  of  poems,  —  those  recently  wriccen  and  published  in  < 
**  Knickerbocker  Msgasine  ;  ^  a  selection  from  his  poems  published  in  periodicals  dur 
and  immediately  after  his  college  days  ;  and  translations,  together  with  a  Prvlude  i 
an  KuToi.  The  publication  seems  to  have  been  a  sudden  thought  coming  to  htm  in  i 
exhilaration  of  his  busy  life.  He  writes  in  his  diarr,  under  date  of  September  11,  IK 
**  I  have  taken  to  the  Greek  poets  again,  and  mean  to  devote  one  hoor  erenr  mom 
to  them.  Began  to-day  with  Anacreoo.  What  exquisite  language  I  Why  did  I  r 
fon^et  my  Greek  ?  "  and  the  next  day  he  notes  :  **  I  mean  to  publi^ch  a  volume 
pucms  under  the  titla  of  '  Voices  of  the  Night.*     As  old  Michael  Drayton  xays,  — 


*  I  vill :  VM.  aad  I  may ! 
Who  tthall  oppose  mj  way  f 
For  what  i«  m  alooe 
That  ot  hioMelf  raa  aav 
H«'shM«af  H«lic«MlT*** 


It  was,  perliapa,  at  tha  taggestion  of  his  renewed  interest  in  Greek  tltat  he  g*va 
title  he  did  to  tha  voloma,  with  a  motto  from    Karipidrs  the   lines  in  a  chorus 
**  Orestes  **  begianing  e^rne  v^na  i4(. 

The  sureefts  of  the  vttlume  was  nwrked  :  and  the  tone  in  which  the  author  tpaakj 
it  in  hi«  disnr  and  letters,  as  well  as  the  ^oosnc^  whuh  {irrvadrs  his  life  at  t 
period,  indicatr«  how  sincere  was  this  new  birth  of  song,  and  a  hat  prumite  it  gave 
endurance.  NevertheWtt,  he  wat  not  so  conaciout  «>f  his  flr«ttny  that  he  could  not  c 
line«  a  few  day^  later,  a  plan  of  literary  work  %khirh  embraml  a  hittorr  t>f  Eng 
|*iietry,  a  novel,  a  series  of  sketrhet,  and  only  one  p<iem.  which  may  hare  been  a  pi 
phrase  of  Scandinaviaa  verse.  Tliis  e(l!ore«rener  of  intrtlectiiAl  lifr  was,  liowever,  o 
a  sign  of  his  activity,     it  sanres  to  stiow  Im««  natural  and  prugrrMive  was  hb  grow 


\ 

\ 
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le  kd  not  broken  with  his  past,  but  he  did  not  distinctly  see  bow  almost  entirely  hia 
itmiT  productiveness  was  thereafter  to  be  confined  to  verse.  For  it  is  to  be  noted 
tbt  tfter  the  publication  of  *'  Voices  of  the  Night "  the  succession  of  volumes  of  poetry 
«•  broken  only  by  '*-KAvanagb,"  and  the  collection  of  hb  scattered  papers  under  the 
ide  of  <«  Drift  Wood."  '*  KAvanagh,"  published  in  1849,  at  the  close  of  another  decade, 
man  to  have  been  the  final  form  taJcen  by  his  art  of  various  fancies  which  had  been 
IwdDg  in  his  mind  since  the  period  of  his  first  beginnings  in  literature.     It  laid  their 

Ci,  we  may  think  ;  and  after  that  the  man  of  letters  ceased  to  be,  and  the  poet  was 
ysealed. 

The  years  immediately  following  the  publication  of  *'  Voices  of  the  Night "  may  be 
Rfuded  as  those  of  the  g^reatest  spontaneity  in  Mr.  Longfellow's  poetic  work.  The 
m  of  the  next  volume  of  verse,  **  Ballads  and  other  Poems/'  hints  at  the  direction  his 
Md  was  taking.  "I  have  broken  ground  in  a  new  field,"  he  writes  to  Mr.  Greene, 
hmry  2, 1840,  '^  namely,  ballads ;  beginning  with  the  *  Wreck  of  the  Schooner  Hes- 
pms,*  on  the  reef  of  Norman's  Woe,  in  the  great  storm  of  a  fortnight  ago.  I  shall 
Md  it  to  some  newspaper.  I  think  I  shall  write  more.  The  national  hallad  is  a  vir- 
fis  toil  here  in  New  England  ;  and  there  are  g^at  materials.  Besides,  I  have  a  great 
ladoB  of  working  upon  the  people^s  feelings.  I  am  going  to  have  it  printed  on  a  sheet 
litk  a  coarse  picture  on  it.  I  desire  a  new  sensation  and  a  new  set  of  critics.  Nat. 
Htwthome  is  tickled  with  the  idea.  Felton  laughs  and  says,  '  I  would  n't' "  The 
fiusiliar  story  of  his  invention  of  '*£xcelsior"  is  most  suggestive  of  the  poetic  glow 
vkidi  his  mind  now  experienced.  '*  The  Spanish  Student "  was  another  experiment  in 
kniy  art  struck  out  of  his  enthusiasm  for  Spanish  literature,  in  which  his  work  as  a 
tMeher  had  been  engaging  him.  The  volume  of  **  Poems  on  Slavery  "  was  the  contribu- 
te which  his  patriotism,  under  stress  of  indignation,  made  to  the  rising  tide  of  anti- 
■isfcnr  sentiment ;  but  though  he  never  lessened  in  his  strong  hostility  to  slavery,  he 
kipt  his  expression  for  letters,  and  conversation,  and  public  acts  ;  in  his  art  he  was 
WMDHuided  by  less  polemic  influences. 

IV  first  publication  of  **  The  Spanish  Student "  was  in  1842,  during  the  author's  ab- 
••ee  in  Europe.  The  "  Poems  on  Slavery  "  were  written  on  the  return  voyage.  Mr. 
MBgfellow  was  now  thirty-five  years  old  ;  and  as  he  turned  back  after  his  six  months' 
iKation  and  faced  homeward,  he  wrote  the  aiitobiog^phical  sonnet,  published  after  his 
wh,  entitled  **  Mezzo  Cammin."    In  this  be  declares  :  — 

**  Half  of  my  life  has  gone,  and  I  have  let 
The  years  slip  from  me  and  have  not  fulfilled 
The  aspiration  of  my  youth,  to  build 
Some  tower  of  song  with  lofty  parapet. 
Not  indolence,  nor  pleasure,  not  the  fret 
Of  restless  passions  that  would  not  be  stilled. 
But  sorrow,  and  a  care  that  almost  killed, 
Kept  me  from  what  I  may  accomplish  yet." 

With  the  familiarity  which  Mr.  Longfellow  now  had  with  great  art  and  the  conscions- 

have  been  content  with 
lie  unwrought  for  many 
jotting  down  impulses  and 
**OQieatary  resolutions  in  his  note-book  lets  us  partly  into  the  secret  of  the  magnum  opu$ 
^■icb  dominated  his  life.  The  possibly  vague- aspiration  of  his  youth  "to  build  some 
•jwer  of  song  with  lofty  parapet"  clearly  took  somewhat  positive  shape  at  this  time. 
J^tt  is  an  entry  in  his  journal,  under  date  of  November  8,  1841,  which  indicates  how 
^nsely  and  how  comprehensively  the  conception  of  *'  Christus "  possessed  him  at  the 
outlet:  — 

This  erening  it  has  come  into  mv  mind  to  nndertake  a  long  and  elaborate  poem  by  the 
"vy  nanie  of  Christ ;  the  theme  of  which  would  be  the  various  aspects  of  Christeudoci  io  the 
ApQttoUe,  Middle,  and  Modem  Ages.'' 
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The  Mtrnmer  foMom'ttif^  tbiii  ileci»ioo  was  tluU  which  he  iip^nt  at  Manenherif,  aad  « 
iaeifleiiUv  with  the  writiDj^  of  tht*  loonet  *^  Mrzxo  Catiiiiiiii  *'  maji  the  tnruujnuidaa 
nole-Duok  :  — 

' '  (*hmti»,  a  dimmatie  poem,  Ui  ihfve  part.v 
IWt  Finrt.    Thm  ttin«»  of  (*hrat.     {ito^  , 


t*iart  Nxmid.     Tli- MiddU  Aml     (Faith.) 
FartThint    Th«  i'n«ent.     (Charitj  >'* 

*'  Tlie  worrit  in  tarenthc^au,'*  hia  hMgrapher  miuu'k»,  ^  ate  io  pencil,  and  apparra 
ndded  aft«*r wards/ 

It  wa»  uot  till  1H7.'1  tlint  the  work  aa  it  now  ataudA  waa  publiAlied  ;  and  durinj;  tb 
:hirt}->two  jrara,  %khuii  n*pn*arut  aliuiiat  the  whole  of  Mr.  Lonf^fellow*s  productire  | 
riod,  the  aubjei-t  of  the  trilogy  aeemt  nrvrr  to  have  been  long  abacnt  from  hit  mii 
The  thenie  in  ita  majeaty  waa  a  tUuiie  by  night  and  a  pillar  of  oloud  br  ciar.  mhirh  I 
hit  mind  in  all  ita  onward  uioveuimt  ;  and  he  aateemed  the  work  which  he  had  uml 
taken  aa  the  rrally  great  work  of  hu  lifr.  Ilia  religioua  nature  wma  prufoondly  utoi 
hj  it,  and  the  degree  of  doubt  which  attended  every  at4*p  of  hia  ^>n>greaa  market!  t 
height  of  the  endearor  which  he  put  forth.  There  was  nothing  riolvnt  or  eccentric 
Ihia  audden  reaolution.  The  entry  in  hia  jtmrnal,  hia  biographer  ataiea,  i»  the  only  c 
for  thai  year  ;  but  hia  correapondence  and  the  dates  of  hia  poema  indtrat**  clea 
enough  that  th«  course  of  hia  mental  and  spiritual  Itfi*  wa*  flowing  in  a  dinnaitm  wh 
made  thia  rt-solve  a  moat  rational  and  at  the  same  time  iiu,>iring  expres»ion  of  his  n 
sonality.  He  had  been  singing  those  pitalma  of  life,  triuntpliant,  sympathetic,  a«piru 
which  ahoweil  how  atroug  a  hind  the  ethical  principle  had  of  h*in  ;  he  had  been  Atrepi 
bia  soul  in  Ihuite  ;  he  had  been  moyed  by  the  tender  ect>lr]»ia.Hticisin  of  **l'he  Childrru 
the  I^ord's  Sup|ier/*  and  in  reconling  a  poaaage  in  the  life  of  (*hriat  had  fancietl  hiuH 
a  monk  of  tlie  Middle  Agea  ;  while  the  %khoIe  tenor  of  hia  life  and  thought  had  aho 
how  atrong  a  personal  apprrhension  he  hail  of  the  divine  iu  humanity 

It  wan  nine  yran  from  this  resolution  before  he  attacked  the  work  in  eametl,  beg 
aing  Uien,  aa  ia  well  known,  with  the  second  part,  aiwl  publishing  it  independently  i 
without  explanation  of  h\%  full  design,  aa  *'  The  (lolden  l^gv'iid  ;  **  but  it  ia  fair  to  P 
poae  that  tne  scheme  itself  hi  \X%  entirety  waa  one  of  thoM*  spiritual  cinctures  which  h 
the  days  of  man,  each  to  each.  It  ia  not  at  all  impruliable  als4>  that  the  exactiooi 
his  professional  oi*cu|m(i«>ii  luul  something  to  do  with  breaking  the  continuity  of  his  pc 
ical  labor,  and  making  him  shrink  from  a  taak  which  calh^  for  great  ahaor|»tioa 
|H)wer.  Certain  it  i«  tluit  wlirn  in  the  winter  of  1M.V44»  lie  was  engaged  upon  his  m 
sustained  flight  of  verv  up  to  this  time,  the  txieni  of  **  F.vangrline,'  h\%  diary  bears  i 
Bess  to  the  impatience  of  the  di»tractit»ns  of  his  daily  life  inriilent  to  hi«  poaitioo,  wh 
constantly  wituheld  htm  from  a  task  which  gave  hini  the  greatest  delight. 

The  three  |ioem«  -  *•  Fvangeliiie."  •*  The  Song  of  HiJiwatha,**  and  •*The  Courtship 
Miles  Stand iah  **  —  \in\r  superficially  a  more  <listin4*t  plai-e  a«  ei|in'%.^ion  of  the  larj 
sweep  of  Mr.  Longfelhm  \  |>«ietical  genius,  but  they  bear  no  %'.\v\i  relation  to  his  um 
intimate  life  as  the  **Chn«tut.*'  Tliey  serve  well  to  emph.x'^ixe  tliat  ardent  iiitere»t 
American  themes  which  was  early  illustrated  by  his  eagrnu  %%  to  write  of  New  KngU 
life,  when  he  was  in  tl>«  fluvh  of  his  enthu«iaam  for  tb«*  art  which  Kurt>{te  o|iened  to 
view.  They  illustrate  also  hin  technical  skill  ami  hi*  inMiiwtiTe  sense  of  6ti>esa  of  fm 
Regarding  his  perii>d  of  poetical  proiluctloo  aa  m>t  far  fn>m  Mity  year«.  these  I  hi 
poems  occupy,  roughly  •{leaking,  the  mtilway  decade,  atul  Iht^y  are  in  the  iniiuU  of  m 
the  central  pieces  alxMit  «hieh  the  poet**  shorter  iMwiuft  Are  grotiiinl  Yet  tliOM*  nhof 
poenu  which  ha%e  becHiine  mcmt  securely  imlMnldeii  in  tif-  iiititM»rie*  and  afT(H*ti«»ns 
rrailers,  tb««*e  vmgs  «hi«-h  he  breathed  into  the  air  ami  found  iij^.tin  in  the  heart  «*l 
fnend,  were  freel>  *rnt  forth  with  no  l<mg  internal*  up  t«>  thr  \tr\  eml  of  hi*  life.  V 
hapa  the  hmgeat  intenal  was  during  that  withdrawal  whu  h  f«*n«)we<l  tl>e  tmge^lv  of 
duOH^tic  life. 

When  be  began  to  lift  hia  head  after  the  calamity  whtch  befell  him  in  tha  death  of 


BIOGRAPHICAL  SKETCH  x« 

wife,  **  he  felt  the  need/'  says  his  biographer,  **  of  some  continnous  and  tranquil  occupa- 
tMm  for  his  thoughts  ;  and  after  some  months  he  summoned  the  resohition  to  take  up 
^lia  the  task  of  translating  Dante."  This  was  no  new  study  with  him  ;  in  one  form 
or  toother  it  had  been  a  familiar  pursuit  since  he  made  his  first  adventure  in  European 
fitentore,  and  his  first  collection  of  poems,  **  Voices  of  the  Night,"  contained  examples 
of  tnuilation  from  Dante  ;  but  now  he  pushed  the  work  through  to  completion,  and  in 
the  final  publication  in  three  volumes  left  on  record  a  notable  expression  of  an  important 
phaie  of  his  intellectual  endowment.  As  translation  was  one  of  the  earliest  sig^s  of  his 
tppropriation  of  the  art  disclosed  to  him  in  foreign  literature,  after  he  had  completed 
the  tale  of  his  grater  works  he  resumed  with  distinct  pleasure  this  form  of  communion 
with  other  poets.  Indeed,  throughout  his  life  he  recognized  the  g^racious  part  which  this 
esereise  of  translation  played  in  the  intellectual  life.  He  found  in  such  work  a  gentle 
itimalus  to  his  poetic  faculties,  and  resorted  to  it  when  wishing  to  quicken  his  spirit, 
"liffree  with  you  entirely,"  he  writes  to  Freilig^th,  November  24,  1843,  "in  what  you 
117  about  translations.  It  is  like  running  a  ploughshare  throufi;h  the  soil  of  one's  mind  ; 
I  thoQsand  germs  of  thought  start  up  (excuse  this  ag^cultural  figure),  which  otherwise 
■ight  hare  lain  and  rotted  in  the  g^und.  Still,  it  sometimes  seems  to  me  like  an  ex- 
eue  for  being  lazy,  —  like  leaning  on  another  man's  shoulder." 

It  is  when  one  enlarges  the  conception  of  the  word  "  translation  "  that  one  perceives 
Wv  well  it  expresses  a  pervasive  element  of  Mr.  Longfellow's  art.  He  was  a  consum- 
BUite  translator  because  the  vision  and  faculty  divine  which  he  possessed  was  directed  ^ 
twwBrd  the  reflection  of  the  facts  of  nature  and  society  rather  than  toward  the  facts 
themselves.  He  was  like  one  who  sees  a  landscape  in  a  Claude  Lorraine  glass  ;  by  some 
nhtle  power  of  the  mirror  eveirthing  has  been  composed  for  him.  Thus,  when  he 
Mae  to  use  the  rich  material  of  history,  of  poetry,  and  of  other  arts,  he  saw  these  in 
fonns  already  existing  ;  and  his  art  was  not  so  much  a  reconstruction  out  of  crude  mate- 
Bil  IS  a  representation,  a  rearrangement  in  his  own  exquisite  language  of  what  he  found 
ttd  sdmired.  He  was  first  of  all  a  composer,  and  he  saw  his  subjects  in  their  relations  « 
ather  than  in  their  essence.  To  tell  over  again  old  tales,  to  reproduce  in  forms  of  deli- 
oite  fitness  the  scenes  and  narratives  which  others  had  invented,  —  this  was  his  delight ; 
itr  iD  doing  this  he  was  conscfous  of  his  power,  and  he  worked  with  ease. 

*Tbe  Divine  Tragedy"  was  finished  in  1870.  It  marks  a  characteristic  of  the  poet 
tittt  he  must  have  always  by  him  some  comprehensive  task  ;  and  on  the  day  when  he 
ttthed  ''Judas  Maccabeus,"  which  was  in  a  sense  an  offshoot  of  *'  The  Divine  Tragedy," 
^leoorded  in  his  diary  :  **  A  new  subject  comes  into  my  mind."  This  was,  no  doubt, 
tbe  tobject  of  **  Michael  Angelo."  Two  months  later  he  wrote  :  "  February  26,  1872. 
I  htve  more  definitely  conceived  the  idea  of  a  dramatic  poem  on  Michael  Angelo,  which 
W  heen  vaguely  hovering  in  my  thoughts  for  some  time.  Can  I  accomplish  it  ?  "  In 
May  he  finished  his  first  draft,  but  the  poem  never  was  completed.  The  author  kept  it 
■7  him,  occasionallv  touching  it,  writing  new  scenes,  rejecting  portions,  and  seemingly 
'Bluetant  to  have  it  leave  his  desk.  He  wrote  upon  the  first  page,  "  A  Fragment ; 
*>d  a  fragment  it  remains,  even  though  it  has  the  smoothness  and  apparent  roundness 
*f  a  finished  work.  It  is  possible,  abo,  that  in  calling  it  a  fragment  Mr.  Ix)ngfellow 
hid  in  mind  the  fact  that  the  time  of  the  poem  embraced  but  a  small  fraction  of  the 
^ftiit't  life  ;  and  this  consideration  may  have  led  him  to  throw  aside  the  concluding 
ic^Qs  of  Michael  Ang^lo's  death-bed  as  indicating  too  positive  and  final  a  close.  It  is 
certain  that  there  is  but  slight  attempt  at  the  development  of  a  drama,  with  its  crises 
<ad  denouement ;  the  form  adopted  was  that  of  a  dramatic  |K>em  which  )>ermitted  ex- 
piasion  and  contraction  within  the  natural  limits  of  three  major  parts,  and  depended  for 
iti  nine  in  construction  upon  the  skilful  selection  of  scenes,  chronological  in  their  s«n 
J^^nice,  and  yet  indicative  of  the  relations  subsisting  between  the  principal  characters 
ifitrodnced. 

There  is  an  interest,  however,  attaching  to  this  work  which  grows  out  of  its  place  in 
^'  Longfellow's  history.  It  was  found  in  his  desk  and  published  after  his  death,  ten 
T^aiB  from  the  time  when  it  was  first  composed,  and  bearing  the  marks  of  his  occasional 


XX  HENRY  WADSWORTH   LONGFELLOW 


MTiaioii.     Wben  Michael  Aagvlo  holds  diaeoarw  from  Uie  TaaUfo-grooiKl  of  «ft  wl 
tlM  TolaUW  BeoTeDoto  CeUini,  bis  eoaosel  to  the  joaofsr  nuui  is  minflod  wilb  |mU1mI 
i«6t€iioos  upoQ  his  owo  reUtioo  to  art.     He  eaaaoC  leava  Home  for  Florenea ;  ht 
mmdrnt  the  spell  which  affects  ooe  like  malaria,  — 

**  MaUrU  of  the  Biaa 
Oat  of  this  tomb  of  ths  msjmtic  Past ; 
Th«  Urmr  to  aeeomplish  soms  graai  work 
That  will  aol  Ut  as  sUep.    I  arast  go  oa 
Uata  I        " 


80  he  speaks ;  ami  to  Bearenuto's  reminder  of  the  memories  which  duster  abovl  tJ 
pleasant  city  npoo  the  Amo,  he  replies,  mnsiaf  :  — 


\y 

^  Coca*  back  to  me  the  dajs  whea,  ae  a  tooth, 

1  walked  with  Gbiriaadajo  ia  the  fardeas 
Of  M«diei,  aad  saw  the  aatiqae  statoes. 
The  forms  aofost  of  i^ods  aad  godlike  mea, 
Aad  the  greai  world  of  aft  revealed  iteelf 
To  my  yooa^  eyes.     Thea  all  that  maa  hath  done 
hwmed  pomible  to  me.     Alas !  how  little 
Of  all  1  dreaoMd  of  has  mj  head  achievvd !  ** 

Tl*e  cantioo  against  mlOaking  a  poet*s  dramatic  assumption  for  his  own  character  ai 
eipresftion  is  of  leas  force  when  applied  to  ooe  in  whom  the  dramatic  power  was  b 
alightljr  dcTeloped  ;  ami  tho  whole  poem  of  **  Michael  Aagelo,"  taken  in  connectioo  wi 
the  time  and  circumstances  of  its  composition,  maj  fairly  be  regarded  as  in  some  1 
apects  Loo^ellow's  apoiofpa.  Michael  Angelo  rehearsing  his  art  is  dramatically  c« 
eeiYed,  and  there  is  no  lapse  into  the  poet  s  own  speech  ;  for  all  that,  and  because 
that,  the  reader  is  always  aware  of  the  presence  of  Loo|(fellow,  wise,  calm,  reflect!^ 
mufting  orer  the  large  thoughts  of  life  and  art.  **  I  want  it,'*  the  poet  says  in  his  di*i 
**  for  a  long  and  delightful  orm|iation  ;  **  and  he  treated  himself  to  the  luiury  of  keepsi 
the  work  by  him,  bruoding  over  it,  shaping  it  anew,  adding,  changing,  di»cardin|f. 

**  Quickeord  are  ther  that  touch  the  Prophet's  bones,**  be  savt  in  his  Dedication  ;  m 
It  may  easily  be  believed  that  with  no  |^at  scheme  of  verse  haunting  him,  with 
tense  of  incompleted  plans,  he  would  linger  in  the  twilight  of  his  poetic  life  over  1 
strong  Hgure  ui  the  artist  thus  called  up  before  him,  and  be  kindleo  witb  a  new  poe< 
glow  as  he  contemplated  the  great  artist.  For  Michael  Angelo  in  tlie  puem  is  the  viri 
eharactrr  of  the  robust  Italian  seen  in  a  softened,  mellow  light.  We  are  not  profaah 
far  astrsT  when  we  say  that  Longfellow,  in  building  this  poem  and  rrtlecting  upon  i 
theme  during  the  hut  ten  yean  of  his  life,  was  more  distinct)/  declaring  bis  artist 
creed  than  m  any  other  of  his  works,  aad  that  the  discussions  which  take  place  in  tl 
poem,  more  especially  Michael  Angrlo's  utterances  on  plastic  or  graphic  art,  had  a  pec 
bar  interest  for  him  as  beariag  upon  analogi>u«  doctrines  of  the  art  of  poetry. 

The  great  sculptor  is  made  to  speak  in  his  old  age  of  — 

**Tb*  fmrmt  to  aceompliA  wmie  grv.t*  «tirk 
That  will  not  Wt  ae  al*^** 

If  there  was  any  soch  fever  in  Mr.  Longfellow's  case,  —  and  possibly  the  writing  « 
**  Michael  Angelo  **  is  aa  evidence,  —  there  eertainly  was  from  the  Wgiuning  of  h 
career  a  mo«t  healthy  and  normsl  activity  of  life,  which  stimsi  him  t<>  tbr  achirvemei 
ol  great  works  in  dtatinrti«Mi  from  the  familar,  frequent  e&erriMr  of  the  purtic  faculty. 

**  We  have  but  ooe  life  here  on  earth,"  he  writes  in  hu  diary  ;  *«  we  mutt  make  tki 
beautiful  And  to  do  thi*  health  and  elasticity  of  min<l  are  needful  ;  and  whatefv 
eadangers  or  impedes  theee  mu»t  be  avoided."  This  last  entry  lets  a  little  light  inl 
the  poet's  tem|>ermment.  That  calm  sweetness  of  spirit,  which  is  so  apparent  in  Ixmf 
feUov,  was  aa  aoquisitaoa  as  well  aa  aa  eadewaeat.     He  deliberately  chose  and  refraini 
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aeeording  to  a  law  in  his  members,  and  took  clear  cognizance  of  his  nature  and  its  ten- 
daodas.  In  a  word,  he  was  a  sane  man.  There  was  a  notable  sanity  about  all  his  mode 
of  life,  and  his  attitude  towards  books  and  Nature  and  men.  It  was  the  positive  which 
*attnieted  him,  the  achievement  in  literature,  the  large,  seasonable  gifts  of  the  outer 
*TOld,  the  men  and  women  themselves  who  were  behind  the  deeds  and  words  which 
■ids  them  known.  The  books  which  he  read,  as  noted  in  hb  journals,  were  the  gen- 
trou  books  ;  he  wanted  the  best  wine  of  thought,  and  he  avoided  criticism.  He  basked 
IB  foiuhine  ;  he  watched  the  sky,  and  was  alive  to  the  great  sights  and  sounds,  and  to 
ill  the  tender  influences  of  the  seasons.  In  his  intercourse  with  men,  this  sanitv  ap- 
peared in  the  power  which  he  showed  of  preserving  his  own  individuality  in  the  midst  of 
eooitant  pressure  from  all  sides  ;  he  gave  of  himself  freely  to  his  intimate  friends,  but 
he  dwelt,  nevertheless,  in  a  charmed  circle,  beyond  the  lines  of  which  men  could  not 
penetrate.  Praise  did  not  make  him  arrogant  or  vain  ;  criticism,  though  it  sometimes 
woDDded  him,  did  not  turn  him  from  his  course.  It  is  rare  that  one  in  our  time  has 
been  the  centre  of  so  much  admiration,  and  still  rarer  that  one  has  preserved  in  the 
midtt  of  it  all  an  integrity  of  nature  which  never  abdicates. 

H.  £.  S. 


VOICES  OF  THE  NIGHT 


tnryo^'Tcipa  rwy  iroAinroMriF  Ppoiw, 
'Eptfi6$*y  itft'  M^<  f^o^<  Karanrcpoc 

vir6  yap  oAyffwF,  viro  Tf  ovfi^opat 

EURIPIDKS. 


PRELUDE 


Tte  titto  Voiees  of  the  Night  oriffinally  wm  used  by 

lb.  Longfellow  for  the  poem  Footnept  of  AngeU  ;  then 

W  |»f«  it  to  Um  ilrat  collected  Tolume  of  hie  poetry  with 

qecbl  ap^ioftUon  to  the  groap  of  eight  poeme  follow- 

■I  Fnludt.    Here  It  is  conflned  to  thia  group. 

PUAdANT  it  was,  when  woods  were  green 

And  winds  were  soft  and  low. 
To  lie  amid  some  sylvan  scene, 
Wbere,  the  long  drooping  boughs  between, 
Shidows  dark  and  sunlight  sheen 

Alternate  oome  and  go  ; 


Or  where  the  denser  grove  receives 

No  sunlight  from  above, 
Bttt  the  dark  foliage  interweaves 
Ib  006  unbroken  roof  of  leaves. 
Underneath  whose  sloping  eaves 

The  shadows  hardly  move. 

Bcoeath  some  patriarchal  tree 

I  Uj  upon  the  ground  ; 
His  hotiy  arms  uplifted  he, 
^  tU  the  broad  leaves  over  me 
Clmed  their  little  hands  in  glee. 

With  one  continuous  sound  ;  — 

^  danberons  sound,  a  sound  that  brings 

The  feelings  of  a  dream, 
AS  of  innumerable  wings, 
^  when  a  bell  no  longer  swings, 
t^  ^  hollow  murmur  ring^ 
O'er  meadow,  lake,  and  stream. 

And  dreams  of  that  which  cannot  die, 

Bright  visions,  came  to  me, 
^fj*pped  in  thought  I  used  to  lie, 
^^  gJue  into  the  summer  sky, 
"here  the  sailing  clouds  went  by, 

*^  ships  upon  the  sea  ; 


Dreams  that  the  soul  of  youth  engage 

Ere  Fancy  has  been  quelled  ; 
Old  legends  of  the  monkish  page. 
Traditions  of  the  saint  and  sage. 
Tales  that  have  the  rime  of  age. 

And  chronicles  of  eld. 

And,  loving  still  these  quaint  old  themes, 

Even  in  the  city's  throng 
I  feel  the  freshness  of  the  streams, 
That,  crossed  by  shades  and  sunny  gleams, 
Water  the  green  land  of  dreams. 

The  holy  land  of  song. 

Therefore,  at  Pentecost,  which  brings 
The  Spring,  clothed  like  a  bride, 

When  nestling  buds  unfold  their  wings. 

And  bishop's-caps  have  golden  rings. 

Musing  upon  many  things, 
I  sought  the  woodlands  wide. 

The  g^en  trees  whispered  low  and  mild  ; 

It  was  a  sound  of  joy  ! 
They  were  my  playmates  when  a  child. 
And  rocked  me  in  their  arms  so  wild  1 
Still  they  looked  at  me  and  smiled, 

As  if  I  were  a  boy  ; 

And  ever  whispered,  mild  and  low, 
"  Come,  be  a  child  once  more  !  " 

And  waved  their  long  arms  to  and  fro, 

And  beckoned  solemnly  and  slow  ; 

Oh,  I  could  not  choose  but  go 
Into  the  woodlands  hoar,  — 

Into  the  blithe  and  breathing  air. 

Into  the  solemn  wood, 
Solemn  and  silent  everywhere  ! 
Nature  with  folded  hands  seemed  there, 
Kneeling  at  her  evening  prayer  ! 

Like  one  in  prayer  I  stood. 


VOICES  OF  THE  NIGHT 


Befoir  me  rose  au  areaiM 

Of  UU  ami  ■ombitNU  pinen  ; 
Aliroad  their  fmo-Uke  brancbc**  gr^w. 
And,  where  the  •oothiiie  darted  thruugh, 
8prc«d  a  rapor  tuft  and  blue, 

is  long  and  ftloptnf  li 


•1  _  > 


Aad,  falling  on  mr  wearj  brain. 

Like  a  fa»i-falling  »hower. 
The  dreams  of  jcMith  came  baek  agai 
Low  lisping*  of  the  summer  rain. 
Dropping  on  the  ripened  grain. 
As  once  upon  the  flower. 

TiAoos  of  childhood  I  SUy.  oh,  ilaj  ! 

Ye  were  so  sweet  and  wild  I 
And  distant  roioas  teemed  to  taj, 
«•  It  eannot  be !    Ther  pass  awaj  I 
Other  themes  demand  th^  lay  ; 

Thoa  art  no  more  a  child  I 

"Tlie  land  of  Sotif  within  thee 
Watered  br  liTing  springs  ; 

The  lids  of  FancT's  sleepless  ejes 

Are  gates  unto  that  Fsiadise  ; 

Holy  thoorhts,  like  stars,  arise  ; 
its  eloods  are  angels'  wings. 


*  Learn,  that  henceforth  thr  song  shall  be, 

Not  monntains  eapned  with  snow. 
Nor  forests  sounding  like  the  sea, 
}iof  riTcrs  flowing  ceaselessly. 
Where  the  woodUnds  bend  ti>  see 

The  bending  hea%*etts  below. 

*  There  is  a  forest  where  the  din 

Of  iron  branches  sotiiwU  ! 
A  mighty  river  roars  brlwe«»o. 
And  whosoerer  looks  therein 
8e«^  the  beaTeos  all  black  with  sin, 

Sees  not  its  depths,  nor  bounds. 

M  Athwart  the  swinging  branches  cast. 

Soft  r%r%  of  sunshine  pour  ; 
Then  coiiN*s  the  fearful  wintry  blast  ; 

like  withered  leaves,  fall  fast ; 

We  can  return  do  more  I 


Our  holier,  like  wit 
Fallid  lips  My,  « It 


*  Ixx>k,  then,  into  thine  heart,  and  write  ! 

Y«^,  into  Lift  *•  <leep  «trvani  f 
All  formi  of  tot  row  and  d -light. 
All  solemn  Voters  of  the  Night, 
Thst  can  soothe  thee,  or  alfright,  -» 

Be  these  henceforth  thy  theme.* 


HYMN  TO  THE  NIGHT 
*Arve#l^  T^(AAieTet 

to 


I    HKAKD  the    trailing  garments   ol 
i  Niffbt 

Swaep  throngh  her  marble  halls  1 
I  saw  her  sable  skirts  all   fringad 
light 
I      From  the  celestial  walls  ! 

1  felt  her  presence,  by  its  spell  of  mig 
Stoop  o  er  me  from  above  ; 

The  calm,  majestic  presence  of  the  Ki 
As  of  the  one  1  love. 

I  heard  the  sounds  of  lorrow  and  deli] 
The  manifold,  soft  chimes. 

That    fill   the   haunted  chamhen  ol 
Night, 
Like  sooie  old  poet*s  rhyi 


From  the  cool  cisterns  of  the  midaigh 

Uj  spirit  drank  repose  ; 
The    fountain    of    perpetual    panes 
there,  — 

From  those  deep  etstems  flows. 

i  >  holy  Night !  from  thee  I  learn  to  b 
Whst  man  has  borne  beforv  ! 

Thou  layest  thy  fln^r  oo  the  lips  of  C 
And  they  complain  no  more. 

Teace  !  Peace  t  Orestes-lika  I  breatbi 
pra%-er  f 
Descenc{  with  broad- winged  flight* 
The  weU*onie,  the   thrke-prayad  for, 
most  fair. 
The  best-belored  Night ! 


A   PSALM  OF  LIFE 

WHAT   7HF    HFART   OF   THE   YOUKC 
SAID   TO   Till:    PSALMIST 


km 


^4  ««  Uite  ftmm  :     **  I  k«ft  I 
ifS.  Mi«111ia«  to  •k>om  It  t«  tmf 

tnim  mj  moMMl  lM*n,  at  »  tl«M  \ 
trmum    A«f»w— iim.**      IMnr*    il    m% 


•  ol  s 


«•  IhwtiM.      lis   tMlf».  tkiMfS  mm 


THE  REAPER  AND  THE  FLOWERS 


I  *i 


odmMtj  tot  this  poem,  was  originally,  in  thepoet^t 
■ad,  tiMMnie  one.  Ho  notaa  from  tiiu«  to  time  that 
likMwiittaB  a  pMlm,  •  poalm  of  death,  or  anottier 
MlBcf  life.  The  **pealmiet  **  is  thus  the  poet  himaelf . 
wlMB  printed  hi  the  Kniekerboeker  It  bore  at  a  motto 
Ihi  Bmi  from  Craahaw :  — 

life  that  ahaUaend 

A  ohaUenge  to  its  end, 

lad  when  it  oooieaasj,  Welcome,  friend. 

I^  me  not,  in  mournful  numbers, 
Life  if  but  an  empty  dream  I  — 

For  the  soul  b  dead  tbat  slumbers. 
And  things  are  not  what  they  seem. 

Life  ii  real  I    Life  is  earnest ! 

And  the  grave  is  not  its  goal ; 
Dost  thou  ut,  to  dust  retumest, 

Wis  not  spoken  of  the  soul. 

Kut  enjoyment,  and  not  sorrow, 

It  our  destined  end  or  way  ; 
Bsfc  to  set,  that  each  to-morrow 

Fbd  OS  farther  than  to-day. 

Alt  ii  long,  and  Time  is  fleeting, 
And  our  hearts,  though  stout  and  brave, 

S^  like  muffled  drums,  are  beating 
Fnneral  marches  to  the  grave. 

Ii  the  world's  broad  field  of  battle. 

Is  the  bivouac  of  Life, 
^>ot  like  dumb,  driven  cattle  f 

Be  a  hero  in  the  strife  I 

^^  no  Future,  howe'er  pleasant  I 
Ut  the  dead  Past  bury  its  dead ! 

Aet,— ict  in  the  living  rresent  1 
Heut  within,  and  God  o'erhead  I 

^^  of  great  men  all  remind  us 
We  etn  make  our  lives  sublime, 

^departing,  leave  behind  us 
Foot^inta  on  the  sands  of  time  ; 

Footprints,  that  perhaps  another, 

Qtiling  o'er  life's  solemn  main, 
A  brlom  and  shipwrecked  brother, 

S^g,  shall  take  heart  again. 

^^Qt,  then,  be  up  and  doing, 

With  a  heart  for  any  fate  ; 
|°^tchieving,  still  pursuing, 

I^tni  to  labOT  ana  to  wait. 


THE  REAPER  AND  THE 
FLOWERS 

In  his  diary,  nnder  date  of  December  6, 1838,  IC£ 
Longfellow  writee :  **  A  beautiful  holy  morniug  within 
me.  I  was  softly  excited,  I  knew  not  why,  and  wrote 
with  pnoe  in  my  lieart,  and  not  without  tears  in  my 
eyes,  Tht  Reaper  and  the  Plowert,  a  Ptalm  of  Death. 
I  lisTe  lisd  an  idea  of  this  kind  in  my  mind  for  a  louf 
time,  without  finding  any  expreasiou  for  it  in  words 
This  morning  it  Memed  to  ciystallise  at  once,  witliout 
any  effort  of  my  own.'*  This  psalm  was  printed  it  tlte 
Knickerbocker  for  January,  1830,  with  the  sub-tiile 
A  Ptnlm  of  Deatht  and  with  the  familiar  stansa  from 
Henry  Vaugtian,  beginning :  — 

Dear  beauteous  death  ;  the  jewel  of  the  Just ! 

There  is  a  Reaper,  whose  name  is  Death, 

And,  with  his  sickle  keen, 
He  reaps  the  bearded  grain  at  a  breath, 

And  the  flowers  that  grow  between. 

"  Shall  I  have  naught  that  is  fair  ? ''  saith 
he  ; 
**  Have  naught  but  the  bearded  grain  ? 
Though   the    breath   of    these   flowers  is 
sweet  to  me, 
I  will  g^ve  them  all  back  again.' 


w 


He  gazed  at  the  flowers  with  tearful  eyes, 
lie  kissed  their  drooping  leaves  ; 

It  was  for  the  Lord  of  raradise 
He  bound  them  in  his  sheaves. 


**  My   Lord   has   need  of  these  flowerets 

The  Reaper  said,  and  smiled  ; 
"  Dear  tokens  of  the  earth  are  they, 
Where  He  was  once  a  child. 

<'  They  shall  all  bloom  in  fields  of  light. 

Transplanted  by  my  care, 
And  saints,  npon  their  garments  white, 

These  sacred  blossoms  wear." 

And  the  mother  gave,  in  tears  and  pain. 
The  flowers  she  most  did  love  ; 

She  knew  she  should  find  them  ail  again 
In  the  fields  of  light  above. 

Oh,  not  in  cruelty,  not  in  wrath, 

The  Reaper  came  that  day  ; 
*T  was  an  angel  visited  the  green  earth, 

And  took  the  flowers  away. 


VOICES  OF  THE  NIGHT 


THE  LIGHT  OF  STARS 


Ijtf*  Marii^  to  Um 
bfM  to  Um  aky.**    a  W    U 
to  Um  mim  MOBlnff  of  Um  ITmi 

II  WM  liiiJii  ^  .I^maJ  Pm»im  ^f  IJJ9^ 


It  jtkwa  sad  lUltw  to  «iy  etovdy 

,  UIm  M*ni  MpOM  HMir  gkwoiy  sruvr. 


OrtlMMfatol 


totttoek 


toUbdfMl 


Thk  nigbl  11  eooM,  bat  not  too  tooii ; 

And  •aukinif  lulrotlj, 
All  itkntlT,  the  httle  raoon 

Drops  down  behind  iii«  »kj. 

Tbrrt  is  no  lif^bt  in  ^arth  or  heaven 
But  the  cold  light  of  »t«rH  ; 

And  the  first  wmtch  of  night  it  giren 
To  tho  red  pUnet  Mars. 

Is  it  the  tender  star  of  lore  ? 

The  stur  of  love  and  dreams  ? 
Oh  no  !  from  that  blue  tent  abor* 

A  hero's  armor  gleams. 

And  earnest  thoughts  within  me  riie, 

When  1  behold  afar, 
6«rM»ended  in  the  evening  skies, 

ITie  shield  of  that  red  star. 


0  eUr  of  strength  !     I  see  thee  stand 
And  ftiiitlr  upon  my  pain  ; 

Thon  beekonest  with  thy  mail^  hand* 
And  I  am  strong  again. 

Within  mr  breast  there  is  no  liglit 
Hat  the' cold  light  of  fiUrs  ; 

1  give  the  flmt  watrh  of  the  night 
To  the  red  planet  Mars. 

The  star  of  the  nneon4|vteml  mill. 

He  rises  in  my  brra«t. 
Serine,  and  rr«oliitr.  aiMl  still. 

And  calm,  ao<l  sr If. possessed. 


And  thciu,  too,  whtMfirVr  tlion  art, 
Tha*  readrvt  this  brtrf  p«alm. 

As  one  by  «iffie  th?  hot**^  defiart. 
Be  resolute  and  eslm. 

Oh,  iv%T  ntit  in  a  world  like  this. 
And  thoa  shalt  kn  >w  erelong, 


Know  how  subline  a  thbg  it  b 
To  mil er  and  be  tlronf  . 

FOOTSTEPS  OF  ANGELS 


•• 


to  Ms  im  fom  bses  Um  tMt 
w  fwtmnmem  to  IIm  fswtfc  ilsaisbtog 

HM  LJ4ikia0V>to  MV  OCOffjfV  W,    FlilSlL  i 

Im  Mftd  loi«  ftftor :  *«  I  Imvs  asvir  s«mi4  toh 
ttoH  to  y»4Mtt  «««tiUii«  «M  taksa  h««  ■*  ••■  I 
videk  SOTUd  MVOT  U  rwioflsd.'*  lfs«issl  kbMnI 
4sslli  tmthmA  Mr.  Lmiffalkw  to  B«kfalto»f  ss  CM 
■M««r,  t«a,toMtlMiiftM<Nrtlisfl*rtiM4«  '  '^ 
LMffvltow,  »lM  to  i«tev«4  IS  to  Um  slslk 


Whkn  the  hoars  of  Day  are  numbered 
And  the  voices  of  the  Night 

Wake  the  better  sool,  that  slombtredL 
To  a  holy,  calm  delight ; 

Ere  the  evening  lamps  are  lighted^ 
And,  like  phantoms  grim  and  tail. 

Shadows  fn>m  the  fitful  firrlighi 
Dance  upon  the  parlor  wall ; 

Then  the  forms  of  the  departed 

Enter  at  the  oytn  door  ; 
The  beloved,  the  true-hearted. 

Come  to  visit  me  ooee  more  ; 

He,  tlie  young  and  strong,  who  t\ 
Noble  longings  for  the  strife. 

By  the  roailside  fell  and  perished. 
Weary  with  the  march  of  life  t 

Thev,  the  holy  ones  and  weakly, 

Who  the  cross  of  suffering  bore» 
Folded  their  pale  hands  so  meekly, 
with  us  on  earth  no  more  t 


.\nd  with  them  the  IWing  Beanteooe, 
Who  unto  my  youth  was  given. 

More  than  all  things  f\^  to  love  me. 
And  is  now  a  saint  m  heaven. 

With  a  slow  and  noiseless  footstep 
(?omes  thai  messenger  di%ine, 
,  Takes  the  vacanf  rhair  besiile  me, 
l«a)s  her  gentle  hand  m  mine. 

And  she  sits  and  gases  at  me 

With  th«Mw*  deep  and  temlrr  eres, 
l^ike  the  stars,  so  still  ami  saint4ikei. 
Looking  downwanl  frtim  the  skiet» 
I 

,  Tttrred  not,  yet  comprehended. 
Is  the  spirit's  voieelees  prayer. 


THE  BELEAGUERED  CITY 


kes,  in  blessiii^  ended, 
ing  from  her  bps  of  air. 

rh  oft  depressed  and  lonely, 
fears  are  laid  aside, 
emember  only 
I  these  have  lived  and  died  I 


FLOWERS 

poem  on  the  3d  of  October^  1837,  to 
quot  of  MitamoAl  flowera.  I  itiU  r»- 
X  delight  I  took  in  ita  oompoeition,  and 
line  that  streamed  in  at  the  aoathern 
Iked  to  and  fro,  pauaing  erer  and  anon 
f  ttunigbta."  H.  W.  L.  It  was  prob- 
m  written  by  Mr.  LfOngfellow  after  hia 
Cambridge. 

irell,  in  langaage  quaint  and 

welleth  by  the  castled  Rhine, 
lied  the  flowers,  so  blue  and 

iu  earth's  firmament  do  shine. 

3,  wherein  we  read  our  history, 
^rs  and  seers  of  eld  ; 
ped  about  with  awful  mystery, 
irning  stars,  which  they  beheld. 

niths,  and   manifold  as  won- 

vritten  in  those  stars  above  ; 
in  the  bright  flowerets  under 

revelation  of  his  love. 

lorions  is  that  revelation, 
over  this  great  world  of  ours  ; 
mt  our  own  creation, 
stars    of  earth,   these   golden 

s. 

;,  faithful  and  far-seeing, 
in  stars  and  flowers,  a  part 
ime,  universal  being, 
irobbing  in  his  brain  and  heart. 

verets  in  the  sunlight  shining, 
launting  in  the  eye  of  day, 
aves,  with  soft  and  silver  lining, 
open  only  to  decay  ; 

es,  all  woven  in  gorgeous  tis- 

g^yly  in  the  golden  light  ; 


Large  desires,  with  most  uncertain  issues. 
Tender  wishes,  blossoming  at  night  I 

These  in  flowers  and  men  are  more  than 
seeming, 
Workings  are  they  of  the  self -same 
powers, 
Which  the  Poet,  in  no  idle  dreaming, 
Seeth  in  himself  and  in  the  flowers. 

Everywhere  about  us  are  they  glowing, 
Some  like  stars,  to  tell  us  Spnng  is  bom ; 

Others,  their  blue  eyes  with  tears  o'erflow- 
ing, 
Stand  like  Ruth  amid  the  golden  com  ; 

Not  alone  in  Spring's  armorial  bearing, 
And  in  Summer's  green-emblazoned  field. 

But  in  arms  of  brave  old  Autumn's  wearing, 
In  the  centre  of  his  brazen  shield  ; 

Not  alone  in  meadows  and  green  alleys, 
On  the  mountain- top,  and  by  the  brink 

Of  sequestered  pools  in  woodland  valleys, 
Where  the  slaves   of   nature  stoop  to 
drink  ; 

Not  alone  in  her  vast  dome  of  glory, 
Not  on  graves  of  bird  and  beast  alone, 

But  in  old  cathedrals,  high  and  hoary, 
On  the  tombs  of  heroes,  carved  in  stone ; 

In  the  cottage  of  the  rudest  peasant, 
In  ancestral   homes,    whose  crumbling 
towers, 

Speaking  of  the  Past  unto  the  Present, 
Tell  us  of  the  ancient  Games  of  Flowers  ; 

In  all  places,  then,  and  in  all  seasons. 
Flowers  expand  their  light  and  soul-like 
wings. 

Teaching  us,  by  most  persuasive  reasons. 
How  akin  they  are  to  human  things. 

And  with  childlike,  credulous  affection. 
We  behold  their  tender  buds  expand  ; 

Emblems  of  our  own  great  resurrection. 
Emblems  of  the  bright  and  better  land. 


THE   BELEAGUERED   CITY 

Mr.  Samnel  Longfellow  atatea  that  the  aoggeatfon  of 
tlie  poem  came  from  a  not^  fn  one  of  the  Tolumea  d 
8oott*a  Border  Mitutrelsj/ :  "  Similar  to  this  waa  th« 
yacht  Lagtr^  or  midnight  camp,  which  aeemed  nightly 
to  beleaguer  the  walla  of  Prague,  but  which  dlaappearad 


VOICES  OF  THE  NIGHT 


m  tte»o<  ft 


I  BATS  read,  in  tome  old,  tnarr^Uoai  tab, 
Bonm  legend  tlnuigo  aiid  Ymgia«» 

That  a  midiiigbi  host  of  •pectrci  pale 
Balaagnrtg  the  walls  oif  Pragaa. 

Besida  the  Moldan*ii  rashinff  ■tream, 
With  the  waa  niooo  oTerhead, 

There  stood,  as  in  an  awfnl  diaanit 
The  arajr  of  the  dead. 

White  as  a  sea-fog,  landward  bound. 

The  spectral  camp  was  seen. 
And,  with  a  sorrowful,  deep  sound. 

The  river  flowed  between. 

No  other  Toiee  nor  sound  was  there. 

No  drum,  nor  sentry's  pace  ; 
The  mist-like  banners  clasped  the  air 

As  clouds  with  clouds  embrace. 


But  when  the  old  cathedral  bell 
Proclaimed  the  mominf  prajer, 

The  white  paTilions  roee  and  fall 
On  the  slarmM  air. 

Down  the  broed  rallej  fast  and  far 

The  troubled  armj  fled  ; 
Up  roee  the  rlorious  montinr 
Tj  host  was  d<a«r. 


I  have  read,  in  the  manrellous  heart  of 
That  strange  and  mjstic  scroll. 

That  an  armj  of  phantoms  Test  and  wan 
Beleaguer  the  human  souL 

Encamped  beside  Life's  rushing  stream, 

la  FancT's  mistj  light. 
Gigantic  shapes  and  umdomt  gli 

Portentous  through  the  night. 


Upon  its  midnight  battle^^^round 

The*. 

^  '    '   jp « 

Flows  the  Kirer  of  Life  bet 


ipectral  eamp  b  seen. 
And,  with  a  sorrowful,  deep  sound. 


No  other  Totee  nor  sound  i»  there. 

In  the  armr  of  the  grave  ; 
No  other  challenge  breaks  the  air. 

But  the  rushing  uf  Life's  wave. 

And  wh«-ti  the  iwlrmn  and  deep  ehareh-brll 
£airsau  the  soul  to  ptaj, 


The  midniirht  phantoms  feel  the  api 
The  shaaows  sweep  awaj. 

Down  the  broad  Vale  of  Tean  ala 
The  spectral  camp  is  fled  ; 

Faith  shmeth  as  a  morning  star. 
Our  ghastljr  fears  are  dead. 


MIDNIGHT   MASS    FOR  Tli 
DYING    YEAR 


Mm  uathm  aIm  mito  U  !•  kto    4imn  Am  Am 


Ysa,  the  Year  is  growing  old. 
And  his  ejre  is  pale  and  bleared  I 

Death,  with  frostj  hand  and  cold, 
Plucks  the  old  man  by  the  beard, 
Sorelj,  sorely  I 

The  leares  are  falling,  falling, 

Solemnl  J  and  slow  ; 
Caw  I  caw  I  the  rooks  are  calling. 

It  b  a  sound  uf  woe, 
A  sound  of  woe  I 

Through  woods  and  mountain  nasaet 
The  winds,  like  anthems,  roll ; 

Thepr  are  chanting  solemn  mssses, 
6mging,  **  Pray  for  thb  poor  soal. 
Play,  pray  I " 

And  the  hooded  clouds,  like  friars. 
Tell  their  beads  in  drops  of  rain. 

And  patter  their  doleful  prayers  ; 
But  their  prairers  are  all  in  vain. 
All  in  Yam  I 

,  There  he  stands  in  the  foul  weather. 
The  foolbh,  fond  ()!<!  Year, 
Crowned  with  wild  flou  r  rs  and  with  hei 
l^ke  weak,  despiJiM  Lear, 
A  king,  a  king  I 

Hien  comes  the  tummer-Iike  dar, 
i       Bids  the  old  man  rrioire  ! 
.  Hb  Joy  I  hit  last  I    Oh.  the  old  man  | 
t       Lot^th  that  errr-noft  Yoica, 
Gentle  and  low. 

To  the  crimjKMi  wonds  he  saith, 
i       To  the  voice  g«*otle  and  low 
<  Of  the  soft  air.  like  a  daughter**  breat 

**  PraY  do  not  mock  me  so  ! 
1  f>o  not  hMigh  at  me  !  ** 


AN   APRIL  DAY 


And  now  the  sweet  day  is  dead ; 

Cold  in  his  arms  it  lies  ; 
No  stain  from  its  breath  is  spread 

Over  the  glassy  skies, 
No  mist  or  stain  I 

llien,  too,  the  Old  Year  dieth, 
And  the  forests  ntter  a  moan, 

Like  the  voice  of  one  who  crieth 
In  the  wilderness  alone, 
'^  Vex  not  his  ghost  1 " 

Tlien  comes,  with  an  awful  roar. 

Gathering  and  sounding  on. 
The  8torn»-wind  from  Labrador^ 


The  wind  Euroclydon, 
The  storm-wind  1 

Howl  1  howl  I  and  from  the  forest 
Sweep  the  red  leaves  away  1 

Would  the  sins  that  thou  abnorrest, 
O  soul  1  could  thus  decay. 
And  be  swept  away  I 

For  there  shall  come  a  mightier  blast, 

There  shall  be  a  darker  day  ; 
And  the  stars,  from  heaven  down-cast 
Like  red  leaves  be  swept  away  I 
Kyrie,  eleyson  I 
Christe,  eleyson  I 


EARLIER   POEMS 


*1Imm  poenw  were  wrttton  for  the  most  put  daring 
9j  eolkge  Uf e,  end  ell  of  them  before  the  ege  of  nine- 
UoL  Some  hsre  f oimd  their  wey  into  eehooU,  end 
MB  to  be  euooeeif  uL  Othere  leed  e  Tagabond  end 
msnioiie  eriffttnT  in  the  oomen  of  newepepert ;  or 
Wfi  clHnged  thidr  nemee  end  run  ewey  to  aeek  their 
tetaBM  beyond  the  tee.     I  aey,  with  the  Biahopof 

*~nerlim  on  ■  ■imilir  in ' — **  cennot be disploMed 

(•«•  thme  childrea  of  mine,  wliioh  I  here  neglected, 
ll  ilieoet  en>oeed.  bvooght  from  tlieir  wanderings  in 

AN  APRIL  DAY 

Whxn  the  warm  sun,  that  brings 
Sesd-time  and  harvest,  has  returned  again, 
*T  ii  sweet  to  visit  tiie  still  wood,  ^ere 
springs 

The  first  flower  of  the  plain. 

I  love  the  season  well, 
When  forest  glades  are  teeming  with  bright 

forms, 
^«  dark  and  many-folded  clouds  foretell 

The  coming-on  of  storms. 

From  the  earth's  loosened  mould 
^  npling  draws   its    sustenance,    and 

tnrives  ; 
^^gh  striekan  to  the  heart  with  winter's 
cold. 
The  drooping  tree  revives. 

Tbe  softly-warbled  song 
^^<><Bai  from  tbe  pleasant  woods,  and  colored 

wings 
^Uace  quick  in  the  bright  sun,  that  moves 


al< 


long 
The  forest  openings. 


laaea  and  aOeva,  and  aefelir  lodged,  in  order  to  go  forth 
into  the  world  together  in  a  more  decoroua  garb.*** 
This  note  waa  prefixed  by  Mr.  Longfellow  to  the  fol- 
lowing group  ox  poenu  when  publlahed  in  Voices  of  the 
Niahi.  **The  flrat  flve  "  of  the  following,  Mr.  Long- 
fellow aaya  elnewhere  in  a  menutcript  note,  **were 
written  during  my  laet  year  in  coU^e,  in  No.  21  Maine 
Hall,  whoee  wiudowt  looked  out  upon  the  pine  groreeto 
which  alludon  ia  made  in  L^Envm.''*  In  the  appendix 
mey  be  f oond  a  fuller  collection  of  poems  of  thia  claaa. 

When  the  bright  sunset  fills 
The  silver  woods  with  light,  the  green  slope 

throws 
Its  shadows  in  the  hollows  of  the  hills. 

And  wide  the  upland  glows. 

And  when  the  eve  is  bom. 
In  the   blue   lake  the  sky,  o'er-reaching 

far, 
Is  hollowed  out,  and  the  moon  dips  her 
horn. 
And  twinkles  many  a  star. 

Inverted  in  the  tide 
Stand  the  gray  rocks,  and  trembling  shad- 
ows throw, 
And  the   fair  trees    look    over,   side    by 
side. 
And  see  themselves  below. 

Sweet  April  I  many  a  thought 
Is  wedded  unto  thee,  as  hearts  are  wed  ; 
Nor  shall   they   fail,    till,   to  its  autumn 
brought, 

Life's  golden  fruit  is  shed. 


EARLIER   POEMS 


AUTUMN 

Wrni  what  a  florj  oomet  mmI  goat  the 

yaarl 
Tha  buds  of  •priof  ,  thota  baantif  al  har- 

biofen 
Of  aaatij  akica  and  eloodlaaa  timaa,  eojoj 
Life's     newnaM,     and    earth's    ganuture 

•pfvad  out; 
And  wheo  the  ailTer  habit  of  the  eloods 
Cornea  down  apoo  the  aaUima  mid,  and 

with 
A  sober  gladnese  the  old  jear  takes  np 
Hia  bright  inhentaaoe  of  gokien  fruits, 
A  poinp  and    pageant    fill  the    splendid 


Under  tha  bright  and  glorious  skj, 

Ob  datiea  well  performed,  and  daja 

spent  I 
For  him   the  wind,  ay,  and  tha  p 


There  is  a  beantifnl  spirit  breathing  now 
Its  mellow  richuess  on  the  clustered  trees. 
And,  from  a  beaker  full  of  richest  djea, 
Pburiog  new  glory  on  the  autumn  woods. 
And  dipping  in  warm  light  the  pillared 

CMNUlS. 

Mom  on   the   mountain,  like  a  summer 

bifd, 
Lilla  np  her  purple  wing,  and  in  the  rales 
The  gentle  wioo,  a  sweet  and  passionate 


Ktssaa  the  blushing  leaf,  and  stirs  np  life 
Within  the  solamn  woods  of  ash  deep-erim- 


And  siWer  beech,  and  ouiple  jellow-leared. 
Where  Autumn,  like  a  faiut  old  man,  sits 

down 
Bj  the  wajside  a*  weary.     Through  the 


The    golden    robin    morea.     Tha    purple 

finch, 
Tluu  on  wild  cherry  and  red  cedar  feeds, 
A  winter  bird,  eoaws   with   its   plaintiTe 

whistle. 
And  pecks  by  the  witch-hasel,  whilst  al<m<l 
From  cottage  roofs  the  warbliag  bluebird 

sings. 
And  merrily,  witk  oft-repeatrd  stroke, 
8oonds  from  the  tkreehing-lluor  the  busy 

flaO. 


Shall  have  a  Toioe,  and  give  him  alo^ 
teachings. 

He  shall  so  bear  tha  tolama  Immi 
i  Death 

,  Has  lifted  up  for  all,  that  ha  shall  go 

To  hia  long  resting-plaoa  without  a  lai 


WOODS   IN   WINTER 

Wbbv  winter  winds  are  piercing  eUll 
And   through  the   hawthorn  blow 

With  solemn  feet  I  tread  the  hill, 
I  That  OYcrbrows  the  lonely  Tala. 
i 

!  O'er  the  bare  upland,  and  away 
I      Through  the  lone  reach  of  deseit  v« 

The  embracing  sunbeams  chasteW  plaj 
And  gladden  theee  deep  solitiidaa 

Where,  twisted  round  the  barren  oak. 
The  tnmmer  Tine  in  beauty  elung. 

And  summer  winds  the  stillness  brokai 
The  crystal  icicle  b  hung. 

Where,    from    their    froten    ttrat,    : 
I  springs 

Pour  out  the  river^s  gradual  tida, 
Shrillv  the  skaters  inio  rings. 

Ana  Toiccs  fill  the  woodiaud  sida. 

Alas  t  how  changed  from  the  fair  saai 
When  birds  lang  out  their  melloir  I 

And    winds   were    soft,   and   woods 
grren. 
And  the  song  eeassd  not  with  tha  d 

But  still  wild  music  is  abroad. 
File,  desert  woods  I  within  year  era 

And  gathering  winds,  in  hoarse  aeaoid 
Amid  the  Yoeal  reeds  pipe  Icud. 


Oh,  what  a  glory  doth  this  world  pot     Chill  airs  and  wintry  windt !  my  ear 

Has  grown  familiar  with  your 
I  hear  it  in  th«»  iipening  year, 
I       I  listen,  and  it  cheers  me  Utng, 


For  him  who,  with  a  fenreat  heart,  gnes 
forth 


SUNRISE  ON  THE  HILLS 


HYMN   OF  THE  MORAVIAN 
NUNS   OF  BETHLEHEM 

AT  THE     CONSECRATION     OP     PULASKI 's 

BANNER 

Thi  MgtQgteal  bMto  of  the  poem  fa  dlicwmad  In  >  note 
it  tht  «id  of  thfa  TOlume. 

Whkn  the  dying  flame  of  day 

Tbongh  the  chancel  shot  its  ray. 

Fir  the  gUmmering  tapers  shed 

Flint  lig^t  on  the  cowfed  head  ; 

And  the  eenser  burning  swung, 

Where,  before  the  altar,  hung 

The  crimson  banner,  that  with  prayer 

Bad  been  consecrated  there. 

And  the  nuns'  sweet  hymn  was  heard  the 

while, 
Bong  low,  in  the  dim,  mysterious  aisle. 

"Tike  thy  banner  I    May  it  wave 
PhMidly  o'er  the  good  and  brave  ; 
When  the  battle's  distant  wail 
Btesks  the  sabbath  of  our  vale, 
When  the  clarion's  music  thrills 
To  the  hearts  of  these  lone  hills, 
When  the  tpear  in  conflict  shakes, 
And  the  strong  lance  shivering  breaks. 

*Tike  thy  banner  I  and,  beneath 
The  battle-cloud's  encircling  wreath, 
Gnsid  it,  till  our  homes  are  free  I 
Gnsid  it  I    God  will  prosper  thee  1 
^  the  dark  and  trying  hour, 
^  the  breaking  forth  of  power, 
^  the  rush  of  steeds  and  men, 
fill  right  hand  will  shield  thee  then. 

*Tihe  thy  banner  I    But  when  night 
^^loies  round  the  ghastlpr  fight, 
^the  vananisbed  wamor  bow. 
Spire  him  I    By  our  holy  vow, 
^7  our  prayers  and  many  tears, 
^7  the  mercy  that  endears, 
Spire  him  I  he  our  love  hath  shared  I 
Spire  him  I  as  thou  wouldst  be  spared  ! 

^■^  thy  banner  I  and  if  e'er 
ThoQ  ghouldst  press  the  soldier's  bier. 
And  the  muffled  drum  should  beat 
^  the  tread  of  mournful  feet, 
^^  this  crimson  flag  shall  be 
''^itiil  oloak  and  shroud  for  thee." 


The  warrior  took  that  banner  proud. 
And  it  was  his  martial  cloak  and  shroud  I 


SUNRISE   ON   THE   HILLS 

I  STOOD  upon  the  hills,  when  heaven's 
wide  arch 
Was    glorious   with   the    sun's    returning 

march. 
And  woods  were  brightened,  and  soft  gales 
Went  forth  to  kiss  the  sun-clad  vales. 
The  clouds  were  far  beneath  me  ;  bathed 

in  light, 
They  gathered  midway  round  the  wooded 

height. 
And,  in  their  fading  glory,  shone 
Like  hosts  in  battle  overthrown, 
As  mauv  a  pinnacle,  with  shifting  elance. 
Through  the  gray  mist  thrust  up  its  shat- 
tered lance. 
And  rockinc^  on  the  cliff  was  left 
The  dark  pine  blasted,  bare,  and  cleft. 
The  veil  of  cloud  was  lifted,  and  below 
Glowed  the  rich  valley,  and  the  river's  flow 
Was  darkened  by  the  forest's  shade. 
Or  glistened  in  the  white  cascade  ; 
Where  upward,  in  the  mellow  blush  of  day, 
The  noisy  bittern  wheeled  his  spiral  way. 

I  heard  the  distant  waters  dash, 
I  saw  the  current  whirl  and  flash. 
And  richly,  by  the  blue  lake's  silver  beach, 
The  woods  were  bending  with    a    silent 

reach. 
Then  o'er  the  vale,  with  gentle  swell. 
The  music  of  the  village  bell 
Came  sweetlv  to  the  echo-giving  hills  ; 
And  the  wild  horn,  whose  voice  the  wood- 
bind fills. 
Was  ringing  to  the  merry  shout 
That  faint  and  far  the  glen  sent  out, 
Where,  answering  to  the  sudden  shot,  thin 

smoke, 
Through  thick-leaved  branches,  from  the 
dingle  broke. 

If  thou  art  worn  and  hard  beset 
With  sorrows,  that  thou  wouldst  forget, 
If  thou  wouldst  read   a  lesson,  that  will 

keep 
Thy  heart  from  fainting  and  thy  sonl  from 

sleep, 
Go  to  the  woods  and  hills  I     No  tears 
I  Dim  the  sweet  look  that  Nature  wears. 


to 
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THE  SPIRIT  OF   POETRY 


fpDovtef  I 
r  •tfmJU 


AaUoi    the    wooded   alop^,    at 


Thkbb  b  a  qaici  tpiiit  in  Ibete  wocmU, 
Thai  dwells  wbtr*  er  the  gentle  touUi-irind 

blowt ; 
Wliere,  undvroeatb  the  wbite-tbom  in  the 

fliulr. 
TIm   wild   Ho  were  bloom,  or,   kiMtng  tbe 

•oft  air, 
Tba  leaTvt  above  ibcir  euunj  palme  ooi- 

■pread. 
With  wbai  a  tender  and  impaMioned  Totce 
It  tUle  the  nice  and  delicate  ear  of  thought. 
When  the  faet  iiaheiing  star  of  morning 


O'ar*  riding    the    graj   bille   with  gulden 


f 


Or  when  the  cowled  and  duekj-eandallcd 

Eve, 
In  moumiug  weeds,  from  out  the  western 

g»l«. 
Departs    with    silent    fiace  I     That    spirit 

moves 
la  the  green  ralleT,  whrrr  tli**  silvrr  brook. 
From  its  full  laver,  poun  the  wbitr  cas- 
cade ; 
And,  Itabbling  low  amid  the  tangled  wocmU, 
Slips  down  tiirtMigb  nioss-jjrowu  stones  with 

endless  laughter. 
And  frequent,  on  tbi*  everlx^ting  hillt. 
Its  fcrt  g«>  forth,  when  it  doth  wrap  itAclf 
la  sU  the  durk  i*nibroifirrv  of  the  storm. 
And  shoiitA  tbe  stem,  strong  wind.     And 

berr,  amid 
I'be  silent  niajf^r  of  thew  deep  woods. 
Its  pmirtK*«*  idwll  uplift  tbv  thoughts  from 

earth. 
As  to  tbr  Aunahine  and  the  pun*,  bright  air 
Their  ton*   the   green    tiers   lift.     Hence 

gilte«l  lienli 
Have    ever    loved    the    calm    and    quiet 

«baile«. 
For  them  tliere  was  an  el(M|uent  voice  in 

all 
The  tvlvsn  pomp  nf  wcmmU.  tbe  gulden  iiin, 
Tlie  liowerv  the  lea«e«,   tlie  n%rr   on   itA 

wav. 
Bine  skies,  and  silver  rbrndB,  simI  gentle 

wind ft, 
Tba  swetluig  nplaad,  where  the  sidelong 


Groree,  throngh   whose  brokaa  vaaff  ttl 

akj  kioks  in, 
Moontain,  and  shattered  eliff,  and 

vale. 
The  distant  lake,   fountains,  and 


In  manv  a  laxj  srllable,  repeatiac 

Tbei,  old  poetic  legend.  U,U..w.iA         ^ 

And  this  is  tbe  sweet  spirit,  that  MJ 

ftU 
Tbe  work! ;  and,  in  these  wajward  da||i 

youth, 
Mj  Imsj  fancy  oft  embodies  it. 
As  a  bright  image  of  the  light  and 
That  dwell   in   nature  ;  of  the 

forms 
We  wonbip  in  our  dreams,  and  the 

hues 
That  stain  tbe  wild  bird's  wing,  and 

tbe  clouds 
When  the  sun  sets.     Within  her 

eye 
The   heaven   of   April,  with  its 

light. 
And   alien  it    wears  the  bine  of  Mafpj 

bung, 
And  on  her  lip  tbe  rich,  red   n 

liair 
Ia  like  the  summer  trrMes  of  the 
Wlien  twiliebt  makrs  them  brown, 

her  cueek 
Blushes  the  richnesn  of  an  aiitnm^sk]^ 
With    evrr- shifting    beauty. 

breath. 
It  is  so  like  tlie  p-ntle  air  of  Spring, 
As,  fr«»ni  tlie  utoniing's  dewy 

c  (lines 
Full  of  their  fragrsncc,  that  it  is  a  joy 
To  have  it  rtNinci  u«.  and  her  silver 
I«  the  rich  mii^ic  of  s  ftuuiiiier  bird. 
Heard  in  the  ntill  night,  with  its 

cadence. 


BUKIAI.  OK  THE   MIN.NISINE 

On  sonnv  slooe  and  beecben  swell, 
'llie  shaiiowea  light  of  evening  fell  ; 
And,  where  tbe  maple's  leaf  was  bra 
With  soft  and  silent  lapse  came  do«^ 
The  glory,  that  tbe  wihmI  rr<'«*ive«. 
At  sunset,  la  its  gulden  leave*. 


i 


THE  SKELETON   IN   ARMOR 


II 


id  in  the  mellow  light 

blue  hills.     One  doad  of  white, 

far  uplifted  cone, 
xm  blush  of  evening  shone  ; 
)  of  the  silyer  lakes, 

the  Indian's  soul  awakes. 

a  funeral  hymn  was  heard 
le  soft  breath  of  evening  stirred 
gray  forest ;  and  a  band 
in  heart,  and  strong  in  hand, 
iding  down  beside  the  wave, 
e  red  chief  in  his  grave. 

g,  that  by  his  native  bowers 
,  in  the  last  moon  of  flowers, 
;y  snows  had  not  yet  shed 
•ry  on  the  warrior's  head  ; 
le  summer  fruit  decays, 
e  in  those  naked  days. 

loak  of  the  roebuck's  skin 
the  warrior,  and  within 
folds  the  weapons,  made 
lard  toils  of  war,  were  laid  ; 
iss,  woven  of  plaited  reeds, 
broad  belt  of  shells  and  beads. 

.  dark-haired  virgin  train 
the  death  dirge  of  the  slain  ; 
he  long  procession  came 
men  and  chiefs  of  fame, 
kvy  hearts,  and  eyes  of  grief, 
the  war-horse  of  their  chief. 

of  his  proud  and  martial  dress, 
d,  unreined,  and  riderless, 
^tiug  eye,  and  nostril  spread, 
ry  and  impatient  tread, 


He  came  ;  and  oft  that  eye  so  proud 
Asked  for  his  rider  in  the  crowd. 

They  buried  the  dark  chief  ;  they  freed 
Beside  the  grave  his  battle  steed  ; 
And  swift  an  arrow  cleaved  its  way 
To  his  stem  heart  1     One  piercine  neig^ 
Arose,  and,  on  the  dead  man's  plam, 
The  rider  grasps  his  steed  agam. 


L'ENVOI 

This  potm  was  written  m  »  poetical  ■nimnary  of  ttM 
volume  Voices  o/  Ike  Niaht^  which  it  doted,  referring 
in  ito  three  perte  to  the  Uaree  diridoae  of  that  volnnMb 

Ye  voices,  that  arose 

After  the  Evening's  close. 

And  whispered  to  my  restless  heart  repose  I 

Go,  breathe  it  in  the  ear 

Of  all  who  doubt  and  fear. 

And  say  to  them,  "  Be  of  good  cheer  I " 

Ye  sounds,  so  low  and  calm, 

That  in  the  groves  of  balm 

Seemed  to  me  like  an  angel's  psalm  I 

Go,  mingle  yet  once  more 

With  the  perpetual  roar 

Of  the  pine  forest,  dark  and  hoar  1 

Tongues  of  the  dead,  not  lost. 
But  speaking  from  death's  frost. 
Like  nery  tongues  at  Pentecost  I 

Glinmier,  as  funeral  lamps. 
Amid  the  chiUs  and  damps 
Of  the  vast  plain  where  Death  encamps  I 


BALLADS  AND   OTHER   POEMS 


SKELETON    IN    ARMOR 

me  of  Ballads  and  other  Poenu  was  pubUihed 
19,  1S41,  and  cooUined  all  the  rerae  which 
sUow  had  written  dnce  the  pubUcati(m  of 
Ike  Nicht^  with  the  imporUnt  exception  of 
lA  Student.  Beaidea  the  plecea  here  indaded 
diriaion,  the  original  Tolume  contained  two 
inUted  from  the  Oerman,  and  alao  The  Chil- 
;  Lord**  Supper,  which  will  be  foond  und^r 
.  diriaoQ  lYanMaiions  near  the  cloee  of  thia 
1m  hiaCorical  baaia  of  Th*  Skeleton  in  Armor 
[  in  the  yoU*.  Thia  ballad,  when  first  pub- 
•  Knickerbocker  tor  January,  1841,  waa  fur- 
I  marginal  notea  after  the  manner  of  Cole- 


ridge*a  l%s  Ancient  Mariner^  but  In  reprinting  It  In  Ua 
volume  the  poet  wiaely  diacarded  an  apparatua,  which, 
unlike  Colendge'a,  waa  merely  a  nmn£Dg  index  to  the 
poem. 

'*  Speak  I  speak  I  thou  fearful  gaest  I 
Who,  with  thy  hollow  breast 
Still  in  rude  armor  drest, 

Comest  to  daunt  me  I 
Wrapt  not  in  Eastern  balms, 
But  with  thy  ileshless  palms 
Stretched,  as  if  asking  alms, 

Why  dost  thou  haunt  me  ?  " 


» 
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Then,  from  thoM  oftTwaont  ejct 
F9JU  flatbet  MeoMd  to  riM, 
At  wbeo  Um  NorUMm  ■kiat 

GleaiD  ID  DMcmbtr ; 
Aad,  like  Um  wmUr*t  flow 
Uodar  Deecmbtr't  laow, 
CaoM  a  dull  Toioe  of  woe 

Frnd  Um  haart't  ehambar. 


*  I  waa  a  Viking  okl  I 

My  deadi,  tboogh  maiiifold« 
Ko  Skald  ia  toiiF  has  told. 

No  Safa  taogfat  Umo  I 
Take  lMad»  that  10  tbr  ▼•»• 
TboQ  doat  the  tale  rebeane, 
Elaa  dread  a  dead  iiuui*e  enna ; 

For  Uiie  I  eoofbt  Ikaa. 

*  Far  in  the  Northern  Land, 
By  the  wild  Baltic*!  ttrand, 
I«  with  my  child iah  hand* 

Tamed  the  gerlalcoo ; 
And,  with  my  akatca  faatpboond. 
Skimmed  the  half-f rosea  Sound, 
That  the  poor  whimpering  hound 

Trembled  to  walk  00. 

"Oft  to  hie  froiea  lair 
Traeked  I  the  grialir  bear. 
While  from  my  path  the  bara 

Fled  like  a  ebadow  ; 
Oft  through  the  f oreet  dark 
Followed  the  were»wolf*t  bark. 
Until  the  aoaring  lark 
Sang  from  the  meadow. 

*  But  when  I  older  grew. 
Joining  a  eormir't  crew, 
Oer  the  dark  tea  I  flew 

With  the  marauder*. 
Wild  wa«  the  life  we  led  ; 
Many  the  ■oule  that  eped, 
MMiy  the  heaiU  that  bled. 

By  our  stem  orders 


"  Many  a  wamail-bout 
Wore  the  long  Winter  out ; 
Oftrn  our  midnight  thout 

Set  the  cocfci  crowing. 
At  we  the  Berwrk'ft  tale 
Measured  in  cum  of  aU, 
Draining  the  oakrn  pail. 

Filled  to  o'arflowiag. 


'Once  ae  I  told  in  glee 
Tales  of  the  stormy  sea. 
Soft  eyes  did  gase  00  bm. 

Burning  yet  tender ; 
Aad  as  tlM  white  stars  shti 
On  the  dark  Norway  piae, 
On  that  dark  heart  of  mia 

FaU  their  Mtft  splendor. 

'  I  wooed  the  blue-eyed  nu^ 
Yielding,  yet  half  afraid, 
Aad  in  the  forest's  shade 

Our  TOWS  were  plighted. 
Under  its  looeenea  rest 
Fluttered  her  little  breast. 
Like  birds  within  their  net 

By  the  hawk 


*  Bright  ia  her  father's  hall 
Shields  gleaoMd  upon  the 
Loud  sang  the  minstreb  al! 

Chanting  his  glory  ; 
When  of  <3d  llUdebrand 
I  asked  his  dan^ter's  ham 
Mute  did  the  mmstreb  sta 

To  hear  my  story. 

'  While  the  brown  ale  be  ou 
Loud  then  the  champion  la 
And  as  the  wind-gusts  waf 

Tbe  sea- foam  brightly, 
80  the  loud  laugh  ol  scorn, 
Out  of  those  lips  unshorn. 
From  the  deep  drinking-hc 

Blew  tbe  foam  lightly. 

'She  was  a  Prince's  child, 
I  but  a  Viking  wild. 
And  though  she  blushed  as 

I  was  diBcarded  I 

Should  not  the  dove  so  whi 

Follow  the  sea-nMW*s  tlighl 

WhY  did  thry  leave  that  a 

ifer  nest  unguarded  7 

>  Scarce  had  I  put  to  sea, 
Braring  the  uiaid  with  bm, 
Fairrat  of  all  was  she 

Among  the  Norsemen  I 
When  on  the  white  lea-stri 
Waving  hi«  armM  hand. 
Saw  we  old  llildebraad. 

With  twenty 
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^Then  Uimched  they  to  the  blast. 
Bent  like  a  reed  each  mast, 
let  we  were  gaining  fast, 

When  the  wind  failed  us  ; 
And  with  a  sadden  flaw 
Cune  xoond  the  gusty  Skaw, 
80  tbst  our  foe  we  saw 

Laogfa  as  he  hailed  us. 

"And  as  to  catch  the  gale 
Bound  veered  the  flapping  sail, 
'Uetth  I '  was  the  heunsman's  bail, 

*  Death  without  quarter ! ' 
Mid-diips  with  iron  keel 
Strack  we  her  ribs  of  steel ; 
Down  her  black  hulk  did  reel 

Through  the  black  water  I 

"As  with  his  wingp  aslant, 
Siils  the  fierce  cormorant. 
Seeking  some  rocky  haunt, 
With  his  prey  laden,  — 
80  toward  the  open  main, 
Betting  to  seaagab, 
Timmgh  the  wild  hurricane, 
Bore  I  the  maiden* 

"Tbee  weeks  we  westward  bore. 
And  when  the  storm  was  o'er, 
Clond-like  we  saw  the  shore 

Stretching  to  leeward  ; 
IWe  for  my  lady's  bower 
Bttilt  I  the  lofty  tower. 
Which,  to  this  rery  hour, 

Stands  looking  seaward. 

"There  Itred  we  many  years  ; 
'^^nt  dried  the  maiden's  tears ; 
She  had  forgot  her  fears. 

She  was  a  mother  ; 
Denth  dosed  her  mild  blue  eyes, 
Under  that  tower  she  lies  ; 
^«'er  ihaU  the  sun  arise 

On  snoh  another  1 

*fi^  gr«w  my  bosom  then, 
^  ts  a  stagnant  fen  I 
^Ktefol  to  me  were  men. 

The  sunlight  hateful  I 
^  the  Tast  forest  here, 
^Ud  in  my  warlike  gear, 
'dl  I  ap<m  my  spear, 

Oh,  death  was  grateful  I 


**  Thus,  seamed  with  many  scars, 
Bursting  these  prison  bars. 
Up  to  its  native  stars 

Aiy  soul  ascended  I 
There  from  the  flowing  bowl 
Deep  drinks  the  warrior's  soul, 
SkMd!  to  the  Northland  I  ikoalf* 

Thus  the  tale  ended. 


THE  WRECK  OF  THE  HESPERUS 

Originally  imblUliad  in  Park  Benjamin's  mammotii 
iheet.  The  New  World,  Of  tha  oompoaition  of  Um  bal- 
lad Mr.  Longfellow  writea  aa  foUowa  in  hia  diaiy,  under 
date  of  December  30, 1830 :  **  I  wrote  last  erenuig  a  no- 
tice of  Al]aton*8  poems.  After  which  I  sat  till  twelre 
o'clock  by  my  fire,  amokinff,  when  suddenly  it  came 
faito  my  mind  to  write  2^  BaUad  o/tAeSehaoner  He*- 
pent*.;  which  I  according  did.  Tlien  I  went  to  bed, 
bat  could  not  sleep.  New  thoughte  were  running  in 
my  mind,  and  I  got  up  to  add  them  to  the  ballad.  It 
was  three  by  tb»  clock.  I  then  went  to  bed  and  fell 
aaleep.  I  feel  pleaaed  with  the  ballad.  It  hardly  coat 
me  an  effort.  It  did  not  come  faito  my  mind  l^  linea, 
but  by  stansaa.** 

It  was  the  schooner  Hesperus, 

That  sailed  the  wintry  sea  ; 
And  the  skipper  had  taken  his  little  daugh- 
ter. 

To  bear  him  company. 

Blue  were  her  eyes  as  the  fairy-flax. 
Her  cheeks  like  the  dawn  of  day. 

And  her  bosom  white  as  the  hawthorn  buds. 
That  ope  in  the  month  of  May. 

The  skipper  he  stood  beside  the  helm, 

His  pipe  was  in  his  month. 
And  he  watched  how  the  veering  flaw  did 
blow 

The  smoke  now  West,  now  South. 

Then  up  and  spake  an  old  Sail6r, 
Hiui  sailea  to  the  Spanbh  Main, 

"  I  pray  thee,  put  into  yonder  port. 
For  I  fear  a  hurricane. 


*'  Last  night,  the  moon  had  a  golden  ring, 
And  to-night  no  moon  we  see  1 " 

The  skipper,  he  blew  a  whiff  from  his  pipe^ 
And  a  scornful  laugh  laughed  he. 

Colder  and  louder  blew  the  wind, 

A  gale  from  the  Northeast, 
The  snow  fell  hissing  in  the  brine, 

And  the  billows  frothed  like  yeast 


M 
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Down  came  the  ttorm,  mod  unoU  Amain 

Thm  tremcl  in  iu  sirenfftii ; 
Sha  •buddarBd  and  pauieJ,  lika  a  frifhtcd 
•taed. 

Then  leapad  lier  eable's  length. 

•CooM  hither  I    eoma  hither!    mjr  little 
danrhtAr» 

And  do  not  tremhle  to  ; 
For  1  ean  weather  the  roughest  gale 

That  erer  wind  did  blow." 


U» 


trapped  her  warm  in  hi*  laamin' 
Against  the  stinging  blast ; 
He  eot  a  rope  from  a  bn»ken  spar. 
And  bonnd  her  to  the  mast. 


seoat 


The  breakers  were  right  beneath 
She  drifted  a  draarj  wreck. 

And  a  whooping  billow  swept  thn 
Like  icicles  fruni  her  oeck. 


She  struck  where  the  white  and  §mmf  Wi 
Looked  soft  as  carded  wool. 

Bat  the  cruel  rocks,  they  gored  bar  riii 
Like  the  boms  of  an  angry  bnIL 

Her  rattling  shrouds,  all  sheathed  la  ii| 
With  the  masU  went  by  tha  haaiil 
>  a  Teseel  of  glass,  she  stova  and  M 
Ho  I  ho  1  the  breakers  roaiad  I 


••O  father!  I  hear  the  chnreh-bells  ring, 

Oh  say,  what  may  it  be  ?  '* 
«*  T  b  a  fcg-bell  on  a  rock-bound  coast  I "  - 

And  he  steered  for  the  (»pen 


ItTO 


At  davbreak,  on  the  bleak 

To  see  the  form  of  a  maiden  lair, 
lashod  close  to  a 


••O  father!  I  hear  the  sound  of  gvM, 
Oh  say,  what  may  it  be  T  ** 

*  Some  ship  in  distress,  that  cannot 
Li  such  an  angry  sea  I " 


••O  father  I  I  see  a  gleaming  light. 
Oh  say,  what  may  it  be  ?  " 

Bat  the  father  answeml  never  a  word, 
A  froscn  eorpee  was  he. 


The  salt  sea  was  frottn  on  her 
The  salt  tears  in  her  eyee  ; 

And  he  saw  her  hair,  like'  the 
weed. 
On  the  bUlows  f aU  ami 


Lashed  to  the  helm,  all  stiff  and  stark. 
With  his  face  turned  to  the  skies. 

The  lantern  gleuned  thru«gh  the  gleaming 
snow 
On  his  ilxed  and  glassy  eyea. 


Soch  was  the  wreck  of  the  H< 

In  the  midnight  and  the  wmm  I 

save  us  all  from  a  death  lika  M| 
On  the  reef  of  Norman's  Woa  I 


TKE  VILLAGE  BLACKSMITI 


la  llM  Mtwwi  of  lias  Mr. 

MTT-WrvU  ft  MwPMlMof  UfflL    U  li  fls 
Mimeitmttk."    A  y«ar  UMr  W  «m  IM^mfef  f 
I  Bmi  h»  wtHm  to  kte  fllMt.  Octotar  fliai  < 

clasDed  her  hands  and     >■*•  *^  ^'^  ***7  f*^^  ^  !•*• ;  «eij  a  Ml 
w  p««   »rr  »»w  MM      |ii«trkktadfm«lL    TiMM  will  W  a  tei  el 

a  larkiMMS  la  IW  MSt  JTacrli 
ISIO),  vUck  y«a  »*y  comMw.  If  .       . 


Then  the 

prayed 
That  saTki  she  might  be  ; 
And  she  thought  of  Christ,  who  stUled  the 
ware, 
Oa  the  Lake  of  Galilee. 


And  fast  through  the  midnight  dark  and 
drear. 

Through  the  whiatling  sleet  and  snow. 
Like  a  sheeted  |:boat,  th^  re^rl  ■wt'pt 

Tow'rds  the  rref  of  Norman's  Woe. 

And  ever  the  fitful  ruttt  brtween 
A  sound  came  from  the  land  ; 

It  was  the  scMind  of  thr  trampling  surf 
On  the  rocks  and  the  ^rd 


la  yfataa  of  nwr  MiTMtof  M  Hvvbafy  [tlM  mUH 

fmr.  TW  ■»miiM<l  tW  yoMi  mmmlmm 
tmmky  whifk  tiM  |H«t  BaMa4  ^aOj.  m4  vIMb  i 
liairtli  a  b<ifi»^hMte«it  HM  eel  far  freai  MiM 


aelffarfreaiMiM 

taaiiiliiSietfci 


**    tmd  atWta.  w  !■■■»■<  la  irs,  <a  Mia  jg 
toal  It  laiyMllla4  4rlt«««  of  hmry  Iaa4t  atopi 


Vif  nut  s  «preading  rhestnnt-trea 
The  Tillage  smithy  stands  ; 

The  amith,  a  mightr  man  i«  he. 
With  Urge  and  «iiiewy  hands  ; 

And  the  mmclei  of  hit  brawny  9MW0 
Are  strong  as  iron  bands. 


IT  IS   NOT  ALWAYS  MAY 


IS 


I  crisp,  and  black,  and  long, 
i  IB  like  the  tan  ; 
is  wet  with  honest  sweat, 
A  whate'er  he  can, 
the  whole  world  in  the  face, 
)we8  not  any  man. 

week  out,  from  mom  till  night, 

I  hear  his  bellows  blow  ; 

ear  him  swing  his  heavy  sledge, 

easored  beat  and  slow, 

ton  ringing  the  village  bell, 

be  evening  snn  is  low. 

ren  coming  home  from  school 

at  the  open  door  ; 

to  see  the  flaming  forge, 
ir  the  bellows  roar, 

the  burning  sparla  that  fly 
aff  from  a  uireshing-floor. 

Q  Sunday  to  the  church, 
i  among  his  boys  ; 
the  parson  pray  and  preach, 
■8  his  daughter's  voice, 
the  village  choir, 
nakes  his  heart  rejoice. 

to  him  like  her  mother's  voice, 

in  Paradise  I 

must  think  of  her  once  more, 

the  grave  she  lies  ; 

his  hard,  rough  hand  he  wipes 

Mt  of  his  eyes. 

-  rejoicing,  —  sorrowing, 
[  througit  life  he  goes  ; 
oing  sees  some  task  beg^n, 
rening  sees  it  close  ; 
I  attempted,  something  done, 
ned  a  night's  repose. 

banks  to  thee,  my  worthy  friend, 
lesson  thou  hast  taught  I 
le  flaming  forge  of  life 
tunes  must  be  wrought ; 
ts  sounding  anvil  shaped 
iming  deed  and  thought. 


ENDYMION 

ling  moon  has  hid  the  stars  ; 
rel  rays,  like  golden  bars, 


Lie  on  the  landscape  green. 
With  shadows  brovm  between. 

And  silver  white  the  river  gleams, 
As  if  Diana,  in  her  dreams 

Had  dropt  her  silver  bow 

Upon  the  meadows  low. 

On  such  a  tranquil  night  as  this. 
She  woke  Endymion  with  a  kiss, 
When,  sleeping  in  the  grove, 
He  dreamed  not  of  her  love. 

Like  Dian's  kiss,  unasked,  unsought. 
Love  ffives  itself,  but  is  not  bought ; 
Nor  voice,  nor  sound  betrays 
Its  deep,  impassioned  gaze. 

It  comes,  —  the  beautiful,  the  free, 
The  crown  of  all  humanity,  — 

In  silence  and  alone  « 

To  seek  the  elected  one. 

It  lifts  the  boughs,  whose  shadows  deep 
Are  Life's  oblivion,  the  soul's  sleep. 
And  kisses  the  closed  eyes 
Of  him  who  slumbering  lies. 

O  weary  hearts  I    O  slumbering  eyes  I 
O  drooping  souls,  ^vhose  destinies 

Aro  fraught  with  fear  and  pain, 

Te  shall  be  loved  again  I 

No  one  is  so  accursed  by  fate, 
No  one  so  utterly  desolate, 

But  some  heart,  though  unknown, 

Responds  unto  his  own. 

Responds,  —  as  if  with  unseen  wings, 
An  angel  touched  its  quivering  stringy  ; 

And  whispers,  in  its  song, 

**  Where  hast  thou  stayed  so  long  7  * 


IT   IS   NOT   ALWAYS    MAY 

No  hay  pijaitM  en  Urn  nidos  de  iuit^k>. 

SpanUh  Proverbk 

The  sun  is  bright,  —  the  air  is  clear. 
The  darting  swallows  soar  and  sing. 

And  from  the  stately  elms  I  bear 
The  bluebird  prophesying  Spring. 

So  blue  yon  winding  river  flows, 
It  seems  an  outlet  from  the  sky. 
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WImi«»  wmitiBK  tUl  Um  west  wind  blow^ 
TIm  frtifkitd  eknads  at  ftoohot  lis. 

All  thing*  are  new  ;  —  the  bads,  the  leaves. 
That  gild  the  elm-tree's  noddiag  crest, 

Aad  eTea  the  nrst  beneath  the  eaves  ;  — 
There  are  no  birds  in  last  jrear^s  nest  I 

All  things  rejoiee  in  routh  and  love, 
Thr  fulness  of  their  first  delight  I 

And  learn  from  the  soft  heavens  abova 
The  melting  tenderness  of  night. 

Maiden,  that  rrad'st  thb  simple  rhjme, 
Enjoj  thv  joutb,  it  will  not  staj  ; 

Enjoj  the  iragraDce  of  thv  prime, 
r  or  oh,  it  is  not  always  May  1 

£nioj  the  Spring  of  Love  and  Yoath, 
To  some  good  angel  leave  the  rest ; 

For  Time  will  teaeh  thee  soon  the  truth. 
There  are  no  birds  in  last  jrear*s  neat  1 


THE  RAINY  DAY 


I 


Tm  day  is  cold,  and  dark,  and  dreary  ; 
It  rains,  and  the  wind  is  never  wearv  ; 
The   vine  still  clings  to  the  monldering 

wall. 
Bat  at  every  gost  the  dead  leaves  fall. 
And  the  day  is  dark  and  dreary. 

My  life  b  cold,  and  dark,  and  dreary  ; 
It  rains,  and  the  wind  is  never  wearr  ; 
Mv  thoughts  still  cling  to  tbe  mooldering 

l^ast. 
Bat  the  hopes  of  yoath  fall  thick  in  tbe 

bUst. 
And  tbe  days  ars  dark  and  dreary. 

Be  still,  sad  bemrt  I  and  cease  repining  ; 
Behinil  the  rloud*  is  tbe  sun  still  sbiwng ; 
rhv  fate  is  tbe  c«»mm«Hi  fate  of  all. 
Into  eacb  life  lume  nun  must  fall, 

Sooie  days  most  br  dark  and  dreary. 


CiOD'S-ACRK 


Mr 

Is  s  MIsr  to  Mr.  WaHL  «W  te4  Um 
forp«Mk«(UM.  MvTttM:     **  I  Iwf* 

1 


tetev,  bia  OS  tlM  wsvii« 


Otmb  crts  o<  Psmdtas  I  kllstkss 

UseloM  Ikjr  ravtob.  tfcst  «•  ^ 

ThoM  tew*  •brites,  vinn  MpM  v 


TV 


IMmmirmtie  JUHem 


for  UMwsbn.  IMI. 


to  bs  sAdsd  to  tW  iol«i  tks 


I  IJXM  that  ancient  Saioo  phrasf 
ealls 
The  burial-gronnd  God  V Acre  I 
just; 
It  consecrates  each  grave  within  tti 
And  breathes  a  benison  o'er  the  i 
dost. 

GodVAere  I    Yea,  that  bleaaed  m 
parts 
Comfort  to  those  who  in  the  gn 
sown 
The  seed  that  they  had  garnered 
hearts. 
Their  bread  of  life,  alas  t  no  mm 
own. 

Into  its  furrows  shall  we  all  be  eaa( 

In  tbe  sure  faith,  that  we  ahall  ri 

At  the  great  harvest,  when  the  are 

bUst 

Shall  winnow,  like  a  fan,  thn  d 

grain. 

Then  shall   the   good  stand  in  u 

bloom. 

In  tbe  fair  gardens  of  that  secom 

And  eacb  bright  blossom  mingle  its  i 

With  that  of  Howers,  which  nevar  I 

on  earth. 

With  thy  rude  ploughshare.  Deal 
up  tbe  socl. 
And  spread  the  furrow  for  the 


Tbis  is  tbe  field  and  .\err  of  our  Gt 
This  i«  the  place  where  humaa  1 
grow. 

TO  THE  RIVKR  CHARL 

f?^*«^^  ^M^ft^^     (*^*#^^  r«^^^M      SMd  O^^fffa 

Rivsa  !  that  in  silence  windesi 
Throogh  the  meadows,  bright  am 
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,dh  thy  rest  thou  findest 
38om  of  the  sea  1 

fears  of  mingled  feeling, 
rest,  and  half  in  strife, 
I  thy  waters  stealing 
like  the  stream  of  Ufe. 

taught  me,  Silent  River  I 
lesson,  deep  and  long  ; 
been  a  eenerous  giver  ; 
re  thee  bat  a  song. 

less  and  in  illness, 
atched  thy  current  glide, 
eiuty  of  its  stillness 
red  me,  like  a  tide. 

ter  hours  and  brighter, 
saw  thy  waters  ^Team, 
my  heart  beat  Lghter, 
>  onward  with  thy  stream. 

s  alone  I  love  thee, 
iuse  thy  waves  of  blue 
itial  seas  above  thee 
iir  own  celestial  hue. 

1  shadowv  woodlands  hide  thee, 
waters  aisappear, 
ove  have  dwelt  beside  thee, 
e  made  thy  margin  dear. 

this  ;  —  thy  name  reminds  me 
I  friends,  all  true  and  tried  ; 
tame,  like  map^c,  binds  me 
loser  to  thy  side. 

f  soul  with  joy  remembers  I 
e  quivering  flames  they  start, 
a  the  living  embers 
learth-stone  of  my  heart ! 

lis,  thou  Silent  River  I 
'  spirit  leans  to  thee  ; 
been  a  generous  g^ver, 
is  idle  song  from  me. 


LIND   BARTIMEUS 


(rrember  3, 1A41.  Mr.  Lonfrfellow  wrlt«« 
iU  to  Mr.  Ward:  ''I  waa  reading  this 
t  after  breakfast,  the  tenth  chapter  of 
ek,  the  last  aeTen  reraes  of  which  contain 
>liDd  Bartimeua,  and  always  seemed  to  me 


remarlnUe  for  their  beauty.  At  onoe  the  wbda  wo&am 
preeentediteelf  to  my  mind  in  lively  colors,— the  waUaot 
Jerioho,  the  cold  wind  through  the  gateway,  the  ragged, 
blhid  beggar,  his  shrill  cry,  the  tumultuous  otcmd^tiim 
serene  C&ist,  the  miracle ;  and  these  things  took  the 
form  I  hare  given  them  above,  where,  perforoe,  I  have 
retained  the  striking  Greek  einressions  of  entraa^, 
comfort,  and  heaUng;  though  I  am  well  aware  thaS 
Greek  was  not  qtoken  at  Jericho.  ...  I  think  I  shaU 
add  to  the  title,  ^supposed  to  be  written  by  a  mank  of 
the  Middle  Ages,*  as  it  is  in  the  legend  style.** 

Blind  Bartimeos  at  the  gates 

Of  Jericho  in  darkness  waits  ; 

He  hears  the  crowd  ;  —  he  hears  a  breath 

Say,  ''  It  b  Christ  of  Nazareth  1 " 

And  calls,  in  tones  of  agony, 

*li}<rov,  4k4h96v  /am  I 

The  thronging  multitudes  increase ; 
Blind  Bartimeus,  hold  thy  peace  I 
But  still,  above  the  noisv  crowd. 
The  beggar's  cry  is  shrill  and  loud ; 
Until  they  say,  <'  He  calleth  thee  I " 
edpffMv  fycipai,  ^vct  ff§  ! 

Then  saith  the  Christ,  as  silent  stands 
The    crowd,    **  What    wilt    thou    at    my 

hands  ?  " 
And  he  replies,  **  Oh,  g^ve  me  light  I 
Rabbi,  restore  the  blind  man's  sight." 
And  Jesus  answers,  •Troyt- 
'H  wtaris  aov  <r4<rwK4  99  ! 

Te  that  have  eyes,  yet  cannot  see, 
In  darkness  and  in  misery. 
Recall  those  mighty  Voices  Three, 

*llf  (TOV,  iX4^96v  fU  I 

Sdp<T9f  fycipai,  fhray€  ! 
'H  vlaris  vov  9499»k4  <rc  / 


THE  GOBLET  OF  LIFE 

Mr.  Longfellow,  writing  to  Mr.  Ward,  November  8, 
1841,  says :  "  I  shall  send  him  [Mr.  Benjamin]  a  new 
poem,  called  simply  Fennel^  which  I  do  not  copy  here 
on  account  of  its  length.  It  is  as  good,  perhiq;is,  as 
ExeeUior.  Hawthorne*  who  Ls  passing  the  night  with- 
me,  likes  it  better."  He  afterward  changed  the  titlb 
to  that  which  the  poem  now  bears. 

Filled  is  Life's  goblet  to  the  brim  ; 
And  though  my  eyes  with  tears  are  dim, 
I  see  its  sparkling  bubbles  swim. 
And  chant  a  melfuicholy  hymn 
With  solemn  voice  and  slow. 

No  purple  flowers,  —  no  garlands  green, 
Conceal  the  goblet's  shaoe  or  sheen. 


|8 


BALLADS   AND  OTHER   POEMS 


Kor  maddeiiiBg  dnuij^U  of  llippocrene, 
Liko  jrlaAuii  oftuoiihiiie,  fUsh  kwiween 
'fjiiek  leAYct  of  nusUctoe. 

This  Koblet,  wrooflit  with  curioiu  art, 
I«  ftllod  with  waten,  that  uiMtart, 
When  the  deep  fonataitis  of  the  heart, 
Bj  etrong  coovuliiocui  rent  apart. 
Are  mnning  all  to  iraBte. 

And  ae  it  mantling  paaeei  round. 
With  fennel  is  it  wreathed  aiul  crowned, 
Whoee  ered  and  foliage  tun-iuihrowned 
Am  in  its  waters  steeped  and  dfowtied. 
And  give  a  bitter  tast«. 

Abore  the  lowlr  |>latits  it  lowers 
The  fennel,  wit^i  its  yellow  Howers, 
And  in  an  earlier  agr  than  ours 
Was  giflad  with  the  wondrous  powirs. 
Lost  rision  to  restore. 

It  gave  new  strength,  and  fearless  mood  ; 
And  gladiator*,  tierce  and  rude. 
Mingled  it  in  thrir  dailr  food  ; 
Aad  he  who  battU»<l  anJ  subdued, 
A  wfaath  of  fennel  wore. 

Then  in  Life's  goblet  freelj  press 
The  lea  Yes  that  give  it  bitterness. 
Nor  phi«  the  colorrd  watrrs  less. 
For  in  tliv  darkness  and  distress 

New  light  and  strength  thej  give  I 

And  he  who  has  not  learned  to  know 
How  false  its  sparkling  bubbles  show, 
How  bitter  are  the  drop«  of  woe. 
With  which  its  brim  mar  overflow. 
He  has  nut  Irametl  to  livt* . 

Hie  prayer  of  Ajai  was  for  lisht ; 
Through    all    that    dark    and    desperate 

The  blarkness  of  that  noonday  night. 
Its  asked  but  the  return  of  «i|*ht. 
To  ice  hit  fiiriuau*«  fmn*. 


Ijti  oar  nneeasing,  earnest  prayer 
Be,  too,  f4»r  light,  ^  fur  strength  to 
Our  portion  of  the  weight  of  rare. 
That  crushe«  into  dumb  tleft|«ur 
One  half  the  h.iiiuui  race. 

O  suffering.  «ad  humanitv  I 
O  ye  afllirtrd  «inrs  «  bu  Im 


Steeped  to  the  lips  in  nuserr. 
Longing,  and  ret  afraid  to  ok. 
Patient,  though  sorely  triad  I 

I  pledge  you  in  this  enp  of  fm( 
Where  HoaU  the  fennel's  bitter  baf  I 


The  liattle  of  our  Life  b 
Tha  alarm,  —  the  struggle,  •—  tht  tdl 
Then  sleep  we  side  ny  nda. 

MAIDKNIIOOD 

WbM  vtIUiic  to  kU  f fttb«r  o<  tW  sffMfsasi  il 
v«haM  9t  poMM,  Mr.  LongfalltMr  ml4 :  *l  I 
tlM  ImI  two  ptocM  llM  b— t,  —  IxrlMipt  as  sss*  m> 
thlM  1  }»rm  wTlttaik**  TiMM  pteMi  w«ea  ttisMto 
Mul  A'wWjtor. 

Maidrx  !  with  the  meek,  brown  ayM^ 
In  whose  orbs  a  shadow  lies 
Like  the  dusk  in  evening  skies  I 


Thou  whose  locks  outshine  the 
(lolden  tresses,  wreathed  in  one. 
As  the  braifled  streamleU  run  I 

Standing,  with  reluctant  feet* 
Where  the  brook  and  river  maat, 
Wcmianhood  and  childhood  flat!  I 

(fazing,  with  a  timid  glance. 
On  the  brookh't's  swift  advanee. 
On  the  river's  broad  expanse  I 

Deep  and  still,  that  gliding  strauB 
Beautiful  to  thoe  niu%t  icem. 
As  the  river  of  a  dream. 

Then  why  pause  with  indecision. 
When  bright  angels  in  thy  visiuQ 
Beckon  thee  to  fields  FJ^sian? 

Se^st  thou  shadows  sailing  by. 
As  the  dove,  with  Rtartletl  era. 
Sees  the  falcon's  shadow  tly  ? 

Heareit  thou  voice*  on  the  shore. 
That  our  ears  itrrfrive  ni»  more, 
l^afened  bv  tlic  catarart'*  ruar  7 

Ob,  thou  child  of  numy  prayers  ! 
Life  hath  quicksamU,  —  l.ife  hath 
Care  and  age  come  unaware«  ! 

Like  the  iwell  of  aome  sweet  tune. 
Morning  rises  into  n«Min, 
May  gbdrs  unwanl  into  Ji 
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id  is  the  boagh,  where  slumbered 
d  biossoms  many-numbered  ;  — 
t  boagli  with  snows  encumbered. 

then,  each  flower  that  grows, 
le  young  heart  overflows, 
im  that  tent  of  snows. 

ilj  in  thy  hand  ; 
brass  cannot  withstand 
sh  of  that  magic  wand. 

■oogh  sorrow,  wrong,  and  ruth, 
eart  the  dew  of  youth, 
ips  the  smile  of  truth. 

dew,  like  balm,  shall  steal 
inds  that  cannot  heal, 
sleep  oar  eyes  doth  seal ; 

t  smile,  like  sunshine,  dart 
ny  a  sunless  heart, 
Dile  of  Grod  thou  art. 


EXCELSIOR 

^md  nuuniTript  of  EzetUior^  showing  the  mt- 
and  intorUn— Hoiu,  ia  preaenrad  in  the  libnuy 
i  UniTenity.  It  wm  written  on  the  back  of  a 
Mr.  Sumner,  and  i«  dated  at  the  cloee :  **  Sep- 
,  1941.   Half  paat  3  o'clock,  moniing.   Now  to 

•  apfgeetion  of  the  poem  came  to  Mr.  Lons- 
D  a  acrap  of  newspaper,  a  part  of  the  head- 
I  of  the  New  York  joornala.  bearing  the  aeal 
•te, — a  shield,  with  a  rising  sun,  sad  the 
ctUior.  The  intention  of  the  poem  was  in- 
I  a  letter  from  Ifr.  Longfellow  written  some 
to  Mr.  C.  K.  Tuckerman  :  — 

had  the  pleasure  of  receiring  your  note  in 
the  poem  BxeeMor  and  very  willingly  sive 
feantioa  fa>  writing  it.  This  was  no  more  than 
,  in  a  aeries  of  ^ctures,  tb»  life  of  a  man  of 
ristiiur  all  temptations,  laying  aside  all  fears, 
)(  au  warnings,  and  pressing  right  on  to 
k  his  purpose.     His  motto  U  EzoeUiOT  — 

He  passes  through  the  Alpine  Tillage — 
IB  rough,  cold  paths  of  the  world — where  tlie 
attnot  uiiderstand  him,  and  where  his  watoh- 
1  an  *  unknown  tongue.*  He  disregards  the 
of  domestic  peace  imd  seea  the  glaciers  —  hJs 
ore  him.  He  disregards  the  warning  of  the 
I  wisdom  and  the  fascinations  of  woman's 
answers  to  all,  *  Higher  yet  ( '  The  monks  of 
rd  are  the  repreaentatlTea  of  religious  forms 
nonies.  and  with  their  oft-repei^ed  prayer 
be  sound  of  his  voice,  telling  them  there  is 
t  higher  than  forms  and  ceremonies.  FiUed 
e  aspirations,  he  perishes;  without  baring 
he  perfection  he  longed  for;  and  the  Toice 
iie  air  is  the  promiM  of  Immortality  and  prof;- 
npward.  You  will  perceire  that  Exeasior, 
(re  of  the  coroparatiTe  degree,  is  used  arlTer- 
nse  Justified  by  the  best  Latin  writers.*'  This 
nrdu  found  to  be  a  mistake,  and  exp1ain<Hl 
as  the  last  word  of  the  phrase  Seoptu  metu  est 

Ban  after  writing  this  poem,  Mr.  LonKfellow 

•  following  entry  in  his  diary :  "  December  8, 


1846.  Looking  over  Brainard's  poema,  I  find,  in  » 
pittoe  called  Tk»  MoeUng-Birdt  this  passage :— 

Now  his  note 
Mounts  to  the  play-ground  of  the  lark,  high  op 

Suite  to  the  aky.    And  then  again  it  falls 
*  a  loM  star  fails  down  into  the  marah. 

Now,  wiieu  in  Excelsior  I  said, 

A  Toioe  fell,  like  afalling  star. 

Brainard'a  poem  was  not  in  my  mind,  nor  had  I  in  a& 
probability  erer  read  it.  Felton  said  at  the  time  thai 
the  same  image  was  in  Euripidea,  or  Pindar,  I  forget 
which.  Of  a  truth,  one  cannot  strike  a  spade  into  Uie 
soU  of  Pamaasus,  without  disturbing  the  bones  of  some 
dead  poet." 

Dr.  Holmes  remarks  of  Excelsior  that  **  the  repetl- 
tionof  the  aspiring  exclamation  wliicli  gives  its  name  to 
the  poem,  Utis  every  stanza  a  atep  higher  than  the  one 
which  preceded  it.** 

The  shades  of  night  were  falling  fast, 
As  through  an  Alpine  village  passed 
A  youth,  who  bore,  'mid  suow  and  ioe, 
A  banner  with  the  strange  device, 

Excebior  1 

His  brow  was  sad  ;  his  eye  beneath. 
Flashed  like  a  falchion  froiu  its  sheath. 
And  like  a  silver  clarion  rung 
The  accents  of  that  unknown  tongue, 

Excebior  I 

In  happy  homes  he  saw  the  light 
Of  household  fires  gleam  warm  and  bright; 
Above,  the  spectral  glaciers  shone, 
And  from  hb  lips  escaped  a  groan, 

Excebior ! 

"  Try  not  the  Pass  I  **  the  old  man  said; 
"  Dark  lowers  the  tempest  overhead, 
The  roaring  torrent  is  deep  and  wide  I " 
And  loud  that  clarion  voice  replied. 

Excelsior  I 

**  Oh  stay,"  the  maiden  said,  **  and  rest 
Thy  weary  head  upon  this  breast  I " 
A  tear  stood  in  his  bright  blue  eye, 
But  still  he  answered,  with  a  sigh, 

Excelsior  I 

"  Beware  the  pine-tree's  withered  branch ' 
Beware  the  awful  avalanche  I  " 
This  was  the  peasant's  last  Good-night, 
A  voice  replied,  far  up  the  height. 

Excelsior  I 

At  break  of  dav,  as  heavenward 
The  pious  monks  of  Saint  Bernard 
Uttered  the  oft-repeated  prayer, 
A  voice  cried  through  the  startled  air, 

Excebior  ! 
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A  irmrrlWr,  bjr  Um  fmithfal  bound, 
Half-burwd  in  Um  miow  wm  fouud, 
Biill  ffTmsping  in  bb  band  of  ice 
Tbnl  nuiuer  wttb  the  utrnnge  deTiee, 
KxoeUior  I 


Tbere  in  tbe  twilif^bt  ooU  mad  gisjt 
Littflete,  but  beautiluU  be  Inj, 
And  frum  tbe  tkj,  Mrene  and  far, 
A  Toice  fell,  like  n  faUing  tCar* 
Ezoeleior  • 
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tetiM 


riiVil  IMS  Mr.  Lo^foUov  obutesd  Imw 
if  abmme»  trom  coUiai  4«Um  for  au  mooUm  aod  w«bI 
fkfo&i  tp  try  tiM  Ttrt— loi  %h»  wUt-cttfU  MMnrnt- 
Wffg  m  %h»  liilM.    WkM  It  I  Ml  la  Borops  la  Um 


«f  IM::  Mr.  Lo^rUow  nad*  m  mqmIi 
-  L  vkkk  r 


wnk  Wm^ntmmA  FrMlimU.  th*  poM, 
kMe  a  Uf#4o^  f rtaadaUp^  It  waa  to  thia  trt»mA  that  W 
witiU  •borttjr  altar  his  rvCvra  to  A»«rU9a  [tia  laavinf 
BiUlol  lor  »•»  York]  :  **  W«  aulad  km  ratbor.yaddlMi) 
o«t  la  tho  wmry  tantb  at  a  vtotMit  wmI  aiad,  wWU-k  blow 
for  a  wMk«—  */Vak  dir  olfr  ««•  frteArf  racftir«rt»  aarA 
OMm  *  witli  a  naf  aaca.  W»  kad  a  vary  bototarom 
1  WM  not  out  ol  aij  borth  awirr  tliaa  twolv* 
lor  tho  trvl  t««lv«  «lavtt.  1  «••  la  tbo  forw»r4 
of  tho  fill,  wlMro  all  th*  gr>at  wavoa  alrurk 
■imI  broko  with  wviroa  of  tlwunWr.    Tb»ro.  *cnMiMl« 


oaUaod. mmi  confainl.'  1  pimi  flftom  dara.  Ihinac 
thta  Umm  I  wfoU  oorro  pooati  oa  aU««rv  .  1  aio»Jitatoi| 
apoa  tlMWi  la  tbo  alonu),  alaopUaa  aiffhta,  awl  wrnto 
tWm  6omm  mnk  a  pmcil  la  Iba  Mornlac-    A  aaall 


dowa  wttb  a  pmcil  la  Iba 
wiadow  Ui  tb*  aida  ul  tba  v«h#I  admlttod 
boftb.  and  tboro  1  lay  oa  aiy  back  and 
aoafft.     I  aaa4  yoa  aoMO  cofira.** 
Ho  bad  pubbabod  tb«  poa«a  at  oww  oa  bio  affHral  la 
la  DoeoMbor,  laCC,  la  a  tiMa  volnaa  of  tblrty- 


bttetomy 
'  Biy  oool 


WhOMJt 


oao  faeaa  la  f laaod 

aa  fiffbtb,  prvvtouaJ}  «rftt#n.pona.  fAr 
la  poaolbla  tbat  bla  laia«>dUt«  ivpobw  la 
f roai  bla  rocoat  aaonriatlna  witb 
.Vof««.  wttb  lU  *•  fraad 
of  bOTiac  road  la 

Tb*  book  aatarally  rwvivad  atntiii  mm  ol 
portloa  to  Ito  ain.  It  waa  tBipn«iblo  for  «m 
tiMo  to  raafo  bimoalf  <m  f«a  aUb>  or  oIlHr  of  11 
eoatrovi^ray  without  InvUinf  mtlrlMB.  sol  oa  i 
Utorary  art  m  of  athkal  po^tioa.  To  bla 
Lnaffallow  wroU>  :  **  How  do  yoa 
PooBM?  1  tblok  tbay  UMka  aa  Im 
racrlvad  maay  Irttora  about  tb««,  wbirb  I 
yoa  by  Iba  flraC  gnnd  opportuaity.  Iomo 
tbat  I  abouM  bav*  wrlttoa  tbo»«  but  for  ■» 
I  OM  fUd  of  witat  I  b««o  intt0.  My  fritti^ 
B>o.  aail  m>  hidfn^at  approT«<d« 
Tba  porai  on  I>r.  Cbaaolnc  waa  wrtttaa 
waa  tcaoraat  of  tba  grvot  pri«rbor*a 

*•  Star*  tbat  rvmt,**  ba  aaya  la  bte 
tba  volomo,  **  tbi>  poam  addiiaaaf  to  Mm  la  m 
appmprlala.    I  bavo  dM-ldad,  bowovor,  ta  lit  H 
aa  It  waa  wrlttra. 


TO   WILLIAM    E.   CHANNING 

Trk  paipM  of  Xhx  b(M>k  I  read, 

An«l  aa  I  cloar^l  each  onr. 
M  J  beart,  reanondinf;.  rrrr  Mud, 

**  Servant  of  (;od  f  well  done  f  ** 

Well  done  !  Thy  words  ar^  gf^f^i  fuid  bold ; 

At  timea  tber  ■rrni  |4»  me« 
Like  LutberV  in  tbr  daTa  of  old, 

llalf-battlra  f«ir  tbe  frre. 


Go  on,  until  tbia  land  reroket 

Tbe  olil  and  cbartered  Lie, 
Tbe  feudal  rurw.  wb«jae  wbi|ie  and  yok 

Insult  buiiianitr. 

A  T«Mee  i«  rrrr  at  ibT  aidr 
S|M*akin|(  in  t«>nr«  of  niif^bt, 

I«ike  tbe  |iro|»hf*tir  vutor.  that  rrird 
To  Jobn  in  Patmua.  *•  Wntr  !  " 

Writr  I  and  tril  tmt  tbi«  blooilr  tale  ; 

RMMftl  thia  dirr  rrli|iai*, 
Tbia  I>ar  of  Wrath,  tbu  Kndlrae  Wail, 

Tbia  •!  rr a<l  .\|»oralv|»*r  • 


THE  SLAVE'S   DREAM 

BiMDB  the  nnipttberpd  rice  be  laj* 

Hit  tickle  in  bia  band  ; 
llifl  breaat  waa  bare,  bb  matted  bnir 

Was  buried  in  tbe  land. 
Af^ain,  in  tlie  miat  and  ibadow  of  iltff 

He  law  bi«  Native  Land. 

Wide  tbrouf^h  tbe  landacane  of  bia  ^ 

Tbe  lordly  Nif^rr  Howea  ; 
Beneath  the  palm-trrra  on  tbe  pUua 

Once  morr  a  kinf;  be  itrude  ; 
And  heard  tkie  tinklinf:  caravans 

Descend  tbe  mountain  ruad. 

He  saw  once  more  bin  dark-eved 
Amtmi;  lift  children  stand  ; 

Tbej    clasfird    bis    neck,    they 
cbeeka. 
Tbev  hel«l  him  by  tbe  haml  !  — 

.\  fear  hitr«t  fmm  the  a|r>r|i«*r*a  lids 
And  fell  into  the  aand. 

Ami  then  at  fnnima  apMnt  he  rode 
Along  the  Ntger'a  Imnk  : 
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Hii  Isidld-ieiiiB  were  golden  chains, 

And,  with  a  martial  clank. 
At  etch  lei^  he  could  feel  his  scabbard  of 
iteel 

Smiting  his  stallion's  flank. 

fiefore  him,  like  a  blood-red  flag. 

Hie  bright  flamingoes  flew  ; 
fnm  mom  till  night  he  followed  their 

flij^ 
O'er  plains  where  the  tamarind  grew, 

ISO  he  saw  the  roofs  of  Caffre  hnto. 

Aid  the  ooean  rose  to  view. 

At  tiAi  he  heard  the  lion  roar, 

Aid  Uie  hjrena  scream, 
Aid  the  riTar- horse,  as  he  crushed  the 
reeds 

BedUk  some  hidden  stream  ; 
Aid  it  passed,  like  a  glorious  roll  of  drums, 

Hboo^  the  triumph  of  his  dream. 

The  forests,  with  their  myriad  tongues. 

Shouted  of  liberty  ; 
Aid  the  Blast  of  the  Desert  cried  aloud, 
With  a  Toioe  so  wild  and  free, 
I  Httt  he  started  in  his  sleep  and  smiled 
I      At  their  tempestuous  glee. 

He  did  not  feel  the  driver's  whip. 

Nor  the  burning  heat  of  day  ; 
'^  Death  had   illumined   the   Land   of 
Sleep, 

And  his  Gf  eless  body  lay 
A  ^onHmt  fetter,  that  the  soul 

Hid  broken  and  thrown  away  I 


THE  GOOD   PART 

'HAT  SHALL  NOT  BE  TAKEN   AWAY 

^  dwells  by  Great  Kenhawa's  side, 
Aif?  ^eye  green  and  cool ; 
^  »fl  her  hope  and  all  her  pride 
^^  in  the  village  school. 

tl**^  like  the  transparent  air 
j,^  robes  the  hilU  above, 
•"JJigb  not  of  earth,  encircles  there 

^  things  with  arms  of  love. 

—djbns  she  walks  among  her  girls 
^^  praise  and  mild  rebukes  ; 


Subduing  e*eu  rude  village  churls 
By  her  angelic  looks. 

She  reads  to  them  at  eventide 
Of  One  who  came  to  save  ; 

To  cast  the  captive's  chains  aside 
And  liberate  the  slave. 

And  oft  the  blessed  time  foretells 
When  all  men  shall  be  free  ; 

And  musical,  as  silver  bells. 
Their  falling  chains  shall  be. 

And  following  her  beloved  Lord, 

In  decent  poverty. 
She  makes  her  life  one  sweet  record 

And  deed  of  charity. 

For  she  was  rich,  and  gave  up  all 

To  break  the  iron  buids 
Of  those  who  waited  in  her  hall, 

And  labored  in  her  lands. 

Long  since  beyond  the  Southern  Sea 
Their  outbound  sails  have  sped, 

While  she,  in  meek  humility, 
Now  earns  her  daily  bread. 

It  is  their  prayers,  which  never  cease. 
That  clothe  her  with  such  grace  ; 

Their  blessing  is  the  light  of  peace 
That  shines  upon  her  face. 


THE  SLAVE   IN   THE   DISMAL 

SWAMP 

Ik  dark  fens  of  the  Dismal  Swamp 

The  hunted  Negro  lay  ; 
He  saw  the  fire  of  the  midnight  camp^ 
And  heard  at  tiroes  a  horse's  tramp 

And  a  bloodhound's  distant  bay. 

Where  will-o'-the-wisps   and  glow-worms 
shine, 
In  bulrush  and  in  brake  ; 
Where  waving  mosses  shroud  the  pine. 
And  the   cedar  grows,  and  the  poisonous 
vine 
Is  spotted  like  the  snake  ; 

Where  hardly  a  human  foot  could  pass. 

Or  a  human  heart  would  dare, 
On  the  quaking  turf  of  the  green  morass 
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He  enmelMd  in  the  imak  aiid  tangled  gnM, 
Like  A  wild  beati  in  bi*  Uir. 

A  poor  old  tUve,  infiim  and  lame  ; 

Great  tears  (iefomied  bit  face  ; 
Ob   bit   forebead  be   bore   ibe  brasd  of 

■bame, 
Aad  ibe  ruf^  tbat  bid  bb  mangUd  frame, 

Were  ibe  Uferj  of  diigraee. 

All  tbioft  abore  were  bright  ami  fair. 

All  tbinge  were  glad  and  free  ; 
litbe  equirreU  darted  b4*re  ami  tbere. 
Ami  wild  bird*  filled  tbe  «cboiiig  air 
Witb  toogt  of  Ubert  V  ! 

Oa  bim  alone  wae  tbe  dwim  of  pain. 

From  tbe  morning  of  bii  birtb  ; 
Oa  bim  alone  tbe  curee  of  Cain 
Fell,  like  a  tlail  on  tbe  garnered  grain. 
And  struck  bim  to  tbe  eartb  I 


THE   SLAVE   SINGING   AT    MID- 

NKillT 

LocD  be  sang  tbe  pealm  of  Darid  I 
He,  a  Negro  and  enalaTed, 
Sang  of  l»raere  rictorr, 
Sang  of  Zioo,  brigbt  and  free. 

In  tbat  boar,  wben  night  in  ealmett, 
8aBg  be  from  tbe  Hehrrw  Psalmist, 
In  a  T«nee  mi  swert  and  rleiir 
Tbat  I  eould  not  choose  but  hear, 

8oogi  of  triumph,  and  aseripltfHM, 
Riicb  as  reaehed  tbe  swart  Kgjptiaai, 
Wben  upon  tbe  Re<i  Sea  roast 
kbea  I'haranh  end  his  host. 


And  tbe  roiee  of  his  derotioo 
("illcd  mr  soul  with  strange  emotion  ; 
For  its  tones  hr  turns  were  glad, 
hweetljT  solemn,  wihllr  sad. 

PftuI  and  Stiss,  in  thrtr  prison, 
8ang  of  (*hn*t,  tin*  I^>nl  ariwn. 
Aon  an  earth«|(iAk«'*ii  srni  of  might 
Bruke  tbeir  <|iingfHin-giit«*»  at  nigbt. 

Bat,  alas  I    whst  h«iU  ani:r| 
Bnnp«  the  SUvr  this  j^LmI  eTsncel  ? 
And  what  earth(|uake's  arm  of  mi|*ht 
his  dungeon- eiit<*«  «t  nipht  '* 


THE  WITNESSES 


In  Oeean'e  wade  domaine, 
Half  buried  an  tbe  eaad 

Lie  skeletons  in  <»>««««>«^ 
Witb  shackled  feet  ami 


BeTond  tbe  fall  of  dewa, 
beeper  than  plummet  lies. 

Float  ships,  witn  all  tbeir  erewa. 
No  more  to  sink  nor 


There  the  black  Slare-sbip  twimib 
Freighted  witb  human  forms. 

Whose  fettered,  flesbless  limbs 
Are  not  tbe  sport  of 


Tbeee  are  the  bones  of  Slavca ; 

Tbej  gleam  from  tbe  abjas  ; 
TbeT  err,  from  rawning  waras* 

•«  We  are  tbe  Witnesses !  " 

Within  Earth's  wide  domaiat 
Are  markets  for  men's  Urea  ; 

Tbeir  necks  are  galled  witia  cbaias, 
Tbeir  wrists  are  eramped  with  g] 

Dead  bodies,  tbat  tbe  kite 
In  deserts  makes  its  prej  ; 

Murders,  tbat  witb  affright 
Scare  scbool-bojrs  from  tJmr  pla] 

All  eTil  tbonghts  and  deeds  ; 

Anger,  ana  lust,  and  pride  ; 
The  loalvwt^  rankest  weeds, 

Tbat  choke  Life*s  groaning  tide  I 


These  are  the  woes  of  Slai 
They  glare  from  tbe  abjm  : 

TbeT  err,  from  unknown  graces, 
-  We'are  tbe  Witaeesee  I  " 


THK   QrADKOON   GIRL 

Thr  SlsTer  in  the  brusd  lagouo 
I«aT  rooore<l  with  idle  sail ; 

He  waite«l  for  the  rising  mooa. 
And  for  tbe  eTening  gale. 


Under  the  shore  his  boat 
And  all  her  listless  crew 

Wstrbed  tbe  gray  alligator  slide 
lato  tbe  still  bajroo. 


THE  SPANISH   STUDENT 


(range-flowers,  and  spice, 
i  them  from  time  to  time, 
hat  breathe  from  Paradise 
world  of  crime. 

$r,  under  his  roof  of  thatch, 
thoughtfully  and  slow ; 
r's  thumb  was  on  the  latch, 
led  in  haste  to  go. 

My  ship  at  anchor  rides 
er  broaa  lagoon  ; 
t  the  evening  tides, 
rising  of  the  moon." 

m,  with  her  face  upraised, 
[  attitude, 

lalf  curious,  half  amazed, 
roon  maiden  stood. 

were  large,  and  full  of  light, 
is  and  neck  were  bare  ; 
It  she  wore  save  a  kirtle  bright, 
own  long,  raven  hair. 

r  lips  there  played  a  smile 
meek,  and  taint, 
n  some  cathedral  aisle 
^ures  of  a  saint. 

is  barren,  —  the  farm  is  old," 
iightful  planter  said  ; 
sd  upon  the  Slaver's  gold, 
n  upon  the  maid. 

within  him  was  at  strife 

eh  accursM  gains  : 

3w  whose  passions  g^ve  her  life, 

)lood  ran  m  her  veins. 


But  the  voice  of  nature  was  too  weak ; 

Ue  took  the  glittering  gold  I 
Then  pale  as  d^th  grew  the  maiden's  cheeky 

Her  hands  as  icy  cold. 

The  Slaver  led  her  from  the  door, 

He  led  her  by  the  hand. 
To  be  his  slave  and  paramour 

In  a  strange  and  distant  land  ! 


THE   WARNING 

Beware  I    The  Israelite  of  old,  who  tore 
The  lion  in  his  path,  —  when,  poor  and 
blind, 
He  saw  the  blessed  light  of  heaven  no  more, 
Shorn  of  his  noble  strength  and  forced  to 
grind 
In  prison,  and  at  last  led  forth  to  be 
A  pander  to  Philistine  revelry, — 

Upon  the  pillars  of  the  temple  laid 

nis  desperate  hands,  and  m  its  overthrow 
Destroyed  himself,  and  with  him  those  who 
made 
A  cruel  mockery  of  his  sightless  woe  ; 
The  poor,  blind  Slave,  the  scoff  and  jest  of 

all. 
Expired,  and  thousands  perished  in  the  £all  I 

There  is  a  poor,  blind  Samson  in  this  land. 
Shorn  of  his  strength  and  bound  in  bonds 
of  steel. 
Who  may,  in  some  grim  revel,  raise  his  hand. 
And  shake  the  pillars  of  this  Common- 
weal, 
Till  the  vast  Temple  of  our  liberties 
A  shapeless  mass  of  wreck  and  rubbish  lies. 
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vm  of  this  oooMdy  wit  Mrlal  pabUestbm 

Magagine^  September,  October,  and  No> 

,    It  WM  afterward  carefully  reriaed  and 

book  form  in  1843,  with  the  foUowing 

tet  of  the  following  plaj  is  taken  in  pait 
itifttl  tale  of  Cervantea,  La  Oiianilla.  To 
lOwoTer,  I  am  indebted  for  the  main  in- 
be  lore  of  a  Spanlah  student  for  a  Oypaj 
name  of  the  heroine,  Predoaa.  I  hare  not 
itory  tn  any  of  it*  details, 
thia  subject  has  been  twice  handled  dra- 
rat  bj  Juan  Peres  de  Mootalvan,  in  La 
1  afterwards  br  Antonio  de  Bolis  j  BiT»> 
1  aUtmiUa  de  Madrid, 
I  subject  has  also  been  made  use  of  bj 
ileton,  an  Engliah  dramatist  of  the  aeren- 


teenth  eentory.  His  plajia ealted  The SpaniMh  Oyptg. 
The  main  plot  Is  the  same  as  in  the  Spanish  pieoea ; 
bat  there  runs  throuffh  it  a  tragic  underplot  of  tbs 
loresof  Rodriffo  and  DoSia  Clara,  which  ia  taken  from 
another  tale  of  Cerrantea,  La  Fuerwa  de  ta  SoMte, 

"  The  reader  who  ia  acquainted  with  La  OitaniOm 
of  Cerrantea,  and  the  plays  of  MontalTan,  Soils,  and 
Middleton  will  peroeire  thi^  m  j  treatment  of  the  sub- 
ject differs  entirely  from  theirs." 

The  book  bore  upon  its  title-page  a  motto  from 
Bums:  — 

**  What  *s  done  we  partly  may  compute, 
But  know  not  what  *s  resisted." 
It  had  been  the  poet's  intention  at  first  to  hare  the 
drama  put  on  the  stage,  but  this  plan  waa  abandoned. 
A  Oerman  Teraion  was  performed  at  th«  Ducal  Oonzt- 
Theatre  in  Dessau,  January  28,  ISfiSw 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONiE 

ViOToaiA>) Students  o/ AloalA, 

HnouTO  ) 

Ths  Coukt  of  Laha  )    .    .    .   Omtlemen  c/ Madrid, 

Von  Ca£L(m  I 

TBb  Abchbishop  of  Toledo. 

A  Caroikal. 

Bblteam  Cruzado Count  of  the  OffpHei. 

BABTOLOJti  RoMiM      .    .    .    .  A  young  Gypty, 
Ths  Paors  Cura  of  Ouadarrama. 

Fbdro  Crrbpo Alcalde. 

Pakobo Alffuaeil. 

FEAjrciaoo LaraU  Servant. 

Chufa Victorvm**  ServanL 

Baltasar Innkeeper. 

FaaaMA A  Gypty  Girl. 

AsoiucA A  poor  Girl. 

Martixa The    Padre    Cura^t 

yiece. 

DobORBS Preciosa's  Maid, 

Gyptie*^  MuHeianSf  etc. 


ACT  I 

Sonra  I.  —  T?ie  Covkt  of  Lara*i  ehambert.  Night. 
The  Covm  in  his  dreMeing-yown^  smoking  and  eon- 
verting  with  Don  Carlos. 

Lara.  You  were  not  at  the  play  to-night, 

Don  Carlos  ; 
How  happened  it  ? 

Don  C.      I  had  engagements  elsewhere. 
Pray  who  was  there  ? 

Lara,  Why,  all  the  town  and  court. 

The   house   was  crowded ;  and  the   busy 

fans 
Among  the  gayly  dressed  and  perfumed 

ladies 
Fluttered     like     butterflies     among     the 

flowers. 
There  was  the  Countess  of  Medina  Celi  ; 
The  Goblin  Lady  with  her  Phantom  Lover, 
Her  Lindo  Don  Diego  ;  Doiia  Sol, 
And  Doiia  Serafina,  and  her  cousins. 
Don  C,  What  was  the  play  ? 
Lara.  It  was  a  dull  affair  ; 

One  of  those  comedies  in  which  you  see, 
As  Lope  says,  the  history  of  the  world 
Brought  down  from  Genesis  to  the  day  of 

Judgment. 
There  were  three  duels  fought  in  the  first 

act. 
Three  gentlemen  receiving  deadly  wounds, 
Laying  their  hands  upon  their  hearts,  and 

saying, 
**  Oh,  I  am  dead  I "  a  lover  in  a  closet, 
An  old  hidalgo,  and  a  g^y  Don  «Fuan, 
A  Dofia  Inez  with  a  black  mantilla. 
Followed  at  twilight  by  an  unknown  lover, 


Who  looks  intently  where  he  knowi  ahe  ■ 

not  I 
Don  C.  Of  course,  the  Prooioaa  danesd 

to-night  ? 
Lara,   And  never  better.    ETezy  loal> 

step  fell 
As  lightly  as  a  sunbeam  on  the  water. 
I  think  the  girl  extremely  beautif  uL 
'    Don  C,    Almost  beyond  the  privi 

woman  I 

I  saw  her  in  the  Prado  yesterday. 
Her  step  was  royal,  —  queen-uke,  ^  ui 

her  face 
As  beautiful  as  a  saint's  in  Paradise. 
Lara,    May  not  a  saint  fall  from  her 

Paradise, 
And  be  no  more  a  saint  ? 
Don  C,  Why  do  yon  aikf 

Lara,  Because  I  have  heard  it  said  till 

angel  fell, 
And  though  she  is  a  virffin  outwardly, 
Within  she  is  a  sinner  ;  like  those  paneb 
Of  doors  and  altar-pieces  the  old  monki 
Painted  in  convents,  with  the  Virgin  MaiJ 
On  the   outside,  and  on   the  ioaide  Vt> 

nus ! 
Don  C,  You  do  her  wrong  ;  indeed,  yoi 

do  her  wrong  ! 
She  is  as  virtuous  as  she  is  fair. 
Lara,  How  credulous  you  are  !    Wl^i 

look  you,  friend. 
There 's  not  a  virtuous  woman  in  Madrid, 
In  this  whole  city  1     And  would  yon  pw* 

suade  me 
That  a  mere    dancing  -  girl,    who    shoii 

herself. 
Nightly,   half  naked,  on    the    stagey  foi 

money, 
And  with  voluptuous   motions    fires   tiM 

blood 
Of  inconsiderate  youth,  is  to  be  held 
A  model  for  her  virtue  ? 

Don  C.  You  forget 

She  is  a  Gypsy  girl. 

Lara.  And  therefore  won 

The  easier. 

Don  C,        Nay,  not  to  be  won  at  aU  I 
The  only  virtue  that  a  Gypsy  prizes 
Is  chastity.     That  is  her  only  virtue. 
Dearer  than  life  she  holds  it.     I  remeiB 

her 
A  Gypsy  woman,  a  vile,  shameless  bawd, 
Whose  craft  was  to  betray  the  yoong 

fair  ; 
And  yet  this  woman  was  above  all  bribes. 
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n  a  noble  lord,   touched  by  her 

wty, 

and  wi2aiTd  beauty  of  her  race, 

ler  gold  to  be  what  she  made 

len, 

d  upon  him,  with  a  look  of  scorn, 

e  him  in  the  face  f 

And  does  that  prove 
»06a  is  above  suspicion  ? 

It  proves  a  nobleman  may  be 
»ulsed 

thinks  conquest  easv.     I  believe 
lan,  in  her  deepest  degradation, 
nething  saorea,  something  unde- 
d, 

dge  and  keepsake  of  her  higher 
;ure, 

the  diamond  in  the  dark,  retains 
enchless  gleam  of   the   celestial 
htl 

fet  Preciosa  would  have  taken 
)  gold. 

prising).     I  do  not  think  so. 

I  am  sure  of  it. 

this  haste?    Stay  yet  a  little 

the  battles  of  your  Dulcinea. 

T  is  late.     1  must  begone,  for 
[  stay 
Dot  be  persuaded. 

Yes  ;  persuade  me. 

No  one  so  deaf  as  he  who  will 
t hear ! 

So  one  so  blind  as  he  who  will  not 
>I 

And  so  good  night.     I  wish  you 
(asant  dreams, 

ter  faith  in  woman.  [EzU. 

Greater  faith  I 
B  greatest  faith  ;  for  I  believe 
is  her  lover.     I  believe 
all  be  to-morrow  ;  and  thereafter 
and  another,  and  another, 
ach  other  through  her  zodiac, 
s  chases  Aries. 
[Enter  Pbasozsco  tciih  a  otuket.) 

Well,  Francisco, 
ied  with  Preciosa  ? 

None,  my  lord. 
s  your  jewels  back,  and  bids  me 
i  you 

t  to  be  purchased  by  your  gold. 
Phen  I  will  try  some  other  way  to 
n  her. 
]t  thou  know  Victorian  ? 


Fran,  Yes,  my  lord  ; 

I  saw  him  at  the  jeweller's  to-day. 

Lara*  What  was  he  doing  there  ? 

Fran,  I  saw  him  buy 

A  golden  ring,  that  had  a  ruby  in  it. 

Lara,  Was  there  another  like  it  ? 

Fran,  One  so  like  it 

I  could  not  choose  between  them. 

Lara,  It  is  welL 

To-morrow  morning  bring  that  ring  to  me. 

Do  not  forget.    Now  light  me  to  my  bed. 

lExetmL 

SoBKB  n.—A  street  in  Madrid,  Enter OtauL^  fol- 
lowed by  tnusieiant,  tpith  a  bagpipe,  guiiara^  and 
other  In^rumenta, 

Chispa.  Abernunoio  Satanas  I  and  a 
plaffue  on  all  lovers  who  ramble  about  at 
night  drinking  the  elements,  instead  of 
sleeping  quieUy  in  their  beds.  Every 
deaa  man  to  his  cemetery,  say  I ;  ana 
every  friar  to  his  monastery.  Now,  here 's 
my  master,  Victorian,  yesterday  a  cow- 
keeper,  and  to-day  a  gentleman  ^  yesterday 
a  student,  and  to-day  a  lover  ;  and  I  must 
be  up  later  than  the  nightingale,  for  as  the 
abbot  sings  so  must  the  sacristan  respond. 
Grod  grant  he  may  soon  be  marrieo,  for 
then  shall  all  this  serenading  cease.  Ay, 
marry  f  marry  I  marry  I  Mother,  what 
does  nuury  mean  ?  It  means  to  spin,  to 
bear  children,  and  to  weep,  my  daughter ! 
And,  of  a  truth,  there  is  something  more 
in  matrimony  than  the  wedding-ring.  (To 
the  musicians,)  And  now,  gentlemen,  Paz 
vobiscum  f  as  the  ass  said  to  the  cabbages. 
Pray,  walk  this  way  ;  and  don't  hang  down 
your  heads.  It  is  no  disgrace  to  mive  an 
old  father  and  a  ragged  shirt.  Now,  look 
you,  you  are  gentlemen  who  lead  the  life 
of  crickets  ;  you  enjoy  hunger  by  day  and 
noise  by  night.  Yet,  I  beseech  you,  for 
this  once  be  not  loud,  but  pathetic  ;  for  it 
is  a  serenade  to  a  damsel  in  bed,  and  not  to 
the  Man  in  the  Moon.  Your  object  is  not 
to  arouse  and  terrify,  but  to  soothe  and 
bring  lulling  dreams.  Therefore,  each 
shall  not  play  upon  his  instrument  as  if  it 
were  the  only  one  in  the  universe,  but 
gently,  and  with  a  certain  modesty,  ac- 
cording with  the  others.  Pray,  how  may  I 
call  thy  name,  friend  ? 

First  Mus.  GenSnimo  Gil,  at  your  sci>- 


vice. 


Chispa.  Every  tub  smells  of  the  wine 
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thfti  b  an  it  Pray,  G^rteimo,  if  not  S«ter> 
<Ujr  an  nnplMuaiit  day  with  tbee  ? 

FiniMui.  Whyw? 

CAiipa.  BceaoM  I  have  beard  it  said 
thml  Saturday  is  an  unpleaaani  daj  with 
thom  who  baTe  but  one  tbiit.  Moreovar, 
1  bave  Mwn  tb«e  at  tbe  tarern,  and  if  tbon 
oanat  run  as  fast  as  tbou  eanti  drink,  I 
abottld  like  to  hunt  barea  with  thee.  What 
instrument  b  that  7 

Ftnt  Mum,  An  Aragoneee  banipe. 

Ckitpa.  Pra.T,  art  t&m  related  to  the  ba^ 
piper  uf  Bujaianee,  who  asked  a  maraTedi 
for  plajinv,  and  ten  for  learing  off  ? 

Pirn  hhu*  No,  your  honor. 

Ckitpa.  I  am  glad  of  it.  What  other 
instrnments  bave  we  ? 

StamH  and  Third  Mu$ieiam$.  We  play 
the  bandurria. 

Ckifpa,  A  pleasing  instrument.  And 
thou? 

Fourth  Mus.  Tbe  ftfe. 

Chupa,  I  like  it  ;  it  has  a  cheerfnl,  soul- 
stirring  sound,  that  soars  up  to  my  lady*s 
window  Uke  the  song  of  a  swallow.  And 
you  other*  ? 

Other  Mu$,  We  are  the  singers,  please 
your  honor. 

Chuipa.  You  are  too  many.  Do  yon 
think  wr  are  going  to  sin^  mass  in  the 
eathedrsl  of  Cdrdora?  Four  men  can 
make  but  little  use  of  one  shoe,  and  I  see 
not  bow  you  can  all  sing  in  one  iong-  But 
follow  me  along  the  garden  wall.  That  b 
the  way  my  master  rlimbn  to  the  lady*» 
window.  It  b  by  the  Vicar*«  skirts  that 
tbe  Deril  climbs  into  tbe  belfry.  Tome, 
follow  me,  and  make  no  noise.  C^' 


I 


III.- 


A't  Ci 


8k$ 


mi  CA# 


/Vvr.  How  slowly  through  tbe  lilac- 
•crntrd  air 

Descends  the  tranquil  moon  t  like  thistle- 
down 

Tbe  Yapory  clouds    float  in   the  peaceful 


anonr 
skr  ; 


And  swrctly   from  yon   hollow  vaults  of 
shade 

Tbe  nightingales  breathe  out  their  soub  in  , 
snog. 

And  hark  I  what  songs  of  love,  what  soul- 
like  sounds,  : 

Aaewer  them  from  below  I  I 


Stars  of  thesummoridlhtl 
Far  la  yen  asnrs  deepsL 
Hkle,^  bide  yoar  tQU«nQbll 


▼erUghtl 


Myladysleepsl 
bleeps  I 

Moon  of  the 

Far  down  yon 
tsiak,  swk  in  suve 

hihe  sleeps! 
MylsdysUepsI 

bleepsi 


Wind  of  the 
WbcM. 

.  pinions 
sleepsi 
Myladysleepsl 
Sleepsi 

DrMuasof  tbs 


I 


i  jroader 
Fold.  foU  thy  piahms  U^l 


T«U  her,  b«r  lorer  keens 
Watcb !  wbtb  hi  shnnbem^ 

My  lady  sleeps  I 


{Kmier  VnoaiAS  kf  Ikt  ielMSfL) 

Viet,  Poor  little  dore  1     Thon  tv 

like  a  leaf  f 
Free.  I  am  so  frightened  I    Tb 
I  tremble  ! 
I  bate  to  baTc  thee  climb  that  i 

night  ! 
Did  no  one  see  thee  ? 

I'ui.  None,  my  lovn,  b 

i*ree.  T  b  very  dangerous ;  am 

tbou  art  gone 

I  chide  mTself  for  letting  thee  oom 

Thus  stealthily  by  night.   Where  hi 

been? 

Since  yesterday  I  bare  no  newt  f ra 

I'itt,  Since    yesterday   I   bav*  1 

AlcaU. 

Krelong  the  time  will  come,  sweat  I 

When  that  dull  distance  shaU  no  i 

vide  us  ; 
And  I  no  morr  shall  scale  thy  wall  1 
To  steal  a  kiss  from  tbee,  as  I  do  a 
/Ver.  An  honest  thief,  to  staal  h 

thou  giveet, 
Viet.  And  w«  shall  sit  togethaf 
Irstcd. 
.And  words  of  true  lore  pass  froa 

to  toagur. 
As  singing  birds  from  one  bough 
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Tliat  were  a  life  to  make  time 

▼ions! 

hat  thou  woaldst  come  to  me  to- 

«  at  the  play. 

Sweet  child  of  air  I 
i  I  behold  thee  so  attired 
nented  in  beauty  as  to-night  I 
it  thoa  done  to  make  thee  look  so 
ir? 
im  I  not  always  fair  ? 

Ay,  and  so  fair 
n  jealous  of  all  eyes  that  see  thee, 
t  that  they  were  blind. 

I  heed  them  not ; 
ion  art  present,  I  see  none  but 
eel 

liere  's  nothing  fair  nor  beautiful, 
ttakes 

g  &om  thee,  that  makes  it  beanti- 
L 

Ind  yet  thou  leavest  me  for  those 
sty  books. 

Iioa  comest  between  me  and  those 
Dks  too  often  I 
face  in  everything  I  see  1 
.ings  in  the  chapel  wear  thy  looks, 
cles  are  changed  to  sarabands, 
the  learned  doctors  of  the  schools 
\  dance  cachuchas. 

In  good  sooth, 
rith  learned  doctors  of  the  schools 
w  morning. 

jid  with  whom,  I  pray  ? 
L  grave  and  reverend   Cardinal, 
d  his  Grace 
bishop  of  Toledo. 

What  mad  jest 

It  is  no  jest ;  indeed  it  is  not. 
Hthee,  explain  thyself. 

Why,  simply  thus. 
»west  the  Pope  has  sent  here  into 


itop  to  dances  on  the  stage, 
have  heard  it  whispered. 

Now  the  Cardinal, 
this  purpose  comes,  would  fain 
lold 

own  eyes  these  dances ;  and  the 
chbishop 
for  me  — 

hat   thou   mayest    dance    before 
)m  ! 
la  cachucha  I    It  will  breathe 


The  fire  of  youth  into  these  gray  old  Qien  I 
'T  will  be  thy  proudest  conquest  I 

Prec,  Saving  one. 

And  yet  I  fear  these  dances  will  be  stopped. 
And  Preoiosa  be  once  more  a  beggar. 
VitiL,  The  sweetest  beggar  that  e'er  asked 
for  alms ; 
With  such  beseeching  eyes,  that  when  I 

saw  thee 
I  gave  my  heart  away  f 

Prtc,  Dost  thou  remember 

When  first  we  met? 

VkL  It  was  at  Cdrdova, 

In  the  cathedral  garden.    Thou  wast  sit- 
ting 
Under  the  orange  trees,  beside  a  fountain. 
Prec.  'T  was  Easter  Sunday.     The  fall- 
blossomed  trees 
Filled  all  the  air  with  fragrance  and  with 

The  priests  were   singing,  and  the  organ 

sounded. 
And  then  anon  the  great  cathedral  belL 
It  was  the  elevation  of  the  Host. 
We  both  of  us  fell  down  upon  our  knees, 
Under  the  orange  boughs,  and  prayed  to- 
gether. 
I  never  had  been  happy  till  that  moment. 
Vict,  Thou  blessed  angel  I 
Prec.  And  when  thon  wast  gone 

I  felt  an  aching  here.     I  did  not  speak 
To  any  one  that  day.     But  from  that  day 
Bartolomd  grew  hateful  unto  me. 

VuA,  Remember  him  no  more.    Let  not 
his  shadow 
Come  between  thee  and  me.    Sweet  Pre- 

ciosa ! 
I  loved  thee  even  then,  though  I  was  silent! 
Pree,  I  thought  I  ne'er  should  see  thy 
face  again. 
Thy  farewell  had  a  sound  of  sorrow  in  it. 
VicU  That  was  the  first  sound  in  the 
song  of  love  I 
Scarce  more  than  silence  is,  and  yet  a 

sound. 
Hands  of  invisible  spirits  touch  the  strings 
Of  that  mysterious  instrument,  the  soul. 
And  play  the  prelude  of  our  fato.   We  hear 
The  voice  prophetic,  and  are  not  alone. 
Prtc.  That  is  my  faith.     Dost  thou  be- 
lieve these  warnings  ? 
Vict,  So  far  as  this.    Our  feelings  and 
our  thoughts 
Tend  aver  on,  and  rest  not  in  the  Present. 
Ab  drops  of  rain  fall  into  some  dark  well. 
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And  from  below  oonM  a  tearM  audible 

•ooiid, 
80  Call  our  ihoo^hU  into  the  dark  Here- 
after, 
Aad  tbeir  injreterioat  eobo  reaehee  oa. 
Frte,  1  bave  felt  it  10,  bat  found  no 

words  to  tajr  it ! 
I  eannot  reaeoo  ;  I  ean  ooW  feel  I 
Bat  tbou  baet  langoage  for  all  tbooghta 

and  feeiinga. 
Tboa  art  a  schular;  and  ■ometjmee  I  tbink 
We  cannot  walk  to^tber  in  tbii  world  I 
Tbe  difttanoe  tbat  dmdee  ui  is  too  great  I 
Ueneefortb   tby  patbwaj  lies  among  tbe 

stars ; 
I  mast  not  bold  tbee  back. 

Viet,  Tboo  little  sceptio  ! 

I>oat  tboa  stUl  doabt  ?    Wbat  I  meet  prixe 

in  woman 
Is  ber  affections,  not  ber  intellect  ! 
Tbe  intellect  is  finite  ;  but  tbe  affections 
Are  infinite,  and  cannot  be  ezbansted. 
Compare  me  witb  tbe  great  men  of  tbe 

eartb  ; 
Wbat   am    I?     W^bj,  a    pygmy  among 

giants! 
Bat  if  Ukw  Invest,  —  mark  me  I    I  mjt 

lovest, — 
Tbe  greatest  of  thy  sei  excels  thee  not ! 
Tbe  world  of  tbe  affections  is  tbj  world. 
Not  tbat  of  man's  ambition.     In  tbat  still- 


Wbicb  most  becomea  ft  woman,  calm  and 

boljr, 
Tboa  sittest  bj  tbe  fireside  of  tbe  beart. 
Feeding  its  flame.     Tbe  elrment  of  fire 
Is  pare.     It  cannot  cbange  nor  bide  its  na- 
ture. 
Bat  bums  as  brigfatir  in  a  Orper  camp 
As  in  a  palare  ball.     Art  tboo  convinced  ? 
Free.  Yes,  tbat  I  lore  tbee,  as  tbe  good 
loTi»  beaven  ; 
But  not  that  I  am  worthv  of  tbat  baaven. 
How  sball  1  more  deeerre  it  ? 

Vtti.  Loving  more. 

Pree.  I  cannot  love  tbee  more;  mv  beart 

U  full. 
Viet.  Tbea   let   it  ovorilow,  and  I  will 
drink  it. 
As  in  the  summer-time  thr  tbirmtj  sands 
I>rtnk  the  iwift  watert  of  tbe  Msafanares. 
And  still  do  tbir«t  for  mor^. 

A   IVatrktman  (in  the  ttrrH).     Ave  Maria 
Purissima  t     T  is  midnight  and  serene  I 
Viet.  Hear'it  tboa  tbat  cry  ? 


Pree.  It  is  a  batef nl  •« 

To  scare  tbee  from  me  I 

Viet  Astbebma 

Dotb  scare  tbe    timid  ttagt  or  I 

bounds 
Tbe  moor-fowl  from  bia  mate. 
Pree.  P^ajt  do  i 

Viet,  I  most  awav  to  AlealA  tonu 
Tbiuk  of  me  when  I  am  awajr. 

Pree.  F« 

I  have  no  thoughts  that  do  ool  t 
tbee. 
Viet,  (giving  her  a  ring).    And  to 
tbee  of  mj  love,  take  tbia  ; 
A  serpent,  emblem  of  Ktemitv  ; 
A  ruby,  —  say,  a  drop  of  my  baart'i 
Prte,  It  b  an  ancient  saying,  t 
ruby 
Brings  gladness  to  tbe 


Tbe  beart  pure,  and,  if 

pillow. 

Drives  away  evil  dreams.     Bat  tko 
It  was  a  lerpent  tempted  Eve  to  sia 
Viet.  What  convent  of  baiefooti 
melites 
Taught  tbee  so  much  theology  T 
I       Pree,  {laying  her  hand  upon  kk 

Husk 
Good  night  !  and  may  all  holy  angol 

Vict.  (fOod  night !   good  nigkt  I 
art  tny  guardian  angel  I 
I  have  no  <»tbrr  munt  than  tboa  to  p 

Prte,  Tske  care,  and  do  not  boi 

Art  tbou  safe  ? 
Viet,  (from   the  garden).     Safe 
love  for  ther  !     But  art  tboa 
CHbem  can  climb  s  balcony  by  nKnc 
As  wril  as  1.    IVay  abut  thy  windoi 
I  am  jealous  of  thr  prrfunied  air  of 
Tbat  from  this  garden  climbs  to  I 
li|M. 
Pree.  {tkroenn^  Hotm   htr  kandkf. 
Thou  KillTchilil !   Take  this  < 
thinr  i*vrs. 
It  is  my  beoisoa  ! 

Tirr.  And  brings  to  m 

Sweet  fragrance  from  thy  lips,  as  I 

winti 
Wafts  to  th4*  out-bound  mariner  tbe 
Of  tbe  )>rlo%r«l  Uml  be  lesvM  bebin 
/Vm*.  Make  not  thy  voyage  long, 
r  tet. 
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flkOiee  me  safe  retonied.    Thoa  art  the 

itir 

Ta  nide  me  to  an  anchorage.    Good  night  I 
1^  batoteoiis  star  I    My  star  of  love,  good 
night! 
Free,  Good  night  I 

Watdman  (at  a  distance).    Ave  Maria 
I 


[ 


mm  If.^  An  itm  OH  tA€  road  to  Aleald,     Baivaaab 
mdoep  on  a  bench.    Enter  Cbx>pa. 

Cikfo.  And  here  we  are,  half-wav  to 
ilaii,  between  cocks  and  midnight.  Body 
f^BsI  what  an  inn  this  is  I  The  lights 
t>^  tod  the  landlord  asleep.  HoUI  an- 
doii  Baltasar  I 

BtL  (waking).    Here  I  am. 

China.  Yes,  there  you  are,  like  a  one- 
frcdiJealde  in  a  town  without  inhabitants, 
nisff  a  light,  and  let  me  have  supper. 

B3L  Where  is  your  master  ? 

CliqM.  Do  not  trouble  yourself  about 
Wm.  We  have  stopped  a  moment  to 
Inntke  our  horses ;  and  if  he  chooses  to 
vilk  np  and  down  in  the  open  air,  looking 
■b  the  sky  as  one  who  hears  it  rain,  that 
im  Bot  satisfy  my  hunger,  you  know.  But 
h  fudL,  for  1  am  in  a  hurry,  and  every 
m  itietehes  his  legs  acoordine  to  the 
hifth  of  his  coverlet.  W^hat  nave  we 
Wn? 

Bd,  (jKtting  a  light  on  the  table).  Stewed 
aUst 

CIttpa  (eating).  Conscience  of  Portale- 
|n  I   8iewed  lutten,  yon  mean  I 

BoL  And  a  pitcher  of  Pedro  Ximenes, 
^  a  toasted  pear  in  it. 

Qdtpa  (driiucing).  Ancient  Baltasar, 
ttigo  1  Yoa  know  how  to  cry  wine  and 
ttU  naMT.    I  tell  you  this  is  nothing  but 

^■ko  Tinto  of  La  Mancha,  with  a  tang  of 


Bd,  I  swear  to  yoa  by  Saint  Simon  and 
Mm,  It  is  all  as  I  say. 

G^po.  And  I  swear  to  you  by  Saint 
nlir  and  Saint  Paul,  that  it  is  no  such 
*^.  Moreover,  your  supper  is  like  the 
^>^p>'8  dinner,  very  little  meat  and  a 
P^  deal  of  tablecloth. 

fiofHal  hal  hal 

Chitpa.  And  more  noise  than  nuts. 

^  Ha !  ha  !  ha !  You  must  have  your 
i^  Master  Chispa.  *But  shall  I  not  ask 
^  Victorian  in,  to  take  a  draught  of  the 
^^  Ximenes? 


Chispa.  No ;  yon  mieht  as  well  say, 
^  Don't-vou-want*some  ?     to  a  dead  man. 

Bal.  Why  does  he  go  so  often  to  Madrid  ? 

Chispa.  For  the  same  reason  that  he 
eats  no  supper.  He  is  in  love.  Were  yoa 
ever  in  love,  Baltasar  ? 

Bal.  I  was  never  out  of  it,  good  Chispa. 
It  has  been  the  torment  of  my  life. 

Chispa.  What !  are  you  on  fire,  too,  old 
haystack  ?  Why,  we  shall  never  be  able 
to  put  you  out. 

Vict,  (without).    Chispa  f 

Chispa.  €ro  to  bed,  Pero  Grullo,  for  the 
cocks  are  crowing. 

Vict.  Ea  !  Chispa  I  Chispa  t 

Chispa.  £a !  Se&or.  Come  with  me, 
ancient  Baltasar,  and  bring  water  for  the 
horses.  I  will  pay  for  the  supper  to- 
morrow. IBxeunL 

Sosira  V.  —  VioTOBXAir*!  chambers  at  AlcalA.    HTtouio 
aeleep  in  an  arm-chair.    He  atpokes  dowlp. 

Hyp.  I  must  have  been  asleep  I  ay,  sound 

asleep  f 
And  it  was  all  a  dream.    O  sleep,  sweet 

sleep  f 
Whatever  form  thou  takest,  thou  art  fair. 
Holding  unto  our  lips  thy  goblet  filled 
Out  of  Oblivion's  well,  a  healine  draught ! 
The  candles  have  burned  low ;  it  most  be 

late. 
Where  can  Victorian  be  ?    Like  Fray  Car- 

rillo. 
The  only  place  in  which  one  cannot  find  him 
Is  his  own  cell.     Here's  his  guitar,  that 

seldom 
Feels  the  caresses  of  its  master's  hand. 
Open  thy  silent  lips,  sweet  instrument  I 
And  make  dull  midnight  merry  with  a 

song. 

{He  plays  and  Hngs.) 

Padre  Franeisoo ! 

Padre  Francisco  I 

What  do  yoa  want  of  Padre  Franoisoo  ? 

Here  is  a  pretty  young  maiden 

Who  wants  to  oonf  ess  her  sins  I 

Open  the  door  and  let  her  come  in, 

I  will  shrive  her  of  every  sin. 

{Enter  Victoriah.) 

Vict.  Padre  Hypolito  I    Padre  Hvpolito  I 
Hyp.  What  do  you  want  of  Padre  Hy- 
polito ? 
Vict.  Come,  shrive  me  straight;  for,  ii 
j  love  be  a  sin, 


/ 


/ 

'     JO 
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I  am  the  i^reatett  »iniier  tbftt  doih  Iiv«». 
I  will  cunfeM  the  twecicft  of  all  criinet, 
A  maideu  woued  and  %rou. 

i/jf/).  The  lame  old  tale 

Of  Uie  old  ironian  in  tb«  chimney-coriicr. 
Who,  while   the  put   boiU,  sayt,    ^'Come 

here,  oij  child  ; 
1 11  tell  thee  a  ttory  of  my  wcddifi|^-dajr." 
Kicf.  NaT,  listen,  for  uiy  heart  u  full ; 
■ofJU 
Thai  I  muit  Bpeak. 

//jfp.  Alas  !  that  heart  of  thine 

!■  like  a  leene  in  the  old  olav  ;  the  curtain 
Rises  to  iiolemn  music,  ana  lo  \  entrr 
The  eleTrn  thousand  ririnns  of  Colore  I 
Vici»  Naj,  like  the  Sihrrs  Tolunies,  thoa 
sii(Ntld»t  sav  ; 
Thoae   that   remained,  after   the  six  were 

burned. 
Being  held   more  precious  than  the  nine 

togrtlier. 
But  Itrtrn  to  mv  tale.    Dost  thou  remember 
The  Cv.vpsv  eiri  wv  saw  at  Cbrdora 
L>an«*e  the'  Koiiuilis  in  the  market-place  ? 
//y/>.  Thou  meanest  Prectoea. 
Yxfi.  At,  the  same. 

TIkmi  knoweftt  liow  her  image  hnunted  me 
l>mg  after  wr  returned  to  AlcaU. 
She  *!i  in  Maflrid. 

//«/>.  I  know  it. 

Vwi.  And  I  'm  in  love. 

U}fp.  And    therefore   in    Madrid    when 
thmi  fthouldnt  be 
Id  AlcaU. 

I'trf.  ( th  fiardon  me,  mj  friend. 

If  I   so  Itini*   lm%e   kept  this   secret  from 

thrr  ; 
But  ikitrm*e  i«  the  charm  that  guards  such 

trfa*nn*«. 
Ami,  if  .1  wiinl  1m>  «pokrn  err  \\\r  time, 
TIm*\  kink  afpi ill,  thry  wrrr  not  inratit  ftir  ns. 
//v/>.   AU»  !  aU«  !  I  »ee  thcMi  art  in  lnve. 
I^Tf*  kr«*|»«  the  r<ili|  fiiit  brtter  than  a  rliiak. 
It  servr^   for  fiMul    and  nument.     liivr  a 

S|iani.%rfl 
ni«  ma4«,  hi«  nils,  and  hi«  I)nAa  !.ui«a  — 
TIkmi  ki»«»«t-«t  the*  pmvrrb.      Hut  prar  trll 

mr,  luTi  r, 
lliiw  spre<U  thy  wooing?     I«  the  maiden 


rt»v  ? 


Writ«»  hrr  a  uHk^^  lieginning  with  an  i4  iv  ; 
biog  as  th<»  iiitmk  ^ang  to  the  Virgin  Marr, 

Arm*  rtirm  rttlrtm  r!,f*9 
JUtint  .*WTu/;A  almdw .' 


Viet,  Pray,  do  not  Jest  I     Thkisaa 
for  it  I 
I  am  an  earnest! 

Hyp.  SerionslT  nmmtmif 

What,  ho!    The  Primus  of  ciMlAkA 
Knaroored  of  a  Gypsy  ?    Tali  as 
How  meanest  thou  ? 

Kicf .  I  nsui  it 

Hyp,  Sorely  thou  wilt  noi 

Viet. 

Hyp.  She  was  betrothed  to 
om^. 

If  I  remember  rightly,  a  Toong  Gjfif 
Who  danced  with  her  at  Cbrdova. 


.~2ai 


Vict.  They 

And  so  the  matter  ended. 

Hyp.  Bat  m 

Thou  wilt  not  marry  her. 

Via.  Id  tmth  I 

The  angels  sang  in  hearcn  whoa  ite 

U>m ! 
She  is  a  pre<*ious  jewel  I  hare  fooad 
Among  the  filth  and  rubbish  of  tho 
1  *U   stoop   for  it  ;   but  wbsD   I  \ 

here, 
Set  on  my  forehead  like  the 
The  world   mar  wonder,  bat  it 
laugh. 
Hyp.  If  thou  wrar*st  nothing 
thy  forehead, 
T  will  bo  indeed  a  wonder. 

Viet.  Out  mat 

With   thy  nuseasonable  jests  I     Irif 

m<*. 
Is  tliere  no  virtue  in  the  world  T 

Hyp.  Not 

What,  thiiik*st  thou,  is  she  doiqg  Dl  M 

moment  ; 
Now,  whtlr  wr  speak  of  her? 

Vui.  She  III!  Mh^ 

Ami  fniin  ht-r  partrd  lips  her  gentlo  kmtM 
r<imes  like  the  fragrance  from  thoMft^ 

flowrrs. 
Her    tender   limbs   are  still,  and  OB  l0 

brra.<*t 
The  criM*  ikhc  prarnl  to,  ere  she  fell 
Ki«es  and  falU  with  tin*  soft  tide  of  ' 
Like  a  light  barge  safr  moorrd. 

Hyp.                       Whit-h  iiiraua,  la 
She  '•  sleeping  with  hrr  innuth  a  littles 
Pirf.  Oh.  wnuM  I  hail  the  old ' 

gUM 

To  are  hr.*  a*  «htf»  1ir«  in  t*hild-like  slso^l 
Hvp.   Ami  wouhlst  th*»u  vrnture? 
ViCt.  Ay,  indeed  I 
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Tboa  art  coumgeoiu.     Hast  thou 
)*eT  reflected 

ach  lies  hidden  iii  that  one  word, 
iowf 

Yes  ;  all  the  awful  mystery  of  Life  I 
ve  thought,  my  dear  Uypolito, 
Kdd  we,  by  some  spell  of  magic, 
hange 

'Id  uid  its  inhabitants  to  stone, 
une  attitudes  they  now  are  in, 
iarful  glances  downward  might  we 
ast 

hoUow  chasms  of  human  life  1 
Tonps  should  we  behold  about  the 
eath-bed, 

to  shame  the  group  of  Niobe  I 
>yful  welcomes,  and  what  sad  fare- 
rells  I 

onv  tears  in  those  congeal^  eyes  I 
risible    joy    or    anguish    in    those 
beeks  I 

vidal  pomps,  and  what  funereal 
bowsl 

>es,  like  gladiators,  fierce  and  strug- 
:Ung  I 

overs  with  their  marble  lips  to- 
gether I 

Ay,  there  it  is !  and,  if  I  were  in 
ove, 

the  very  point  I  most  should  dread. 
^S}^  gl>^^  these  magic  spells  of 
hme, 

ell  a  tale  were  better  left  untold, 
tance,  they  might  show  us  thy  fair 
ousin, 

ly  Violante,  bathed  in  tears 
and  anger,  like  the  maid  of  Col- 
his, 

thou,  another  faithless  Argonaut, 
won  that  golden  fleece,  a  woman's 
ove, 
st  for  this  Glauc^. 

Hold  thy  peace  I 
■es  not  for  me.  She  may  wed  an- 
other, 

Dto  a  convent,  and,  thus  Hying, 
Achilles  in  the  Eljrsian  Fields. 

(rising).      And   so,   good   night ! 
!iood  morning,  I  should  say. 

{Clock  Atrike*  three.) 

how  the  loud  and  ponderous  mace 
>f  Time 

at  the  golden  portals  of  the  day  ! 
I,  once  more,  good  night !     We  '11 
ipeak  more  largely 


Of  Preciosa  when  we  meet  afi;&iu«' 
Get  thee  to  bed,  and  the  magician.  Sleep, 
Shall  show  her  to  thee,  in  bis  magic  glass. 
In  all  her  loveliness.     Good  uigLl !      lExU. 
Vict,  Good  night ! 

But  not  to  bed  ;  for  I  must  read  awhile. 

(TWrotM  k4mue(f  into  the  arm-chair  which  Htvouxo 
has  l^tf  and  lays  a  large  bock  open  upon  his  knees.) 

Must  read,  or  sit  in  revery  and  watch 
The  changing  color  of  the  waves  that  break 
Upon  the  idle  sea-shore  of  the  mind  I 
Visions  of  Fame  !  that  once  did  visit  me. 
Making  night   glorious   with  your  smile, 

where  are  ye  ? 
Oh,  who  shall  give  me,  now  that  ye  are 

gone, 
Juices  of  those  immortal  plants  that  bloom 
Upon  Olympus,  making  us  immortal  ? 
Or  teach   me  where  Uiat  wondrous  man- 
drake grows 
Wliose  magic  root,  torn  from  the  earth  with 

groans. 
At  midnight  hour,  can  scare  the   fiends 

away. 
And  make  the  mind  prolific  in  its  fancies  ? 
1  have  the  wish,  but  want  the  will,  to  act  I 
Souls  of  great  men  departed  I    Ye  whose 

words 
Have  come  to  light  from  the  swift  river  of 

Time, 
Like  Roman  swords  found  in  the  Tagus* 

bed. 
Where  is  the  strength  to  wield  the  arms  ye 

bore? 
From  the  barred  visor  of  Antiquity 
Reflected  shines  the  eternal  light  of  Truth, 
As  from   a  mirror  I      All  the   means    of 

action  — 
The  shapeless  masses,  the  materials  — 
Lie  everywhere  about  us.     What  we  need 
Is  the  celestial  fire  to  change  the  flint 
Into  transparent  crystal,  bright  and  clear. 
That  fire  is  genius  I     The  mde  peasant  sits 
At  evening  in  his  smoky  cot,  and  draws 
With  charcoal  uncouth  figures  on  the  wall. 
The  son  of   genius  comes,  foot-sore  with 

travel, 
And   begs   a  shelter   from   the   inclement 

night. 
He  takes  the  charcoal  from  the  peasant's 

hand. 
And,  by  the  magic  of  his  touch  at  once 
Transfigured,  all  its  hidden  virtues  shine. 
And,  in  the  eyes  of  the  astonished  clown. 
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It  fiMUDi  a  dmmnmi  I    £▼•&  Unu  trmB»- 

formed, 
BmAm  popolar  tradttimw  and  old  tali 
8kiiM  a*  iamortal  poems,  at  the  touch  \ 

Of  MMoe  poor,  houaeleet,  homeleM,  wander-  : 

iiup  bard. 
Who  had  but  a  oigfat'i  lodging   for   hit 

paina. 
Bat  there  are  brighter  dreamt  than  thoee 

of  Fame, 
Whieh  are  the  dreamt  of  Love !    Out  of 

the  heart 
Bit  I  the  bright  ideal  of  theee  dreamt. 
At  from  tome  woodland  fount  a  tptrit  ritet 
And  tankt  again  into  itt  tilent  deept, 
£re  the  enamored  knight  can  touch  her 

robel 
T  b  thit  ideal  that  the  toul  of  man. 
Like  the  enamored  knight  beside  the  foun- 
tain. 
Waits    for    upon    the    margin    of    Life's 

ttrpam  ; 
Waits  to  behold  her  rise  from  the  dark 


Oad  in  a  mortal  *b*P^l     Alas  f  how  man^r 
MnsI  wait  in  vain  I    The  stream  flows  ever- 

more. 
But  from  its  tilent  de^pt  no  tpirit  ritet  I 
Yet  I,  bom  under  a  propitiout  ttar. 
Have  found  the  brignt  ideal  of  my  dreams. 
Tee  I  she  b  ever  with  me.     1  can  feel. 
Here,  as  I  sit  at  midnight  and  alone, 

Tlw  pressure  of  her  head  I    God*«  benison 
Rest  ever  on  it !    Close  those  beauteous 

Sweet  Sleep  I  and  all  the  flowers  that  bloom 

at  mgfat 
With  balmj  Ups  breathe  in  her  ears  mj 

I 


( 


ACT   II 


L~ 


fVwc.  Whj  will  jou  go 
jet  awhile. 
Tlw  poor  too  often  tarn  a 
Prom  hearts  that  shut 


?    Staj 


T  unheard 
them 


Thai  wiU  be  heard  in  heaven.     Plray,  toU 


Of  jour  adversities.    Knap  man 

me. 
What  b  your  landlord's  aaae  T 
Af^.  The  Gen 

Prte,  The  Count  of  Lara?    i 
that  man  ! 
Mistrust  hb  pity,  —  hold  bo  p 

him  1 
And  rather  die  an  outcast  in  the 
Than  touch  hb  gold. 

Ang.  You  know  hi) 

Free. 
As  anj  woman  may,  and  yet  be  ] 
As  you  would  keep  your  namt 

blemith. 
Beware  of  him  t 

Ang.  Alas!  what  e 

I  cannot  choose  my  friends.     £s 

kindness. 
Come  whence  it  may,  b  welcome  t 
Free.  Make  me  your  friend. 
yuung  and  fair 
Should  hare  no  friends  but  thi 

own  tex. 
What  it  your  name  ? 
Ang,  Angelica. 

Frfc, 
Was  given  you,  that  you  might  \ 
To  her  who  bore  you  I     When  } 

tmile 
Made  brr   home    Paradise,  yoa 

angrl. 
Oh,  be  an  sngrl  ttill  !  She  needt 
So  long  at  you  ar«*  innocent*  frai 
No  one  ran  harm  yoti  f     I  am  a 
Whom  chance  hat  taken  from 

ttreetii 
I   have   n<>  other  thicid   than 

virtM«». 

That  it  the  charm  whu*h  hat  pro 

Amid  a  thouMind  perils.  I  hare  i 

Here  on  ror  b<*art  i  It  b  my  guar 

Ang.     {rtMing).      I    thank   yoi 

coimirl,  dearrtt  lady. 
PrfT,  Thank  me  by  following 
Ang,  Iwi 

Frir.  Prmr.  do   not   go.      I   1 

m4»re  t4>  tar. 
Ang.  My  m<Hhrr  b  akme.     1 

leare  brr. 
/VfT.  Some  other  time,  then 
meet  airain. 
You  mu»t  not  ipn  away  with  won 

ltH**t  k0r  Mpmrm.) 

Takethb.     Would  it  wars 
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Ang.  I  tbaiik  you,  lady. 

Fric  No  thftiikB.    To-morrow  come  to 
me  again. 
I  diDoe  to-night,  —  perhaps  for  the  last 

time. 
Bot  what  I  gain,  I  promise  shall  be  yours, 
If  that  can  sare  you  from  the  Count  of 


Ang,  Oh,  my  dear  lady  I  how  shall  I  be 
j^atefui 
For  lb  much  kindness  ? 

Free,  I  deserve  no  thanks. 

Ibank  Heaven,  not  me. 

Ang,  Both  Heaven  and  you. 

Free,  Farewell. 

Semember  that  you  come  again  to-morrow. 

ift^.  I  will.     And  may  the  Blessed  Vir- 
gin guard  yon, 
Isd  all  good  angels.  lExa. 

Pitc  May  they  guard  thee  too, 

Asd  all  the  poor ;  for  they  have  need  of 

angels. 
Hov  bring  me,  dear  Dolores,  my  basauina. 
My  riehest  maja  dress,  —  my  dancing  dress, 
Aid  mv  most  precious  jewels  I    Make  me 

Fnnr  than  night  e'er  saw  me !    I  've  a 

prize 
TowtD  this  day,  worthy  of  Preeiosa  I 

{BnUr  BsLTftAX  CBVEAoa) 

CnBL  Ave  Maria ! 

Frte,  O  God  !  my  evil  genius  I 

What  leekest  thou  here  to-day  ? 

Chtt.  Thyself,  —  my  child. 

Frtc.  What  is  thy  will  with  me  ? 

Oio.  Gold  I  gold  f 

Fftc  1  gave  thee  yesterday  ;  I  have  no 
more. 

^^icz.  The  gold  of  the  Busntf,  —  give  me 
his  gold  I 

Frtc,  Igave  the  last  in  charity  to-day. 

Ontz,  That  is  a  foolish  lie. 

'VtK.  It  is  the  truth. 

Ortiz.  Curses  upon  thee  I    Thou  art  not 
my  child  I 
wt  thou  given  gold  away,  and  not  to  me  ? 
^^  to  thy  father  ?    To  whom,  then  ? 
^'wc.  To  one 

Who  needs  it  more. 

^'^  No  one  can  need  it  more. 

^^tc.  Thou  art  not  poor. 

^ruz.  What,  I,  who  lurk  about 

In  dismal  suburbs  and  unwholesome  lanes  ; 
^  ^ho  am  housed  worse  than  the  galley 
slave  ; 


I,  who  am  fed  worse  than  the  kennelled 

hound  ; 
I,  who  am  clothed  in  rags,  —  Beltran  Cm- 

zado, — 
Not  poor  f 
Prec.  Thou  hast  a  stout  heart  and  strong 

hands. 
Thou  canst  supply  thy  wants  ;  what  wouldst 

thou  more  ? 
Cruz,  The  gold  of  the  Busnd  I  give  me 

his  gold  I 
Prec.  Beltran  Cruzado !   hear  me  onoe 

for  alL 
I  speak  the  truth.    So  long  as  I  had  gold, 
I  gave  it  to  thee  freely,  at  all  times. 
Never  denied  thee  ;  never  had  a  wish 
But  to  fulfil  thine  own.    Now  go  in  peace  1 
Be  merciful,  be  patient,  and  erelong 
Thou  shalt  have  more. 

Crxiz,  And  if  I  have  it  not, 

Thou  shalt  no  longer  dwell  here  in  rich 

chambers, 
Wear  silken  dresses,  feed  on  dainty  food, 
And  live  in  idleness  ;  but  go  with  me. 
Dance  the  Romalis  in  the  public  streets. 
And  wander  wild    again    o'er    field  and 

fell; 
For  here  we  stay  not  long. 
Prec,  What  I  march  again  ? 

Cruz,  Ay*  with  all  speed.     I  hate  the 

crowded  town  1 
I  cannot  breathe  shut  up  within  its  gates  I 
Air,  —  I  want  air,  and  sunshine,  and  blue 

sky. 
The  feeling  of  the  breeze  upon  my  face. 
The  feeling  of  the  turf  beneath  my  feet. 
And  no  walls  but  the   far-off   mountain- 
tops. 
Then  I  am  free  and  strong,  —  once  more 

myself, 
Beltran  Cruzado,  Count  of  the  Calds  ! 
Prec.  God  speed  thee  on  thy  march  I  — 

I  cannot  go. 
Cruz,  Remeniber  who  I  am,  and   who 

thou  art  I 
Be  silent  and  obey  I     Yet  one  thing  more. 
Bartolom^  Romdn  — 

Prec,  (fcith  emotion).   Oh,  I  beseech  thee  ! 
If  my  obedience  and  blameless  life, 
If  my  humility  and  meek  submission 
In  all  things  hitherto,  can  move  in  thee 
One  feeling  of  compassion  ;  if  thou  art 
Indeed  my  father,  and  canst  trace  in  me 
One  look  of  her  who  bore  me,  or  one  tone 
That  doth  remind  thee  of  her,  let  it  pleaa 
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In  mv  bebmlf,  who  am  a  fe«Ue  girl, 
Too  l«*«blv  Ui  ivtitt,  aud  do  uut  fore«  me 
To  wed  that  uiau  !     1  aut  afraid  uf  him  t 
1  do  uot  love  him  1    Uu  my  kneet  i  beg 

Uiee 
To  ate  no  %-iolem.'r,  nor  do  in  baste 
What  cauuot  be  undone  I 

Cruz  O  chUd.  child,  child  I 

Tbou  hajit  betrayed  tbv  aecrrt,  as  a  bird 
Betni}*s  her  nent,  bv  strivin);  to  concesl  it. 
I  will  not  leave  thee  here  in  the  great  city 
To  be  a  grandee *s  mistress.      Make  thee 

ready 
To  go  with  ui  ;  and  until  then  remember 
A  watchful  eye  is  on  tlM*e.  C^*'*'- 

Pire,  Woe  is  me  ! 

I  have  a  strange  uiisgi%  iug  in  my  heart  t 
But  tliat  one  deed  of  vluuity  I  'U  do. 
Befall  what  msy  ;  they  cannot  take   that 

from  uie. 


■  It     -A  riKtm  tN  Ikf  Aaremeor't  Pmlaet.     Ti* 
Ast  Hutifcir  uh4  «  CA.SMB4L  malfiL 

Arrk.  Knowing  how  near  it  touched  the 
l>ublif  mttrsis. 
And  that   our  age  is  grown  corrupt  and 

rotten 
By  sueh  exi*esses,  we  hare  sent  to  Rome, 
Beseeching  thst  hi«  liolinfSK  would  aid 
In  curing  the  ^^v%%  surfeit  of  the  time, 
Hy  seasonable  stop  put  here  in  Spain 
To  bnll-fights  and  lewd  dances  on  the  stage. 
All  this  you  know. 

Carti,  Know  and  appn>re. 

Arck.  And  further. 

That,  by  a  mandate  from  hi*i  Holiness, 
The  tint  have  been  suppressed. 

Varil.  I  trust  forerer. 

It  was  a  cruel  sport. 

A'rk.  .\  Itarlmnms  |»astime, 

I>i«gm^fnl  to  the  Uml  that  rails  itself 
llu«i  Catholu'  »nd  (*bristijin 

f  *\r*i.  Yet  the  people 

Mnrftmr  at  thl«  ;  and.  if  the  publir  oances 
Shoulil  )4>  niiuirnined  u|>on  too  slight  cMva- 

«ion, 
Wor«e  ilU  mi|*ht  fi»llow  tlian  the  ills  we  care. 
As  i'ttnrm  rt  t  'trrt^uea  was  the  ert 
Am«»tig  the  Kfiin.in  |Mipularr  uf  iiM, 
So  /'firi  f   /'••r.rf  It  ilir  iTT  in  S|iaiii. 
Hence  I  wiiulil  ac4  adii«r«llT  hrrein  ; 
And  thrrefure  ha«r  inilured  T«iur(»rare  to 


5crv.  The  dancing-girl,  and  willi  ktr  I 
musicians 
Your  Grace   was  pleased  to  Offd«v  m 
without. 
Ardk,  Bid  them  come  in.     Nov  ih 
your  eves  behold 
In  what  angelic,  yet  Tdnptvoaa 
The  Devil  came  to  tempt  Sat 

{Knier  FsanoaA.  tniA  •  mmmtU  tkrmnt  tmrkmkt 


Aalkoay. 


These   national   dances,  ers    we    interdict 
thrm. 


Carti.  (ofM/e).    Oh,  what  a  fair  MdaJ 
btering  angel 
Was  lost  to  heaven  when  this 
fell  I 
Prec.  {i-neeling  be/ore  the 

I   have  obeyed  the  order  ol  fi 
(trace. 
If  I  intnifle  upon  yoar  better 
1  proffer  this  excuse,  and  here 
Your  holy  benediction. 

Arck,  MaTGodblMlki 

And  lead  thee  to  a  better  life.     AfiMu 
Card,  (asidf).     Her  acts  are 
her  words  discreet ! 
I  did  nut   look   for  this  I 

child. 
Is  thv  name  Preciosa? 
Prer.  Thus  I  m  edh 

Card.  That  is  a  Ovpsy  aamo.     Wkt 

thr  father  ? 
Prtr.  (ieltran    Cmiado,  Cowt   of  I 

(*al^. 
Arck.  I    have  a  dim    rei 
that  man  ; 
He  was  a  Udd  an<l  reckless  el 
A  sun-burnt  Ishmael ! 

Cani.  Ilost  tboo 

Thv  earlier  davs  ? 

Prer.  '    Yes  ;  bv  the  Darto's  tH 

Mr  childhood   passed.      I  can 

.till 

The  river,  and  the  nountaina 

snow  ; 
The  Tillages,  where,  yet  •  little  child, 
I  told  the  traveller's  fortune  in  the 
T)ie  smuggler**  horse,  the  brigaftd  mui  I 

shephenl  ; 
The  mareh  across  the  moor  ;  tlM  kali 

niHMi  ; 
The   re<|    ttre   of  the  evening   eaaip^  tl 

lighte«| 

The  ftirf*«t   whers  we  slept ;  aad*  fafti 

back. 
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ream  or  in  some  former  life, 
uid  palace  walls. 

"T  is  the  Alhambra, 
hose  towers  the  Gypsy  camp  was 
xhed. 

ime  wears  ;  aud  we  would  see  thee 
nee. 
ifoar  Grace  shall  be  obeyed. 

ids  her  mantilla.     The  music  qf  the  eachu^ 

rdt  and  the  dance  begin*  The  Abch- 
the  Caadikal  lo<^  on  with  gravity  and 
mat  frotm  ;  then  make  signs  to  each  other  ; 
\e  dance  continues,  become  more  and  more 
nd  excited;  and  at  length  rise  from  their 
ne  their  caps  in  the  air,  and  applaud  vthe- 
the  soene  closes.) 


-  The  Prado.  A  long  avenue  of  trees  lead- 
gate  of  Atocha.  On  the  right  the  dome  and 
a  convent.  A  fountain.  Evening.  Don 
id  Httouto  meeting. 

HoU !  good  eyening,  Don  Hypo- 
o. 

bid  a  ffood  evening  to  my  friend, 
>n  Carlos. 

ky  star  has  led  my  steps  this  way. 
learch  of  you. 

Command  me  always. 
)o  yoa  remember,  in  Quevedo's 
reams, 

T,  who,  upon  the  Day  of  Judg- 
mt, 
lis  money-bags  would  rise  ? 

I  do  ; 

of  that  ? 

I  am  that  wretched  man. 
.  Ton  mean  to  tell  me  yours  have 
ten  empty  ? 

Ind  amen  1   said  my  Cid  Campe- 
or. 
.  Pray,  how  much  need  yoa  ? 

Some  half-dozen  ounces, 
rith  due  interest  — 
.  (giving  his  purse).    What,  am  I 
Jew 

ly  moneys  out  at  usury  ? 
ly  purse. 

Thank  you.  A  pretty  purse, 
the  hand  of  some  fair  Madrilefia  ; 
I  keepsake. 

No,  *t  is  at  your  service. 
Thank  you  again.  Lie  there,  good 
irysostom, 

li  thy  golden   mouth   remind   me 
ten, 
debtor  of  my  friend. 


Don  C  But  tell  me, 

Come  you  to-day  from  Alcald  ? 
Hyp,  This  moment. 

Don  C,  And  pray,  how  fares  the  brave 

Victorian  ? 
Hjfp»  Indifferent  well ;  that  is  to  say,  not 
well. 
A  damsel  has  ensnared  him  with  the  glances 
Of  her  dark,  roving  eyes,  as  herdsmen  catch 
A  steer  of  Andalusia  with  a  lazo. 
He  is  in  love. 

Don  C.  And  is  it  faring  ill 

To  be  in  love  ? 

Hyp.  In  his  case  very  ill. 

Don  C.  Why  so  ? 

Hyp»  For  many  reasons.    First  and  fore- 
most. 
Because  he  is  in  love  with  an  ideal ; 
A  creature  of  his  own  imagination  ; 
A  child  of  air  ;  an  echo  of  his  heart ; 
And,  like  a  lily  on  a  river  floating. 
She  floats  upon  the  river  of  his  thoughts  ! 
Don  C,  A  common  thing  with  poets.   But 
who  is 
This  floating  lily  ?     For,  in  fine,  some  wo- 
man. 
Some  living  woman,  —  not  a  mere  ideal,  — 
Must  wear  the  outward  semblance  of  his 

thought. 
Who  is  it?    Tell  me. 

Hyp,  Well,  it  is  a  woman  t 

But,  look  you,  from  the  coffer  of  his  heart 
He  brings  forth  precious  jewels  to  adorn 

her. 
As  pious  priests  adorn  some  favorite  saint 
With  g^ms  and  gold,  until  at  length  she 

gleams 
One  blaze  of  glory.     Without  these,  yoa 

know. 
And  the  priest's  benediction,  't  is  a  doll. 
Don  C,  Well,  well  f  who  is  thb  doll  ? 
Hyp,  Why,  who  do  you  think  ? 

Don  C.  His  cousin  Violante. 
Hyp.  Guess  again. 

To  ease  his  laboring  heart,  in  the  last  storm 
He  threw  her  overboard,  with  all  her  in- 
gots. 
Don  C.  I  cannot  guess  ;  so  tell  me  who 

it  is. 
Hi/p.  Not  I. 
Don  C.  Why  not  ? 

Hyp,  (mysteriously).      Why  ?      Because 
Mari  Franca 
Was  married  four  leagues  out  of  Sala- 
manca I 
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Don  C.  Jesting  AMcle,  who  U  it  ? 

hyp,  Preciota. 

iMm  C.  ImpcjMible  I  The  Count  of  Lara 
tells  me 
She  ii  nut  viituoua. 

Hm.  Did  I  say  she  waa  ? 

The  Koman  Kroperor  Claudius  had  a  wife 
Whusr  name  was  Messalins,  as  1  think  ; 
Valeria  Mrssalina  was  her  name, 
but  hist  !  1  see  him  jrunder  through  the 

tivcs. 
Walking  as  in  a  dream. 

I  km  C,  He  comes  this  waj. 

i/jrp.  It  has  been  truljr  said  bjr  some  wise 


That  monejr,  grief,  and  love  cannot  be  hid- 
den. 

(JTiOrr  VirraaiAJi  im/rvni.) 

Viei.  Wherr'er   thjr  strp   has  passed  is 
holy  grcMind  I 
These  grows  are  sacred  t     I  behold  thre 

walking 
Under  thrsc  shadowy  treca,  where  we  have 

walked 
At  eTrning,  and  I  ferl  thir  presence  now  ; 
Feel  that  the  place  has  taken  a  charm  from 

th«*e. 
And  is  forever  hallowed. 

iiwp  Mark  him  well ! 

See  \h*w  he  ntndt-s  awav  with  lordlv  air, 
Like  that  udd  ruest  of  stone,  that  grim 

(*«imniftmTer 
Who  comen  t4>  sup  with  Juan  in  the  pinj. 
I  km  C.  What  bo  !  Victorian  t 
//yp.  Wilt  thcHi  sup  with  us  ? 

Virt.  HoU  I  amigos !    Faith,  I  did  not 
u*v  Ton. 
Iliiw  f  am  Don  CarliM  ? 

Aim  i\  At  your  serrire  ever. 

Vict.  How  is  that  young  and  grren-ryed 
(tsditana 
That  yim  both  wot  of  ? 

I  km  C.  Ay.  soft,  emerald  eyes  I 

SIh*  \\a%  gone  bark  to  Cadii. 

tiftp-  Ay  de  mf ! 

I'lrf.  YiHi  an*  much  to  blame  for  letting 
hrr  gii  liark 
A  prrttv  girl  ;  and  in  her  temirr  eye* 
Just  I  tint  «4ift  ftliAflr  of  grrru  we  Miuietimes 


In  evrning  ■kit**. 

//vr  I^*>t,  speaking  of  green  eye«, 

Arr  thine  grren  ? 

Ti^  Not  a  whit     Whvi? 

U$p.  1  think 


The  slightest  shade  of  giMB  wonld  htl 

coming, 
For  thou  art  jealous. 

Via.  No^  I  MB  Ml  Ha 

Hffp,  Thou  shouldti  be. 

Tier.  Why  ? 

i/jr/>.  Beeaaie  thou  art  in  Isi 

And  they  who  are  in  love  are  always  JMh 
Therefore  thou  shouldst  be. 

Vict.  Marrr,  is  tte  si 

Farewell  ;  I  am  in  haste.     hrswuB,  ll 

Carlos. 
Thou  sayest  I  should  he  jeaJoni  f 

//jfp.  Ay,  b  In 

I  fear  there  b  reason.  Be  upon  thy  mi 
I  hear  it  whiAperrd  thst  the  Co«M  of  U 
Lays  siege  to  the  same  citadeL 

Vict.  ladMil 

Then  he  will  have  hb  labor  for  Ua  paia 

Hjfp.  He  does  not  think  so^  aad  0 
Carlos  telb  me 
He  boasts  of  hi*  success. 

Vict.  How  s  this.  Dm  (Mi 

/>on  C.  Some  hints  of  it  I  haard  fai 
hb  own  lips. 
He  spoke  but  lightly  of  the  lady'a 
As  a  gay  man  might  speak. 

V%ct.  Death  and 

1 11  cut  hb  King  t«ingue  out  of  hb  BMil 
And  throw  it  to  u\j  dog  !  But,  no^  M^  I 
This  cannot  be.  \  ou  jest,  indeed  y«a  Ji 
Trifle  with  me  no  more.  For  oCherwiH 
We  are  no  longer  friends.     And  s^  fi 

well  !  (i 

ii}fp.  Ndw   what  a  coil  b  htra  I     1 

Avenging  (*hild 
Hunting  the  trait«ir  Quadros  to  hb 
And  the   great   Moor  Calaynoa, 

rude 
To  Pari«  for  the  ears  of  Oliver. 
Were   nothing  to  him!      O   hot* I 

ytmth  I 
Hut  come;  we  will  not  follow.     LtlliJ 
The  crt>wil  tliat  |iours  into  the  IVado^  Tk 
We  nhall  Ami  merrier  tminpany  ;  I  SM 
llie  MariahmiiM  ami  the  Almavivai^ 
.Vnd  fifty  faoji.  that  beckim  me  alrsadr. 


I.AftA  9nt**a  ti*\i^  fcwyorrwrW 


raft.        n§ 


I 


/Ver.   (r«i./f). 

All  Afv  •l^tfpinc. 
Thoo,  thoaualy 


heart! 
t 
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Hei^t  I  wiah  Victorutn  were  here. 
I  kwir  not  what  it  is  makes  me  so  restless  1 
{The  bird  sings.) 

Thaa  little  prisoner  with  thy  motley  coat, 
Hat  from  thy  yaulted,  wiry  dungeon  sing- 

esty 
lib  thee  I  am  a  captive,  and,  like  thee, 
1  bfs  a  gentle  jailer.    Lack-a^day  1 

An  are  sleeinn^,  wearr  heart  I 
Thou,  thou  onlV  aieepleBS  art  I 
All  this  thiobbing,  all  this  aching:. 
Evermore  shall  keep  thee  waking, 
For  a  heart  in  sorrow  breaking: 
Thinketh  erer  of  its  smart  I 

IW  tpeakest  truly,  poet  t  and  methinks 

Mflve  hearts  are  breaking  in  this  world  of 
ours 

IW  one  would  say.    In  distant  yillaffes 

And  solitudes  remote,  where  winds  have 
wafted 

Tbd  WbM  seeds  of  love,  or  birds  of  pas- 
sage 

Seittered  them  in  their  flight,  do  they  take 
root. 

And  now  in  silence,  and  in  silence  perish. 

Wbo  iiMrs  the  falling  of  the  forest  leaf  ?  * 

Or  who  takes  note  of  every  flower  that 
dies? 

BtaAo  t  I  wish  Victorian  would  come. 

Dokrat 

UWiilf  lay  down  her  beok^  andpereHvet  the  Oomrr.) 

Ha! 
lani.  Se&ora,  pardon  me  I 

Pnc  How 's  this  ?    Dolores  I 
lors.  Pardon  me  — 

htc  Dolores  I 

lorn.  Be  not  alarmed  ;  I  found  no  one 
in  waiting. 
If  I  have  been  too  bold  — 
'Vee.  (turning  her  back  upon  him).    You 
are  too  bold  I 
Retire  I  retire,  and  leave  me  I 

^•m.  My  dear  lady, 

'Hit  hear  me  I     I  beseech  you,  let  me 

speak  I 
^  » for  vour  good  I  come. 
«Vi8c  (turning  toward  him  with  indigna- 
tion).     Begone  1  begone  1 
^  are  the  Count  of  Lara,  but  your  deeds 
^oold  make  the  statues  of  your  ancestors 
^«uh  on    their   tombs  1      Is  it  Castilian 

honor, 
I*  it  Castilian  prido;  to  steal  in  here 
^Poo  a  friendless  girl,  to  do  her  wrong  ? 


Oh  shame  !   shame  1  shame  1  that  you,  a 

nobleman. 
Should  be  so  little  noble  in  your  thoughts 
As  to  send  jewels  here  to  wm  my  love. 
And  think  to  buy  my  honor  with  your  gold! 
I  have  no  words  to  tell  you  how  I  scorn 

you! 
Begone  1  The  sight  of  you  is  hateful  to  me! 
Begone,  I  sav  ! 

Lara,        Be  calm  ;  I  will  not  harm  you. 
Prec.  Because  you  dare  not. 
Lara,  I  dare  anything  I 

Therefore  beware  !    You  are  deceived  in 

me. 
In  this  false  world,  we  do  not  always  know 
Who  are  our  friends  and  who  our  enemies. 
We  all  have  enemies,  and  all  need  friends. 
Even  you,  fair  Preciosa,  here  at  court 
Have  foes,  who  seek  to  wrong  you. 

Prec,  If  to  this 

I  owe  the  honor  of  the  present  visit. 
You  might  have  spared  the  coming.    Hav- 
ing spoken. 
Once  more  I  beg  you,  leave  me  to  myself. 
Lara,  I  thought  it  but  a  friendly  part  to 
tell  you 
What  strange  reports  are  current  here  in 

town. 
For  my  own  self,  I  do  not  credit  them  ; 
But  there  are  many  who,  not  knowing  you, 
Will  lend  a  readier  ear. 

Prec,  There  was  no  need 

That  you  should  take  upon  yourself  the 

duty 
Of  telling  me  these  tales. 

Lara,  Malicious  tongues 

Are  ever  busy  with  your  name. 

Prec,  Alas  I 

I  've  no  protectors.     I  am  a  poor  girl. 
Exposed  to  insults  and  unfeeling  iest. 
They  wound  me,  yet  I  cannot  shield  my- 
self. 
I  give  no  cause  for  these  reports.    I  live 
Retired  ;  am  visited  by  none. 

Lara,  By  none  ? 

Oh,  then,  indeed,  you  are  much  wronged  ! 
Prec,  How  mean  you  ? 

Lara,  Nay,  nay  ;  I  will  not  wound  youi 
gentle  soul 
By  the  report  of  idle  tales. 

Prec,  Speak  out ! 

What  are  these  idle  tales  ?     You  need  not 
spare  me. 
Lara.  I  will  deal  frankly  with  you.  Par- 
don me : 
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ni*  window,  m  I  think,  looks  towanb  the 

■tiv«t. 
And  this  into  the  Pndo,  does  it  not  7 
In  jon  high   bouse,   bc^roud    the    garden 

wnll,— 
Too  see   the   roof  there  just    above   the 


Thera  liYes  a  friend,  who  told  me  jester- 

dar. 
That  on  a  certain  night,  —  be  not  offended 
If  1  too  plainW  speak,  —  be  saw  a  iimn 
Climb  to  vour  chamber  window.     You  are 

silvut  ! 
I  would  Dtit  blame  vou,  being  joung  and 

fair  — 

iH0  trift  !•  fwtbranf  kfr.     /fA#  «f<irf«  Mrl,  and  drmr*  « 

Free,  Beware  1    bewarv  1     I  am  a  Ojpsy 
girll 
Lay  not  vour  hand  upon   me.     One  step 

nearer 
And  I  will  stnke  I 

Lara.  IVsv  yon,  put  up  that  dagger. 

Fear  uut. 

Prtc.  1  do  not  fear.     I  have  a  heart 
In  whose  fetrviigth  I  can  trust. 

Ixura,  likteu  to  me. 

I  come  here  as  your  friend.  —  I  am  your 

friend,  — 
And  by  a  single  word  can  put  a  stop 
To  all  those  idle  fairs,  and  make  y«Hjr  name 
8poUess  SA  lilit's  are.     Here  on  my  knees, 
>air  IVrciosa  !  on  my  knees  I  swear, 
I  love  vou  even  to  madness,  ami  that  love 
Has  driven  me  to  break  the  rules  of  cus- 

tt  111, 
And  furrr  myself  unasked  into  your  pres- 
eiM-e. 

Frtc.  Ki*4*,  (*ount  of  l«ani !     That  is  n«>t 

the  pUi^ 
For  such  MA  vtHi  are.     It  KiN<«me«  vou  not 
Tu  kDe«*l  brfiirr  me.     I  am  strangely  movnl 
To  see  cfii«*  of    your   rank    thus    low    •ml 

humbled  ; 
For  your  sake  I  will  put  a«i«le  nil  angrr. 
All  unkind  ferlini*,  all  (li«likr,  ami  itprak 
In  grntl«*iM**«,  m%  iiimt  lM*rf»iiir*  a  woman. 
And  a*  my  brart  imw  iirumptA  uie      1  iu> 

mitrr 
Will  hatf*  vtHi,  fnr  «ll  h-Ktr  i%  painful  in  mr. 
But  if.  witbfiul  «»ffriMliii^  incvirvtv 
And  that  rr^rrtr  which  i«  •  winnaii's  f;h>ry, 
I  may  i|>rak  freely,  I  will  teach  my  heart 
To  low  you. 


Lara.  O  sweet  angel  I 

Free.  Ay»  in  tni 

Far  better  than  you  love  ^ooimu  nr  mt, 
Lara.  Give  me  soma  sign  of  lldi|<— ll 
ilightvstt  token. 
Let  me  but  kiss  your  hand  t 

Frtc.  Nay,  oooM  mo  ■■■ 

The  words  I  utter  are  its  sign  and  lobf& 
Misunderstand  me  not  I    Be  not  dee«iii 
The  love  wherewith  I  lore  yon  b  not  Mil 
As  you  would  offer  me.     For  ynn  cm 

here 
To  take  from  me  the  only  thing  I  hnvti 
My   honor.     You  are   wealthy,  yon  In 

friends 
And  kimlred,  and  a  thousand  pleasant  hipi 
That  fill  ycMir  heart  with  hanpinesa  ;  hiA  1 
Am   poor,  and  friendless,  naring  bnt  m 

treasure. 
And  you  would  take  that  from  BM,  ud  I 
what? 
I  To  flatter  your  own  vanity,  and  nnkt  WM 
What  you  would   most  despise.     Ohprf 
such  love, 
'  That  seeks  to  harm  me,  cnnnol  bt  IP 
I  love. 

;  Indeed  it  caannt.     But  my  lore  foryn 
Is  of  a  different  kind.     It  seeks  yow  gM 
j  It  is  a  holier  feeling.     It  rebukes 
'  Your  earthly  pa^^ion,  your  unchaste 
And  bidi4  you  ItMik  into  your  heart. 
How  you  do  wrong  that  better 

vou, 
And  grieve  your  stml  with  sin. 

Litm  I  swear  tnfi 

I  would  not  harm  you  ;  I  would  only  m 

vou. 
I  would  not  take  %our  honor,  hut  rMh 

•  e 

it, 
.Vml  in  rvtum  I  ask  bn!  sonit*  slight  mu 
\H  your  affvction.     It  u.ilerd  you  h>ve I 
As  \i»u  f*onf«'^A  vou  do,  oh,  let  me  thns 
With  thi*  riiihnu-e  — 

Vtii.  (riuAiny   forv^ni).     Hold  I   kal 
Tlii«  i^  tcM>  inuoh. 
What  ni«*aii«  thi<»  outragr  ? 

/.«ifti.  Firtt,  what  right  have  } 

To  ijuestiun  thus  a  noblrman  of  Spain? 
I  Mf .  I  toil   am    ooblr.  and   yon  an 
murr  ? 
Out  of  my  *i^ht  ! 

ijam.  Are  yon  the  master  hrr 

Vut.  Ay,  lM*re  an<l  elsewhere,  when  I 
wr«in^  of  others 
i  Gives  me  the  nght ! 
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Prte,  {to  La&a).    Go  I   I  beseech  you, 
go! 

Fid  I  shall    have  business  with  you, 
Coant,uionl  ' 

Zona.  Yoa  cannot  come  too  soon  I     {.EsU. 

Pnc  Victorian  1 

Ob,  we  haT6  been  betnnred  I 

VkL  Ha  I  ha  !  betrayed  f 

Til  I  have  been  betrayed,  not  we  I  —  not 
wel 

Free,  Dost  thou  imagine  — 

VieL  I  imagine  nothing  ; 

1 166  how  't  is  thou  whilest  the  time  away 
When  I  am  gone  I 

Free  Oh,  speak  not  in  that  tone  1 

It  woonds  me  deeply. 

VieL  *T  was  not  meant  to  flatter. 

Free,  Too  well  thou  knowest  the  pres- 
ence of  that  man 
Iiktefnltome  I 

yicL  Yet  I  saw  thee  stand 

isd  listen  to  him,  when  he  told  his  Iotc. 

Free,  I  did  not  heed  his  words. 

VicL  Indeed  thou  didst, 

iad  aosweredst  them  with  love. 

Fne,  Hadst  thou  heard  all  — 

Fid  I  heard  enough. 

Frte,  Be  not  so  angry  with  me. 

Fid  I  am  not  angry  ;  I  am  very  calm. 

Free.  If  thou  wilt  let  me  speak  — 

Viet,  ^*Z»  ^y  "®  more. 

I  bow  too  much  already.     Thou  art  false  1 
*^  Dot  like  these  Gypsy  marriages  I 
Where  is  the  ring  I  gave^  thee  ? 

Free,  In  my  casket. 

Fid  There  let  it  rest  I     I  would  not 
have  thee  wear  it : 
1  thought  thee  spotless,  and  thou  art  pol- 
luted I 

Free,  I  call  the  Heavens  to  witness  — 
m  ^^»  Nay,  nay,  nay  I 

^sIk  not  the  name  of  Heaven  upon  thy 

•"••y  are  forsworn  I 
yiBc  Victorian  I  dear  Victorian  I 

Ficr.  I  gave  up  all  for  thee  ;  myself,  my 

*y  hopes  of  fortune,  ay,  my  verv  soul  ! 
And  thou  hast  been  my  ruin  I    Now,  go  on! 
*j*JJgh  at  my  folly  with  thy  paramour 
^  Bitting  on  the  Count  of  Liara's  knee, 
*7  what  a  poor,  fond  fool  Victorian  was  I 
[B€  ctuU  her  from  him  and  rtuhet  otit) 
Free,  And  this  from  thee  ! 
(JSeene  doses.) 


Scnra  \.  —  The  Gouvr  or  Laba*b  rooms.    Enter  the 

GOUXT. 

Lara.  There  's  nothing  in  this  world  so 
sweet  as  love, 
And  next  to  love  the  sweetest  thing  is  hate  I 
I  've  learned  to  hate,  and  therefore  am  re> 

venged. 
A  silly  girl  to  play  the  prude  with  me  I 
The  fire  that  I  have  kindled  — 
(Enter  Fbamoooo.) 

Well,  Francisco, 
What  tidings  from  Don  Juan  ? 

-Fran.  Grood,  my  lord  ; 

He  will  be  present. 
Lara,  And  the  Duke  of  Lermos  I 

Fran,  Was  not  at  home. 
Lara,  How  with  the  rest  ? 

Fran,  1  Ve  found 

The  men  you  wanted.  They  will  all  be  there, 
And  at  the  given  signal  raise  a  whirlwind 
Of  such  discordant  noises,  that  the  dance 
Must  cease  for  lack  of  music. 

Lara,  Bravely  done. 

Ah  I  little  dost  thou  dream,  sweet  Preciosa, 
What  lies  in  wait  for  thee.     Sleep  shall  not 

close 
Thine  eyes  this  night  1    Give  me  my  cloak 
and  sword.  {ExeunL 

8oBn  TL—A  retired  spot  beyond  the  city  gates.    Ef^ 
ter  VicTOKiAjr  and  Httouto. 

Vict,  Oh  shame  I    Oh  shame  1    Why  do 

I  walk  abroad 
By  daylight,  when  the  very  sunshine  mocks 

me. 
And  voices,  and  familiar  sights  and  sounds 
Cry,  «  Hide  thyself  I "     Oh,  what  a  thin 

partition 
Doth  shut  out  from  the  curious  world  the 

knowledc^ 
Of  evil  deeds  that  have  been  done  in  dark- 
ness I 
Disgrace  has  many  tongues.    My  fears  are 

windows. 
Through    which    all    eyes    seem    gazing. 

Every  face 
Expresses  some  suspicion  of  my  shame. 
And  in  derision  seems  to  smile  at  me  t 
Hyp.  Did  I  not  caution  thee?    Did  I 

not  tell  thee 
I  was  but  half  persuaded  of  her  virtue  ? 
Vict.  And  yet,    Hypolito,  we  may  be 

wrong. 
We  may  be  over-hasty  in  condemning  ! 
The  Count  of  Lara  is  a  cursed  villain. 
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Hfp.  And  tbervfort  b  tlw  oanM,  kmnf  '      Hffp.  Encmi^h  !    Ltl  it  mmI  hu%  1   T 


him* 
8he  doM  Bol  lore  him  t    "T  ii  f  or 
gold  !  for  fold  t 
ffjUp.  At,  but  rememberi  in  the  public 
streets 
Be  thowi  a  golden  ring  the  Gji^y  gmre 

him, 
A  serpent  with  a  mbj  in  its  month. 

VidL  She  hnd  that  ring  from  me  I  God  1 
she  u  false  ; 
Bat  I   will   be  revenged  I     The  hour  is 


uiT 


Where  stajs  the  coward  ? 

//jrp.  Nay,  be  is  no  coward  ; 

A  Ttllain,  if  thou  wilt,  but  not  a  coward. 


Count  of  Lara 
Has  shown  himself  a  bniTe 

torian 

A  generous  one,  as  erer.     Kow  bt  Mni 
Put  up  your  swords  ;  for,  to  speak  hmk 

to  TOU, 

Your  cause*  of  quarrel  is  too  slight  a  lli^ 

To  more  you  to  extremes. 

Lara.  I  am  oealnl 

I  sought  no  quarrel.     A  few  hasty  weidi 

Spoken  in  the  heat  of  blood,  have  Isi 
thit. 
Viet,  Kar,  something  more  than  thii 
Lara,  I  uodefataBdjK 

Therein  I  did  not  mean  to  cross  jonr  pi 


I  *▼•  seen  him  play  with  swords  ;  it  is  his  ,  To  me  thr  door  stood  open,  as  to  othna 


pasCtme. 
And  therefore  be  not  orer-conftdent. 
He  11  task  thy  skill  anon.     Look,  here  he 

comes. 

Xrora.  Good  evening,  gentlemen. 

Hyp*  Gwid  erening.  Count. 

Lara,  I  trust  I  have  not  kept  you  long 

in  waiting. 
Viet.  Not  long,  and  yet  too  long.    Are 

you  prrpared  ? 
Lara.  I  am. 

Hyp,        It  grieves  me  much  to  see  this 
quarrel 
Between  you,  gentlemen.     Is  there  no  way 
Left  open  to  accord  this  difference. 
But  ^ou  must  make  one  with  your  swords  ? 
Virr.  No  I  none  I 

I  do  entreat  thee,  dear  llypolito. 
Stand  not  between  me  and  my  foe.    Too 

long 
Onr    tongues    have    spoken.     Let    these 

tongues  of  steel 
Rod  our  debate.      I'pon  your  guard.  Sir 
(*ounL 


|A#C 


.) 


Toor  life   is  mine  ;  and   what  shall   now 

withhold  me 
From  sending  your  vile  soul  to  its  an- 
count  ? 
Lara,  .^^trike  I  strike  ! 
Kirf.    You   are   disarmed.      I    will   not 
kill  you. 
I  win   ncH   murder   you.     Take   up  your 
swunl. 

lAtf  CnrvT  Am 


But,   had   I    known   the  girl  btloogtd 

yon. 
Never  would  I  have  sought  to  wia  hwin 

yon. 
The  truth  stands  now  revealed ;  tht  I 

been  false 
To  both  of  us. 

Via.  Av,  falseashenhHlfl 

Lara.  In  truth,  f  did  not  seek  hw;! 
sought  me  ; 
And  told  me  how  to  win  her,  telli^  «t 
The   hours    when  she  was    ofttatsl  I 
alone. 
Fief.  Say,  can  yon  prove  this  to  ■ 
Oh,*  pluck  out 
These  awful  doubts,  that  goad  mm  I 

madness ! 
Let  me  know  all !  aU  !  all  I 

Lara,  You  shall  know  i 

Here  is  my  page,  who  was  the  mtsssngi 
Between  us.    t^urktion  him.    Was  it  Mt 
Francisco  ? 
Fran,  Ay,  my  lord. 

Lara,  If  farther  pv 

Is  needful,  I  have  here  a  ring  she  gate  i 
I'acf.   I'ray  Irt  me  see  that  riag  I    I 
the  same  I 

Thus  nisv  itlir  prrish  nho  once  woes  ll 

fine! 
Thns  do  I  spurn  her  from   me ;  dn  ti 

trampir 
Her   meniorv    in   the  dust ! 

Ur..' 
He   biith   hsvr   been   abused, 

abusMl  ! 
I  thank  yiiu  tor  yoor  oourtesy  aad  b0 


O  C 
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Ikngfa,  like  the   surgeon's  hand,  yours 

£▼0  me  pain, 
I  coxed  my  blindness,  and  I  thank 
yon. 
I  mm  can  see  the  folly  I  have  done, 
Though 't  is,  alas  I  too  late.    So  fare  yon 

weUt 
Tofiigfat  I  leaye  this  hateful  town  forever. 
Regud  me  as  yoor   friend.    Once  more 
fsrewell  I 
flfp.  Farewell,  Sir  Count 

lExeuni  YvmaajLa  and  Httouio. 

Lara,  Farewell  I  farewell !  farewell  I 
lbs  have  I  cleared  the  field  of  my  worst 

foot 
I  bsfe  none  else  to  fear  ;  the  fight  is  done, 
Tbd  eitadel  is  stormed,  the  victory  won  ! 

IBxii  with  FiAiroxsoo. 

tan  YIL  —  A  toM  im  ikt  tu^rbs.     Night.     Enter 
Omv%ADo  and  BAMemoML 

Cm.  And  so,  Bartolomd,  the  expedition 
fnled.  Bat  where  wast  thou  for  the  most 
ptrt? 

BarL  In  the  Gnadarrama  mountains, 
Mtr  Ssn  Udef  onso. 

Cms.  And  thou  briogest  nothing  back 
vitb  thee  ?    Didst  thou  rob  no  one  ? 

Bat  There  was  no  one  to  rob,  save  a 
fttjj  of  students  from  Segovia,  who  looked 
Mil  they  would  rob  us  ;  and  a  jolly  little 
fritr,  who  had  nothing  in  his  pockets  but 
i  muial  and  a  loaf  of  bread. 

Cruz.  Pray,  then,  what  brings  thee  back 
to  Madrid? 

Barf.  First  tell  me  what  keeps  thee  here  ? 

Cruz.  Preciosa. 

Bart.  And  she  brings  me  back.  Hast 
t^  forsotten  thy  promise  ? 

Oio.  The  two  years  are  not  passed  yet 
Watt  patiently.    The  girl  shall  be  thine. 

Bart  1  hear  she  has  a  Busnd  lover. 

Cruz.  That  is  nothing. 

Bart  I  do  not  like  it  I  hate  him, — 
^  ion  of  a  Busn^  harlot.  He  goes  in 
*^  out,  and  speaks  with  her  alone,  and  I 
^'^  itand  aside,  and  wait  his  pleasure. 

Cruz,  Be  patient,  I  say.  Thou  shalt  have 
%  revenge.  When  the  time  comes,  thou 
*»U  wayUy  him. 

Biirf.  Meanwhile,  show  me  her  house. 

Cruz.  Come  this  way.  But  thou  wilt  not 
*°^  ber.    She  dances  at  the  play  to-night. 

Bort.  No  matter.    Show  me  the  house. 

ISxtmL 


Bom  Yin.  —  The  Theatre.  The  orchestra  plays  the 
eaehueha,  Sound  of  oatianets  behind  the  scenes. 
The  eutiain  rises,  and  discovers  Pskkma  in  the 
attitude  nf  commeneing  the  dance.  The  caehueha. 
TumuU/Msses;  cries  of  *'  Braoa  r*and  ^^Afu/srat  ** 
She  falters  and  pauses.  The  wusie  stops.  Oemerai 
conifiision.    FtaaoeA/a^Us, 


Sosn  DL  —  The  Coumr  ov  Laba'b  chamtbers,    JjMML 
and  his  friends  at  supper. 

Lara.  So,  Caballeros,  once  more  many 
thanks ! 
You  have  stood  by  me  bravely  in  this  mat- 
ter. 
Pray  fill  your  glasses. 

Don  J.  Did  you  mark,  Don  Luis, 

How  pale  she  looked,  when  first  the  noise 

began. 
And  then  stood  still,  with  her  large  eyes 

dilated  1 
Her  nostrils  spread  t  her  lips  apart  I  her 

bosom 
Tumultuous  as  the  sea  t 
Don  L.  I  pitied  her. 

Lara.  Her  pride  is  humbled ;  and  this 
very  night 
I  mean  to  visit  her. 
Don  J.  Will  yon  serenade  her? 

Lara.   No  music  1  no  more  music ! 
Don  L.  Why  not  music  ? 

It  softens  many  hearts. 

Lara.  Not  in  the  humor 

She  now   is    in.    Music    would    madden 
her. 
Don  J.  Try  golden  cymbals. 
Don  L.  Yes,  try  Don  Dinero ; 

A  mighty  wooer  is  your  Don  Dinero. 
Lara.  To  tell  the  truth,  then,  I  have 
bribed  her  maid. 
But,  Caballeros,  you  dislike  this  wine. 
A  bumper  and  away  ;  for  the  night  wears. 
A  health  to  Preciosa. 

{They  rise  and  drink.) 

All.  Preciosa. 

Lara  (holding  up  his  flass).  Thou  bright 
and  flaming  minister  of  Love ! 

Thou  wonderful  magician  !  who  hast  stolen 

My  secret  from  me,  and  'mid  sighs  of  pas- 
sion 

Caught  from  my  lips,  with  red  and  fiery 
tongue, 

Her  precious  name  !   Oh  nevermore  hence- 
forth 

Shall  mortal  lips  press  thine ;  and  never- 
more 
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A  mortal  name  be  whispered  in  tkiiM  ear. 
Go  I  keep  my  lecret  t 

Dem  J,  Ite  I  miMa  est  I 

(Sttmt  ficses.) 

Bom  Z.  —  Strret  nnH  ^nUm  w^.    ytgkL     Mmttr 
Cai'&Aiio  mmd  UAKraumL 

Cntz,  This  is  the  gmrdcn  wall,  and  above 
it,  jonder,  is  her  Imnisc.  The  window  in 
wbieb  tbou  seest  tbe  light  is  her  window. 
But  we  will  not  go  in  now. 

Bart,  Why  uuc  ? 

Cruz,  Became  she  is  not  at  home. 

Bart.  No  matter  ;  we  can  wait  But 
how  is  this  ?  The  gate  is  bolted.  (Sound 
of  g%uiar$  and  voices  in  a  neighboring  tireet.) 
Hark  I  There  comes  her  lover  with  his 
iaiemal  serenade  I     Hark  I 

Ootid  Bicht!    Good  Bifht,  WloTsd  I 

1  oumv  Ui  wateh  o*er  thrr  I 
To  br  nrar  thc«,  —  to  b«  near  thM, 

Akaw  is  pgaw  for  me. 

Thine  wj^m  arp  stara  oi  monuaip. 
Thy  hns  arp  crimsoa  flowrrit 

Good  night  I    Good  night,  brlovcd. 
While  I  eonat  the  weary  boors. 

Cmz.  They  are  not  coming  this  way. 
Bart.  Wait,  they  begin  again. 


loro.  The  gate  b  fast.    <>r«r  tl 

Francisco, 
And  draw  the  bolt   Thera,  to^  «id 

over. 
Now,  gentlemen,  eona  b^  wmd  k 

scale 
Yon  balcony.     How  now  f    Bar  ^| 

bums. 
More  warily.     Make  lut  tha  fMi^ 

Cisco. 
{Emwrnt.  Rtiiuttr  Cwe%A90  mmi  %un&U 
Bart.  They  went  in  at  tbe  gala. 
I  hear   them   in   the  garden.     ( T\ 
gale.)   Bolted  again  1  YivaCrislot 
me  over  the  wmll. 

{Tkep  Himk  the  mott.} 


XI.   -  PsanotA*!  bedrkmmher.    JVMh^ 


sono  (coming 


) 


Ah  !  tlwMi  moon  that 

Anp*nt-«War  abov^ ! 
All  niaht  lung  ralight«« 

My  sveei  lAdy-love ; 

Muoa  that  shuM«t, 
All  aaght  loog  eaUghtea  t 

Bart.  Woe  be  to  hiiu,  if  he  cooiea  this 
way! 

Cr%tx.  Be  quiet,  they  are  passing  down 
the  street 

SONO  idjfing  awaffi 

Tli^  aeoa  in  iK^  rlniatrr 

Nuag  Itia-Arh  (iChrr  ; 
Ifint  w»  niaay  aMtcffv 

U  ihrff*  lin€  ciar  hftithrr  ! 
Av.  f«ir  lhf>  parfridr**.  nmchrr  ! 

Yb*  rat  haa  run  away  with  tha  parihdgr  ! 


Bart.  F«>now  that !   follow  that  I   Come 
with  me.     Pu%s  !  puss  ! 


Lama  uft.f  gt^ttmtm  woA  FaAanwo.) 


Dot.  She  sleeps  at  Ust ! 
{Opm»tk»»tmi9m,mm 

All  siknl  in  tka 
And  in  the  garden.     Hark  I 

Prer.  (in  ker  fieep),       I  OHMl  go 
Give  nie  mv  cloak  I 

Dot.       fie  comes  I    Ihcarhiafoi 
Prtc.  Go  trll  them  thai  I  cauol 
to-night  ; 
I   am  too  ill!     Look  at  mat     fi 

fever 
That  bums  upon  my  chcaki    I  ■ 

hence. 
I  am  too  weak  to  dance. 

!       Dpi,  (from  the  wtndov).    Who  *• 
Vmce  (from  Mtnc).  A 

Doi.  I  will  undo  the  door.    Wai 

come. 
Prer.  1  roust  go  bene*.     I  pn^  ; 
not  bans  me  ! 
Shame  t  shame  I  to  treat  a  faabia 

thu«! 
Be  you  but  kind,  I  wiU  do  aU  Ikn 

you, 
I  'm  ready  now,  —  give  me  my 
Where   is'  Victonan?     Oh, 

lam|>ft  ! 
They  glare  upon  roe  like  an  evil  aya. 
I  cannot  nta\.     Hark  !  how  they  ■ 

roe  ! 
Tbry  hiM  at  mr  like  serpents  I     6a^ 
save  roe  ! 

How  Ute  is  It,  Dolores  ? 
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DoL  It  18  midnight. 

Prtc*  We  most  be  patient.     Smooth  this 
pillow  for  me. 
(lkiMpt«fi8i».    Ifcim  JHnn  the  garden,  and  voices.) 
Voice.  Mneral 

iMCkcr  voice.  O  villains !  villains  1 
lun.  So  !  have  at  you  I 

Voice,  Take  that  I 

Lara.  Oh,  I  am  wounded  1 

DoL  (tkttUmg  the  window).    Jesu  Maria  1 


ACT  III 


a  wood.    In  the  back' 
re.    ViciosxAS  and  Ht- 


%anL  —  Aeroe$^rood 
/rmmda  distant  village 

KQUSO,  as  travelling  studtenU,  with  guitars^  sitting 
mkr  Ike  trees.    Hnouro  plays  and  sings. 


80NO 


Ah,  LoTe  I 
FBrjmed,  false,  treaoheroos  Loye  1 

Edcod^ 
Of  all  that  tnanlriiMl  may  not  me  I 

Mostuntme 


To  Inm  who  kee^  most  faith  with  thee. 

Woe  IS  me ! 
Tbs  faleoo  has  the  eyes  of  the  dove. 

AJi,  LoTe  I 
BBJued,  fidse,  treacherous  Love  I 

Vict  Yes,  Love  is  ever  busy  with  his 
shuttle, 
Ii  ever  weaving  into  life's  dull  warp 
Biigfat,  rorgeous  flowers  and  scenes  Arca- 
dian; 
Hanging  our  gloomy  prison-house  about 
With  tapestries,  that  make  its  walls  dilate 
Ib  sefer-ending  vistas  of  delight. 
H|p.  Thinking  to  walk  in  tm>se  Arcadian 
pastures, 
1^  bast  ran  thy  noble  head  against  the 
walL 

80NO  {continued) 

Thy  deceits 
wre  ns  dearly  to  comprehend, 

Whither  tend 
AH  thy  pleasures,  all  thy  sweets ! 

They  are  cheats. 
Thorns  below  and  flowers  above. 

^  Ah,  Love  I 

Perjured,  false,  treacherous  Love  I 

'^  A  very  pretty  song.     I  thank  thee 
for  it. 

^fp.  It  suits  thy  case. 
^^  Indeed,  I  think  it  does. 

'^  wiae  man  wrote  it  ? 

^Ip.  Lopez  Maldonado. 


Vict.  In  truth,  a  pretty  song. 

Hyp,  With  much  truth  in  it. 

I  hope  thou  wilt  profit  by  it ;  and  in  earnest 

Try  to  forget  this  lady  of  thy  love. 

Vict,  I  will  forget  her  1    Ail  dear  recol- 
lections 

Pressed  iu  my  heart,  like  flowers  within  a 
book, 

Shall  be  torn  out,  and  scattered  to  the 
winds  1 

I  will  forget  her  I     But  perhaps  hereafter, 

When  she  shall  learn  how  heartless  is  the 
world, 

A  voice  within  her  will  repeat  my  name. 

And  she  will  say,  '<He  was  indeed  my 
friend  I " 

Oh,  would  I  were  a  soldier,  not  a  scholar. 

That  the  loud  march,  the  deafening  beat  of 
drums. 

The  shattering  blast  of  the  brass-throated 
trumpet. 

The  diu  of  arms,  the  onslaught  and  the 
storm, 

And  a  swift  death,  might  make  me  deaf 
forever 

To  the  npbraidings  of  this  foolish  heart ! 
Hyp,  Then  let  that  foolish  heart  upbraid 
no  more  I 

To  conquer  love,  one  need  but  will  to  con- 
quer. 
Fief.  Yet,  good  Hypolito,  it  is  in  vain 

I  throw  into  Oblivion's  sea  the  sword 

That  pierces  me  ;  for,  like  Excalibar, 

With  gemmed  and  flashing  hilt,  it  will  not 
sink. 

There  rises  from  below  a  hand  that  grasps 

And  waves  it  in  the  air  ;  and  wailing  voices 
Axe  heard  along  the  shore. 

Hyp,  And  yet  at  last 

Down  sank  Excalibar  to  rise  no  more. 
This  is  not  well.     In  truth,  it  vexes  me. 
Instead  of  whistling  to  the  steeds  of  Time, 
To  make  them  jog  on  merrily  with  life's 

burden. 
Like  a  dead  weight  thou  hangest  on  the 

wheels. 
Thou  art  too  young,  too  full  of  lusty  health 
To  talk  of  dying. 

Vict.  Yet  I  fain  would  die  I 

To  TO  through  life,  unloving  and  unloved  ; 
To  feel  that  thirst  and  hunger  of  the  soul 
We  cannot  still ;  that  longing,  that  wild 

impulse, 
And  struggle  after  something  we  have  not 
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And  eannot  have  ;  Ui«  effort  to  be  ttroof^ ; 
And,  like  Uie  bpertan  boj,  to  emUe,  msd 

tmila. 
While  leeret  woonde  do  bleed  beaeeth  our 

cloaks ; 
All  thb  the  dead  feel    not,  — the    dead 

alone  I 
Would  1  were  with  them  I 

//jfp.  We  shall  all  be  sooo. 

Vtct.  It  cannot  be  too  sooo ;  lor  1  am 

weary 
Of  the  bewildering  maiquerade  of  Life, 
Where    stranfvrt    walk    as    friends,    and 

friends  as  strangers  ; 
Where   whispers    oTerheard    betraj   false 

hearts ; 

^"^  'dlllS''  ***  ""^ "'  '**'  """^ " 

Some  form  of  loTeliness,  that  smiles,  and 
beckons. 

And  cheats  ns  with  fair  words,  onljr  to  leave 
us 

A  mockery  and  a  Jest ;  maddened,  —  con- 
fused,— 

Not  knowing  friend  from  foe. 
//y/K  Why  leek  to  know  ? 


niojr  the  merrj  shrove-tide  of  thj  youth  ! 

Taae  each  fair  mask  for  what  it  gives  it- 
self. 

Nor  strive  to  look  beneath  it. 

I'lcf.  I  confess. 

That  were  the  wiser  part.     But  Hope  no 
longer 

Comforts  my  soul.     I  am  a  wrrtched  man. 

Much  like  a  poor  and  shtpwrrcked  mariner. 

Who,  ntnigirling  to  climb  up  into  the  boat. 

Has  both  his  bruised  and  bleeding  hands 
cut  off. 

And  sinks  again  into  the  weltering  sea, 

lirlnlr«s  and  hoprkess  I 

// jl7>.  Yet  thou  fthalt  not  perish. 

The  strrngth  of  thine  own  arm  is  thy  salva- 
tion. 

Above    thy   head,  through   rifted   clouds, 
there  shines 

A  glori(Mi«  Btar.     Be  patient.     Trust  thy 
«Ur! 

Vtct.  Avp  Maria  !     I  hrmr  the  Mcri«tan 
Ringing  the  chimea  from    voodrr  village 

belfry  I 
A  Solemn  sound,  that  echoes  far  and  wide 
Ovrr  the  nrd  roofs  of  the  cottaces. 
And  bitU  the  laboring  hind  afield,  the  shep- 

hrr.1. 


Guairding  his  lloek,  the  kmely  an 
And  all  the  crowd  ia  rillagn  alv 

stai. 
And  breathe  a  pray«r  nato  tha  hi 

gini 
Hyp,  Amen  !  amen  I    Not  hal 

from  benoe 
The  Tillage  lies. 

Vict,  This  path  wiU  In 

Over  the  wheat-fields,  where  th 

sail 
Aeroes  the  running  aea,  now  g 

blue. 
And,  like  an  idle  mariner  on  the 
Whistles  the  qoaiL    Come,  let 


Tftmui.     Tk0  Ar^  Marim  ttiii  t9Um§,    '4 
I  yrra,  iri/A  tkeir  kmU  te  tkeir  kmuds,  m$ 

rwr  ptuL     A  dfptg  4mu».     JPMgr  PaS 
6y  Paoso  Cbsmo. 

Pancko,  Make  room,  ya  Taga 
Gypsy  thieves  I 
Make  room  for  the  Alcalde  and 
Ptdro  C,  Keep  sileaee  all  t 
edict  here 
From  our  most  gracious  lord,  tl 

S|Mun, 
Jerusalem,  and  the  Canary  Islaa 
Which  I  shall  publish  in  the  bmu 
Open  your  ears  and  listen  I 

{Bmim  lArc  Pauu  Cvba  «l  Mtf  4mr  ^  k 

Good  day  !  and,  pray  yon,  hear 
read. 
Podrt  C,    Good  day,  and  Go 
you ! 
Pray,  what  is  it  ? 
Pedro  C,  An  act  of  baaishBe 
the  (fypsies  t 
(Ag^al^tm  e%4  wf  wuFt  Im  fit  «vi 

Pancko.  hilcnce  I 
Pedro  C,  (rtods).    «•  I  hereby 
command. 
That   the   Egyptian  and  Chaldi 

Known    by   the    naaie  of   Gypi 

henceforth 
llr  banished  from  the  realm,  as  i 
Ami  bf  gears  ;  simI  if.  after  sevei 
Any  be  f«Himl  within  our  kingdoa 
They  «hall  receive  a  hundred  laa 
'l*be  seioiMl  time,  shall  have  the 
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Tbe  third,  be  sUiTes  for  life  to  him  who 

takes  them, 
Or  burnt  m  heretics.  Signed,  I,  the  King." 
730  miacreants  and  creatures  unbaptized  I 
Tm  hear  tbe  law  I    Obey  and  disappear  1 
Awdko.  And  if  in  seventy  days  you  are 
not  gone, 
Dttd  or  alive  I  make  you  all  my  slaves. 

(fliOMw  M  M/  in  cm^fusioHf  Mhowing  Hgn»  of  fear 
mti  diseantent.    FAMcaofoUows,) 

Pain  C.  A  righteous    law  1      A  very 

righteous  law  1 

Rij  TOUf  sit  down. 

?wo  C.  I  thank  you  heartily. 

(Afl  Ml  tktmadvet  <m  a  bench  at  the  Padsb  Cuea*b 
im,  Seumd  of  guitars  heard  at  a  distance,  ap- 
fmtklmg  during  the  dialogue  which  foUawe,) 

A  foy  righteous  judgment,  as  you  say. 
Hov  tell  me,  Fadire  Cura,  — you  know  all 

things, — 
Bmr  eame  these  Gypsies  into  Spain  ? 

Padre  C.  Why,  look  you  ; 

Thef  eame  with  Hercules  from  Palestine, 
W  heaoe  are  thieves  and  vagrants,  Sir 

Alcalde, 
Ai  the  Simoniacs  from  Simon  Magus. 
Aid,  look  you,  as  Fray  Jayme  Bleda  says, 
Thne  are  a  hundred  marks  to  prove  a 

Moor 
IiBoi  a  Christian,  so  't  is  with  the  Gjrpsies. 
Ihtjr  never  marry,  never  go  to  mass, 
^wr  baptize    their  children,  nor    keep 

Lent, 
Kff  lee  the  inside  of  a  church, — nor  — 

DCMT  — 

Ptiro  C  Good  reasons,  good,  substan- 
tial reasons  all ! 
Vo  oatter  for  the  other  ninety-five, 
^ey  should  be  burnt,  I  see  it  plain  enough, 
*^  should  be  burnt. 

{Snter  Yictosiam  and  E-jtouto  ptaying.) 
Pairt  C.  And  pray,  whom  have  we  here  ? 
Pubro  C.  More    vagrants  I      By    Saint 

Lazarus,  more  vagrants  I 
^Ip.  Good  evening,  gentlemen  I    Is  this 

Gnadarrama? 
'We  C,  "fes,  Gnadarrama,  and  good 

evening  to  you. 
^Xp.  We  seek  the  Padre  Cura  of  the 

'^  judging  from  your  dress  and  rev- 
y.       erend  mien, 

^odrt  C.    I  am.      Pray,  what's   your 
pleasure?  i 


H}fp.  We  are  poor  students  travelling  in 
vacation. 
You  know  this  mark  ? 

{JTouchi$ig  the  wooden  spoon  in  his  hat-band.) 
Padre  C.  (^joyfully).  Ay,  know  it,  and 

have  worn  it. 
Pedro  C.  (aside).  Soup-eaters  I  by  the 
mass  I     The  worst  of  vagrants  I 
And  there's  no  law  against  them.     Sir, 
your  servant.  ,  lEziL 

Padre  C  Your  servant,  Pedro  Crespo. 
Hyp.  Padre  Cura, 

From  tbe  first  moment  I  beheld  your  face, 
I  said  within  myself,  **  This  is  the  man  I  ** 
There  is  a  certain  something  in  your  looks, 
A  certain  scholar-like  and  studious  some- 
thing,— 
Yon  understand,  —  which  cannot  be  mis- 
taken ; 
Which  marks  you  as  a  very  learned  man. 
In  fine,  as  one  of  us. 

Vict,  (aside).  What  impudence  ! 

Hyp.  As  we  approached,  I  said  to  my 
companion, 
**  That    is    tbe    Padre    Cura ;    mark    my 

words  I " 
Meaning  your  Grace.     **  The  other  man," 

saia  I, 
"  Who  sits  so  awkwardly  upon  the  bench. 
Must  be  the  sacristan.'' 

Padre  C.  Ah  I  said  you  so  7 

Why,  that  was  Pedro  Crespo,  the  alcalde  t 
Hyp.  Indeed  !  you  much  astonish  me  ! 
His  air 
Was  not  so  full  of  dignity  and  grace 
As  an  alcalde's  should  be. 

Padre  C.  That  is  true, 

He  's   out  of    humor  with  some   vagrant 

Gypsies, 
Who  have  their  camp  here  in  the  neighbor- 
hood. 
There 's  nothing  so  undignified  as  anger. 
Hyp.  The  Padre  Cura  will  excuse  our 
boldness. 
If,  from  his  well-known  hospitality. 
We  crave  a  lodg^g  for  the  night. 

Padre  C.  I  pray  you  I 

Yon  do  me  honor  !     I  am  but  too  happy 
To  have  such  guests  beneath  my  humble 

roof. 
It  is  not  often  that  I  have  occasion 
To  speak  with  scholars  ;  and  Emtdlit  mareSf 
Nee  sinit  esse  feros^  Cicero  says. 
Hyp.  *T  is  Ovid,  is  it  not  ? 
Padre  C.  No,  Cicero. 
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i/fp.  Your  GmM  b  right.     You  are  Um 
better  tclioUr. 
Now  what  a  dunce  wae  I  to  think  it  Oriii  1 
But  haaf  me  if  it  is  not  1     (AtitU,) 

Padrt  C.  hm  thie  way. 

He  wa*  a  rcry  great  man,  waa  Cieero  1 
Prajr  jou«  go  in*  go  in  1  no  oeremooy. 


lA' 


UL-A 


In   IA«   Tumm  Cnu'i 
lAi  PAiiea  mtf  Uvrouio. 


Ptodrv  C.   So  then,  Sefior,  jou  oome  from 
AlcaU. 
I  am  glad  to  hear  it.    It  wae  there  I  etodied. 

//y/K  And  left  behind  an  honored  name, 
no  doubt. 
How  may  I  call  your  Grace  ? 

Padrt  C,  Gerboimo 

De  ^MUltillana,  at  your  Honor's  eenrice. 

Hfp,  Deeeended  from  the  Marquis  San- 
tillana? 
From  the  dutinguiahed  poet  ? 

Padrt  C  From  the  llarqms. 

Not  from  the  poet. 

Hyp,  ^'liyt  they  were  the  same. 

Let  me  embrace  you  t    Oh,  some  Incky  star 
Has  brought  me  hither  1     Yet  ooee  moce  I 

—  once  more  t 
Your  name  b  ever  green  in  AleaU, 
And  our  professor,  when  we  are  nnmly, 
WUl  shake  hU  hoary  headland  say, «*  Alas ! 


It  was  not  so  in 


Umel" 


Podrt  C.  I  did  not  think  my  name  re- 
membered there. 
Hyp.  More  than  remembered  ;  it  is  idol- 
ised. 
Padrt  C,  Of  what  prof essor  ipeak  yon  T 
Hyp.  Timoneda 

Padrt  C.  I  don't  remember  any  Timo- 
neda. 
Hyp.  \  grave  and  sombre  man,  whoee 
beetling  brow 
CVerhaogs  the  rushing  current  of  his  speech 
As  rucks  oVr  rirers  naog.     IlaTe  you  for- 
gotten ? 
Podrt  C.  Indi^,    I    have.      Oh,    thoee 
wfl>re  plewuuit  daTs, 
Hioee  ct>IIi*ge  daYs  t     f  oeVr  shall  see  the 

Uke! 
I  had  nfK  buried  then  so  many  hopes  ! 
I  had  not  burird  then  so  many  friends  I 
1  'to  tamed   my  back  on  what  waa  then 

before  me  ; 
And  lh«>  bright   fiiree  of  mr  tonng 
paoioos 


I 

I 


Are  wrinkled  like  my  own,  or  nra 

Do  you  remember  CnaTa  f 

Hyp.  CnaTaf 

Podrt  C.  Fool  that  I  am  I    Bm 

fore  your  time* 

You  're  a  mere  boy,  and  I  am  ■■  a 

Hyp,  I  should  not  like  to  try  my 

with  yon. 
PadrtC.  WelUwelL    B«lllbff] 
roust  be  hungry. 
Blartina  1  ho !  Martina  I    Tiaa^ 

(Kmttr  lUSEfnu.) 

Hyp.  You  may  be  prood  of  ana 
as  that 
I  wish  I  had  a  nieea.      BwiM 

(A$id«,) 
He  was  a  rtry  great  man,  waa  Cia 
Your  senrant,  fair  Martina 
Mart.  Sen 

Padre  C  This  gentleman  ia  hui| 
thou  to  it. 
Let  us  haTC  supper. 
Mart.  *T  wiU  ba  TCI 

Padr€  C.  And  bring  a  bottle  of 
de-PeAas 
Out  of  the  ceiUr.    SUy  ;  1 11  go 
Pray  you,  Seftor,  eieose  ma. 

Hyp.  Hist !  : 

One  word  with  you.    Bless  me  I  wl 

some  eyes  t 
To^y  there  haTe  been  Gypaiea  i 

Uge. 
Is  it  not  so  ? 
Mart.      There  haTe  bean  Gypsi 
Hpp.  Yes,  and  haTe  told  Tonr  f 
Mart,  (embarrasged).    Told  my 
Hyp.  Yes,  yes  ;   I  know  they  m 
me  your  hand. 
1 11  tell  you  what  they  Mid.    The 

they  said. 
The  shepherd  boy  that  lorad  y% 

down. 

And  him  you  should  not  martj. 

not? 

Mart.  (tmrtBed).    How  know; 

Hyp.  Oh,  1  know  more  than  tki 

What  a  soft,  litUe  hand  I     And  I 


A  caTalier  from  court. 
And  rich,  should  come 

you. 
And  you  should  be  a  lad 
He  has  arriTed,  the  ' 

{THm  li  Mm  A«r.    5A« 
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Fiet  The  muleteer  has  come. 
Bjgt,  So  800D  ? 

F&  I  found  him 

8itti8|  tt  snpi>er  by  the  tayem  door, 
Aad,  mxm  a  pitcher  that  he  held  aloft 
Hii  whole  arm's  length,  drinking  the  blood- 
ied wine. 
En,  What  news  from  Court  ? 
neL  He     brought    this     letter     only. 
(Reads.) 
Ok,  emahd  perfidy  1     Why  did  I  let 
Tbat  Ijing  tongue  deceive  me  I    Preciosa, 
Sweet  ^reciosa  1  how  art  thou  avenfi^  1 
Bfp.  What  news  is  this,  that  makes  thy 
eheek  turn  pale, 
iad  thy  hand  tremble  ? 

Vid,  Oh,  most  infamous  I 

The  Coimt  of  lAra  is  a  worthless  yiilain  t 
Hm»  That  is  no  news,  forsooth. 
net  He  strove  in  vain 

To  itetl  from  me  the  jewel  of  my  soul. 
The  love  of  Freciosa.    Not  succeeding. 
Be  iwore  to  be  revenged  ;  and  set  on  foot 
A  plot  to  ruin  her,  wmch  has  succeeded, 
fte  his  been  hissed  and  hooted  from  the 

stage, 
Bar  lepuUktion  stained  by  slanderous  lies 
Tee  fool  to  speak  of ;  and,  once  more  a 

beggar, 
fte  roams  a  wanderer  over  God's  green 

earth. 
Hooting  with  Gypsies ! 

En,  To  renew  again 

Ae  Age  of  Gold,  and  make  the  shepherd 

swains 
l^Mperate  with    love,  like    Gasper   Gil's 

Diana. 
BtiUet  Virgo! 

Via.  Dear  Hypolito, 

Hov  have  I  wronged  that  meek,  confiding 

heart ! 
I  vfll  go  seek  for  her  ;  and  with  my  tears 
^•■h  out  the  wrong  I  've  done  her  ! 

^ip.  Oh,  beware  ! 

Aet  iiot  that  folly  o'er  again. 

r«.  Ay,  foU^. 

Uebtion,  madness,  call  it  what  thou  wilt, 
1  will  confess  my  weakness,  —  I  still  love 

^  fondly  love  her  ! 

{Enter  the  Padsb  Cinu.) 

Hjp.  Tell  US,  Padre  Cura, 

^*^  are  these  Gypsies  in  the  neighbor- 
hood? 
^odrt  C  Beltran  Cruzado  and  his  crew. 


Vict.  Kind  Heaven, 

I  thank  thee !    She  is  found  I    is  found 
again  I 
Hyp.  And  have  they  with  them  a  pale, 
beautiful  girl, 
Called  Preciosa  ? 

Pcuire  C.  Ay,  a  pretty  girl. 

The  gentlenum  seems  moved. 

Hyp.  Yes,  moved  with  hunger, 

He  IS  half  famished  with  this  long  day's 

journey. 

Padre  C,  Then,  pray  you,  come  this  way. 

The  supper  waits.  {BxeumL 

SoBHs  rv.  —  A  post-house  on  the  road  to  Segovia^  not 
/ar  from  the  village  of  Ouadarrama.  Enter  Ckuta, 
eraeking  a  whip,  and  tinging  the  caehueha. 

Chispa,  Halloo  I  Don  Fulano  I  Let  us 
have  horses,  and  quicklv.  Alas,  poor  Chi- 
spa t  what  a  doe's  life  dost  thou  lead  !  I 
thought,  when  I  left  my  old  master  Victo- 
rian, the  student,  to  serve  my  new  master 
Don  Carlos,  the  gentleman,  that  I,  too, 
should  lead  the  life  of  a  gentleman  ;  should 
go  to  bed  early,  and  get  up  late.  For  when 
the  abbot  plays  cards,  what  can  you  expect 
of  the  friars  ?  But,  in  running  away  from 
the  thunder,  I  have  run  into  the  lightning. 
Here  I  am  in  hot  chase  after  my  master 
and  his  Gypsy  girl.  And  a  good  beeinnine 
of  the  week  it  is,  as  he  said  who  was  hanged 
on  Monday  morning. 

{Enter  Don  Cablos.) 

Don  C.  Are  not  the  horses  ready  yet  ? 

Chispa.  I  should  think  not,  for  the  host- 
ler seems  to  be  asleep.  Ho  I  within  there  I 
Horses  t  horses  !  horses  !  (He  knocks  at 
the  gate  with  his  whipy  and  enter  Mosquito, 
putting  on  his  jacket.) 

Mosq.  Pray,  have  a  little  patience.  I  'm 
not  a  musket. 

Chispa.  Health  and  pistareens !  I  'm 
glad  to  see  you  come  on  dancing,  padre  I 
Pray,  what 's  the  news  ? 

Mosq.  You  cannot  have  fresh  horses ; 
because  there  are  none. 

Chispa.  Cachiporra  !  Throw  that  bone 
to  another  dog.     Do  I  look  like  your  aunt  ? 

Mosq.  No  ;  she  has  a  beard. 

Chispa.  Go  to  !  ^o  to  ! 

Mosq.  Are  you  from  MadnM  ? 

Chispa.  Yes  ;  and  g^ing  to  Estramadura. 
Get  us  horses. 

Mosq.  What 's  the  news  at  Court  ? 

Chispa.  Why,  the  latest  news  is,  that  I 
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am  guio£  to  Ml  up  a  ooseh,  mad  I  have 
alreadj  ooogbt  the  whip. 

(AtrOM  Ate  rmmd  tk§  Ifft.) 

Momj.  Oh  !  oh  t  jroa  hurt  me  I 

Don  C.  Eoouf^  of  thU  follj.  Let  ui 
bare  bonee.  {Gtets  money  to  Mosqcito.) 
It  u  aloMiet  dark  ;  and  we  are  in  haste. 
But  tell  me,  has  a  band  of 
this  way  of  late  ? 

M0$if.  Yes ;  and  tbej  are  still  in  the 
neighborhood. 

Don  C.  And  where  7 

Alo$q.  AeroM  the  fields  jooder,  in  the 
woods  near  Guadarrama.  [Em. 

Don  C.  Now  this  is  luckj.  We  will 
▼isit  the  Gypsy  camp. 

CkUpa.  Are  you  not  afraid  of  the  evil 
•ye  ?     Have  you  a  stag*s  horn  with  you  ? 

Don  C.  Fear  not.  We  will  pass  the 
night  at  the  village. 

Ckispa.  And  sleep  like  the  Sanirss  of 
Ileman  Dasa,  nine  under  one  blanaet. 

Don  C.  I  hope  we  may  find  the  Preciosa 
amoQ^  them. 

CktMpa.  Among  the  Sonires? 

Don  C.  No ;  among  tae  Gypsies,  block- 
I 

Ckiipa.  I  hope  we  may  ;  for  we  are  giv- 
ing ourselves  trouble  enough  on  her  ae- 
count  Don't  you  think  so?  However, 
there  is  no  catching  trout  witboot  wetting 
ose's  trousers.     Yonder  oome  the  homes. 


T.  —  TW   Ojfptff 

nm  w«l<f  ml  m 


Oik§n 


On  the  top  of  a  monatain  I  tiaad. 
With  m  erowa  of  r»d  gold  ia  mj  hand, 
WiM  Mn»r«  com*  troopiae  ov^r  the  Isa, 
Oh  how  from  th«tr  turj  shall  I  Am,  flee,  flee? 
Ob  how  fmm  th«tr  fary  sbaU  1  flee? 

Flm  G^p^ff  ( piofin^).  Down  with  your 
John  -  I>ora«las,  my  pifeon.  Down  with 
voor  John-I>orados,  and  let  as  maka  an 
end. 

OyptieM  (at  tkf  for9f  •inq). 


Lood  •mmm  lh#  Stiaj«t«li  ravalivr. 

And  \hm%  ht«  ditty  rmn  : 
Ood  W'mI  tK«  (IrpaT  iMst*  bsfe. 

And  not  th*  Oyp^jr  nuui. 

F\nt  Owp9w  (p^ofiny).  There  yon  are  in 
your  mororr^i ! 

Socand  G$p»$.    One  more  gnma.    The 


Alcalde's  doves  against  tba  lUv 

new  moon. 
Fint  Gtfpoff,  Have  at  ^on,  CbM 
Gyptiti  {at  tkt  /or^  Ma^). 

At  nudaicbt,  when  the  nwea  bs| 
To  show  bsr  silver  flame, 

Ther»  cams  to  him  no  Gyrny  am 
The  Gypsy  lassie  came. 

(ITnifr  BsLTSAS  Caessaa) 

Cna.  Come  hither,  MuretgaUc 
Rastilleros  ;  leave  work,  leave  play 
to  your  orders  for  the  night,  (Sm 
Me  right.)  Yon  will  get  you  to  tba 
mark  you,  by  the  stone  eross. 

Ojfptiei.  Av  I 

Cruz,  (to  tie  U ft).    Andyos^by 
with  the  hermit's  head  upon  it. 

GfptiiM,  Ay  1 

Cna.  As  soon  as  you  sea  tba  pla 
ont,  in  with  you,  and  ba  bnsy  with 
command  meats,  under  the  slj,  ai 
Martin  asleep.     D*  ye  bear  7 

Gjfpnet.  Ay  I 

Crux.  Keep  your  lanterns  opea, 
you  see  a  goblin  or  a  puiagayo^ 
your  trampers.  Vineyards  and  ! 
ilobn  b  the  word.    Am  I  ooaspiabi 

Gjfpna.  Ay  I  ay  ! 

Cna.  A  war,  then  t 

(JTavamf  mr^roUf.    CseiASO  wvOir  f^  At 
4impptmr$  mwtmtf  tkt  trmM.    AUir  Twm 

I*rtc.  How  strangely  gleams  tbn 

gigantic  trees, 
Tba  red  light  of  the  forge  I    Wild, 

ing  shadows 
Stalk  through  the  forest,  ever  aad 
Rising  and   bending   with    tba    fl 

flame. 
Then  flitting  into  darkness  I    So  ir 
Strange  hopes  and  fears  do  baekos 

other, 
My  brightest  hopes  giving  dark 

being 
As  the  light  does  the  shadow.    Wa 
How  still  it  is  about  me,  and  bow  1 

(EA*1tMU0«S  niilM  e».) 

aarf.  Ho  !  Preciosa  * 
/Vvr.  OBafiob 

Tbou  bete? 

Bart.  Lo  !  I  sm  here. 

Prtr.  Whei>ee  eonet 

Bart.  From  the  rough  ridges  of 
Sirrra, 
From  caverns  in  the  rocks,  fi 
thir%t. 
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And  ferer  I    Like  a  wild  wolf  to  the  sheep- 
fold 

Come  I  for  thee,  mj  lamb. 
Pne.  Oh,  touch  me  not ! 

The  Coont  of  Lara's  blood  is  on  thy  hands  1 

He  Coont  of  Lara's  curse  is  on  thy  soul  1 

Bo  not  come  near  me  t    Pray,  begone  from 
here  t 

Thoo  trt  in  danger  I    They  have  set  a  price 

Upon  thy  head  I 
Burt  Ay,  and  I  Ve  wandered  long 

AaMng  the  mountains  ;  and  for  many  days 

HiTB  leen  no  human  face,  save  the  rough 
swineherd's. 

The  wind  and  rain  have  been  my  sole  com- 
panions. 

I  ihoated  to  them   from  the  rooks  thy 
name, 

Asd  the  loud  echo  sent  it  back  to  me, 

l!ill  I  grew  mad.    I  could  not  stay  from 

Asd  I  am  here  t    Betray  me,  if  thou  wilt 

Pnc  Betray  thee  ?    I  betray  thee  ? 

Bart  Preciosa  t 

I  eoBe  for  thee  I  for  thee  I  thus  brave 

death! 
^with  me  o'er  the  borders  of  this  realm  t 
lljwithmel 

rne.    Speak  of  that  no  more.    I  cannot. 
I'm  thine  no  longer. 

Bore.  Oh,  recall  the  time 

When  we  were  children  1   how  we  played 

together, 
usv  we  grew  up  together ;  how  we  plighted 
Ov  hearts  unto  each  other,  even  m  child- 

hoodl 
*^  thy  promise,  for  the  hour  has  come. 
I^  honted  from  the  kingdom,  like  a  wolf  ! 
^bIBI  thy  promise. 

'^  'T  was  my  father's  promise, 

^  mine.      I  never  gave  my  heart  to 

thee, 
Aor  promised  thee  my  hand  I 
i5^'  False  tongue  of  woman  I 

^  heart  more  &lse  I 

•  \jw»  Nay,  listen  unto  me. 

A  will  speak  frankly.     I  have  never  loved 
.        thee ; 

I  ^ot  love  thee.     This  is  not  my  fault, 
« li  my  destiny.     Thou  art  a  man 
*««tle8s  and  violent.     What  wouldst  thou 

with  me, 
feeble  girl,  who  have  not  long  to  live, 
^'^^hoee  heart  is  broken?      Seek  another 
wife. 


Better  than  I,  and  fairer  ;  and  let  not 
Thy  rash  and  headlong  moods  estrange  her 

from  thee. 
Thou  art  unhappy  in  this  hopeless  passion. 
I  never  sought  thy  love  ;  never  did  aught 
To  make  thee  love  me.     Yet  I  pity  thee, 
And  most  of  all  I  pity  thy  wild  heart. 
That  hurries  thee  to  crimes  and  deeds  of 

blood. 
Beware,  beware  of  that. 

Bart,  For  thy  dear  sake 

1  will  be  gentle.     Thou  shalt  teach  me 
patience. 
Prec,    Then  take  this  farewell,  and  depart 
in  peace. 
Thou  must  not  linger  here. 

Bart.  Come,  come  with  me. 

Prec.  Hark  I  I  hear  footsteps. 
Bart,  I  entreat  thee,  come  1 

Prec,  Away  1     It  is  iu  vain. 
Bart,  Wilt  thou  not  come  ? 

Prec,  Never  I 

Bart,    Then  woe,  eternal  woe,  upon  thee  f 
Thou  shalt  not  be  another's.     Thou  shalt 
die.  ISxiL 

Prec,  All  holy  angels  keep  me  in  this 
hour! 
Spirit  of  her  who  bore  me,  look  upon  me  ! 
Mother  of  God,  the  glorified,  protect  me  t 
Christ  and  the  saints,  be  merciful  unto  me  t 
Yet  why  should  I  fear  death  ?     What  is  it 

to  die? 
To  leave  all  disappointment,  care,  and  sor- 
row. 
To  leave  all  falsehood,  treachery,  and  un- 
kind ness. 
All  ignominy,  suffering,  and  despair. 
And  be  at  rest  forever  I     O  dull  heart. 
Be  of  good  cheer  I    When  thou  shalt  cease 

to  beat, 
Then  shalt  thou  cease  to  suffer  and  con^- 
plain  I 
(Enttr  YicTOBXAV  and  HnouTO  behind,) 
Vict,  'T  is  she  1     Behold,  how  beautiful 
she  stands 
Under  the  tent-like  trees  ! 
Hyp,  A  woodland  nymph  I 

Vict,  I  pray  thee,  stand  aside.    Leave  me. 
Hyp.  Be  wary. 

Do  not  betray  thyself  too  soon. 

Vict,  (disguising  his  voice).  Hist  I  Gypsy  I 
Prec,  (aside f  with  emotion).     That  voice  I 
that  voice  from  heaven  1    Oh,  speak 
again  ! 
Who  U  it  calls? 
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Vt^.  A  frwnd. 

/Vcr.  (Ofu/r).  'lb  he!     Tulw! 

I  tluiiik  ibtrr.  HraTen,  that  tbou  hast  bran! 

my  prayrr. 
And  Mut   tne    tliu   prutrctor  1      Now   ba 

•trunjf, 

Be  strong,  luy  brart  t    I   must  disMmble  | 
b«rr.  I 

FalM  f  rirnd  or  true  ? 

Vui.  A  true  fririul  to  tbe  tnia  ; 

Fcmr  nut  ;  come  buhrr.     iK>  ;  can  jruu  trll 

furtunet  ? 

/Vnr.  Nut  tu  tbe  dark.     Come  nearer  to 

tbe  ftrr. 

Give  me  jour  band.     It  U  not  croucd,  I 


Kief,    {puttina  a  ptect  0/  gold  into  her 

hand),      i'bcre  U  tbr  cruM. 
Prtc.  la  't  silver  ? 

I'lrf.  Ho,  *t  U  frolcl.  ; 

Prtc.    Tlirre  's  a  fair  lady  at  tbe  Court, 
«bu  luvct  vuu, 
Awl  fur  yuurwflf  aluue. 

I'lcf.  Kie  !  tbe  old  utorj  t 

Trll  nie  a  better  fortune  fur  my  money  ; 
Not  tbiA  old  woman's  tali*  ! 

Prfc.  ^  ou  are  itaMionate  ; 

And  tbU  ume  paationate  bumor  in  }our 

blood 
Has  marred  your  fortune.     Yet  ;  I  fee  it 

now  : 
llie  linr  uf  life  i«  cro^MMl  hy  many  marki 
Miamr  !   sbanir  !     Oh.  }«iii  luivr  wmngt-d 
thr  mail)  whit  lo\i>d  %ou  \ 

m 

How  ciiuM  \iHi  do  It  ? 

I'trf.  I  nrvrr  loT<*d  a  mai«l  ; 

For  nhi*  I  loTr«l  wax  thru  a  maid  no  morv. 

/'rrr.   How  know  ytm  that  ? 

I'l'-f.  A  little  liinl  in  thr  air 

Whi*|»rrr«l  thr  «.Tn*t 

/V't*.  I  hcrr,  takr  luirk  your  |^i)d  ! 

Your  hand  i«  r«iM.  Ilkr  .1  dri'ri\rr*«  liaiid  ! 
Tlirn*  ift  no  Mr^^iiii*  ui  it«  rharit}  ! 
3k!.ikc   hrr   \uur  wifr,    f»»r  ^tm    havr  lM»rn 

aliuM*il  ; 
And  rou  i^hall  iimihI  ^our  fortunr«,  mrml- 
iii^  hi-r^. 

Vui.  ('ifM/r).    Hi'W  Ilkr  an  anp-l't  ipeaka 
ibr  ti>ni:iir  iif  wiiiii.tii. 
Wbrn    |ili-ailiiii;     III     aiiulhrr'a    raufte     ber 

own  t 
That  i«  a  prrCtr  rini*  up*»n  «i>iir  fiitt^rr 
\*r,\y  ifivr  it  mr.      (  /rifi  f  ■  'li*  .•'.«-  'in./  ^ 

/*rr<-  Nil  :  tii*^«-r  fntiu  III}  band 

HiaM  (hat  If  takrfi  7  I 


Virt.  Wby,  't  ia  b«t  a 

I  *11  give  it  back  to  vou  ;  or,  if  I  hmp  il» 
Will  give  you  gold  to  buy  you  t«iai| 
aucb. 
Prte.  Wby  would  ycm  kave  Ibia  riagT 
Tut.  A  trmveller'a  hmn^ 

A  whim,  and  noibing  more.    I  wo«ld  Ihi 

keep  it 
Ai  a  memento  of  tbe  Oypay  eamp 
in  (fuadarrama,  and  tbe  fortuoe-telUr 
Who  lent   me   back  to   wed  a  widtvii 

maid. 
Pray,  let  me  kave  tbe  ring. 

I*rtc,  No,  never !  aevtrl 

I  will  not  part  with  it,  even  wben  I  die; 
But   bid   my   nurse   fold  my  pale  flafMi 

tbua, 
Tbat  it  may  not  fall  from  tbem.    T  ii  a 

token 
Of  a  beloved  friend,  wbo  is  no  more. 
I'irt.  How?dc«IT 

I*ree.  Yes  ;  dead  to  me  ;  and  worse 
dead. 
He  is  estrangrtl  !     And  yet   I   keep 

ring. 
I  will   rise  witb  it  from  my  grave 

after. 
To  prove  to  him  tbat  I  was  never 
I  Kt.    {atidf),      IW    still,    mv    s 
brart  !  one  moment,  still  I 
Why,  *t  is  thr  folly  of  a  Inve-Mck  girl. 
Come,  givr  it  mr.  or  1  will  say  *t  is 
And  that  you  stulr  it. 

/Vrr.  <Mi.  yon  will  aoC 

I'o  utter  sucb  a  falsfbuud  I 

I'lrf.  I  not  dan r 

IxMik    in    my  face,  and    say    if   tbefe  ■ 

au^ht 
I  have   not   darrd,  I  would   not   dare  fa 
tbrr  * 


(>\r  r^.iSft  *mtr  kxs  J 


) 


Prrr.  *T  U  thou  !  *l  i«  thou  t     Yes;  yw; 
my  h«- art's  eirftrd  ! 
My   deairat-flrar     VirtonAn  !    my     wmJT^ 

bravrn  ! 
Where    ha«t    thou    t»rrn    s«>   long?     ^^'^^ 
diilut  thiiii  ha^r  mr '.* 
I'lt-f    A«k  uir  not  now,  nn  drarral  Pfe^ 
riiMa. 
I^t  nir  fiirtrt  wr  rrrr  }^^^^•  \*rrn  parted  I 

i'rr^     Haii*t  thiiil  lift  ri>liii- 
I'lf-f.  I   pn\  thrr,  dti  intt  rkide  Mf  f 

/'rvr    I  •hoiild  hA«r  pensbed  bere 
tbese  i  '•}  pufs. 
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Vid.  Forgive  me,  sweet  1    for  what  I 
mule  thee  suffer. 

lUnk'tt  thoa  this  heart  could  feel  a  mo- 
ment's joy, 

Iboa  being  absent  ?    Oh,  believe  it  not  I 

Iidasd,  smoe  that  sad  hour  I  have  not 
slept. 

For  thinking  of  the  wrong  I  did  to  thee  I 

Boit  thoa  forgive  me?    Say,  wilt  thou 
forgive  me  ? 
Ave.  I  have  forgiven  thee.    Ere  those 
words  of  anger 

Were  in  the  book  of  Heaven  writ  down 
against  thee, 

I  bed  forgiven  thee. 
VieL  I  'm  the  veriest  fool 

Tbit  walks  the  earth,  to  have  believed 
thee  false. 

li  WIS  the  Count  of  Lara  — 
Free.  That  bad  man 

Hm  worked  me  harm  enough.    Hast  thou 
not  heard  — 
Fief.  I  have  heard  all.    And  yet  speak 
on,  speak  on  I 

IM  me  but  hear  thy  voice,  and  I  am 
happy  ; 

'or  every  tone,  like  some  sweet  incanta- 
tion. 

Cells  up  the  buried  past  to  plead  for  me. 

Spesk,  my  beloved,  speak  into  my  heart, 

Wbatever  fills  and  sgitates  thine  own. 

{Theif  walk  atid^.) 
Bfp,  All  gentle  quarrels  in  the  pastoral 
poets, 

AUpsaeionate  love-ecenes  in  the  best  ro- 
mances, 

^  ebsste  embraces  on  the  public  stage, 

^  loh  adventures,  which  the  liberal  stars 

^▼e  winked  at,  as  the  natural  course  of 
things, 

^^^  been  surpassed  here  by  my  friend, 
the  student, 

^  this  sweet  Gypsy  lass,  fair  Preciosa  I 

pj^'ec.  SeSor  HypoUto  I   I  kiss  your  hand. 

'^i  shall  I  tell  your  fortune  ? 

J,  "ip.  Not  to-nieht  ; 

'^'»  should  you  treat  me  as  you  did  Vic- 
torian, 

^^  send  me  back  to  marry  maids  forlorn, 

^7  Wedding  day  would  last  from  now  till 
Christmas. 
CWipa  (within).     What  hoi   the   Gyp- 

Q        sies,  ho  1  Beltran  Cmzado  I 

^^^noo  1  haUoo  t  halloo  1  halloo  t 

(.EnUrs  booied^  with  a  whip  and  lanUm,) 


Vict.  What  now  ? 

Why  such  a  fearful  din  ?    Hast  thou  been 
robbed? 
Chispa,  Ay,  robbed  and  murdered  ;  and 
good  evening  to  you, 
My  worthy  masters. 

Vict.        Speak  ;  what  brings  thee  here  ? 
Chispa  (to  Preciosa).  Good  news  from 
Court ;  good  news  I    Beltran  Cm- 
zado, 
The  Count  of  the  Cal^s,  is  not  your  father, 
But  your  true  father  has  returned  to  Spain 
Laden  with  wealth.    You  are  no  more  a 
Gypsy. 
Vict.  Strange  as  a  Moorish  tale  1 
Chispa.  And  we  have  all 

Been  drinkin?  at  the  tavern  to  your  health. 
As  wells  drink  in  November,  when  it  rains. 
Vict.  Where  is  the  gentleman  ? 
Chispa.  As  the  old  song  says, 

His  body  is  in  Seffovitu 
His  soul  is  in  Madrio. 

Prec.  Is  this  a  dream?    Oh,  if  it  be  a 

dream. 
Let  me  sleep  on,  and  do  not  wake  me  yet  I 
Repeat  thv  story  I     Say  I  'm  not  deceived  I 
Say  that  I  do  not  dream  I     I  am  awake  ; 
This  is  the  Gypsy  camp  ;  this  is  Victorian, 
And  this  his   friend,  Hypolito  I     Speak  1 

speak  I 
Let  me  not  wake  and  find  it  all  a  dream  1 
Vict.  It  is    a    dream,  sweet    child  1    a 

waking  dream, 
A  blissful  certainty,  a  vision  brieht 
Of    that  rare  happiness,   which   even  on 

earth 
Heaven  g^ves  to  those  it  loves.    Now  art 

thou  ricb, 
As  thou  wast  ever  beautiful  and  good  ; 
And  I  am  now  the  beggar. 

Prec.  (giving  him  her  hand),    I  have  still 
A  hand  to  g^ve. 

Chispa  (aside).  And  I  have  two  to  take. 
I've    heard    my    g^randmother    say,   that 

Heaven  gives  almonds 
To  those  who  have  no  teeth.     That 's  nuts 

to  crack. 
I  've  teeth  to  spare,  but  where  shall  I  find 

almonds  ? 
Vict.  What  more  of  this  strange  story  ? 
Chispa.  Nothing  more. 

Your  friend,  Don  Carlos,  is  now  at  the  vil- 
lage 
Showing  to  Pedro  Crespo,  the  Alcalde, 


5» 
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TIm  proof»  of  what  1  tell  joo.    TKm  old 

Who  ttule  JOO  in  joor  childhood,  hM  eoo- 

fmmmd  ; 
And  probaUjr   they'll  hang  h«r  for  tho 

cnine. 
To  make  the  ocWbratioo  more  complete. 

Kicf.  No  ;  let  it  be  a  dajr  of  general  joj  ; 
Fortune  cornea  «cU  to  ali,  that  oomec  not 


Now  let  lu  join  Don  Carlos. 

i/jlp.  So  farewell. 

Hie  ttodent's  wandering  life  I    Sweet  ler- 

etiadee, 
Scang  nnder  ladies*  windows  in  the  night. 
Ana  all  that  makes  vacation  beautiful  I 
To  yon,  ye  cloistered  shades  of  AlcaU, 
To  you,  ye  raduuit  visions  of  romance, 
Written  in  bucks,  but  here  surpassed  by 

truth. 
The  Bachelor  Hyuolito  returns. 
And  leaTCft  the  Gypsy   with  the  Spanish 

Student. 


VI.  ■   A  p*M  <M  lAr  Gnmdmrrmma 
£cHy  M«rai»fr.     A  mnhtetr  crosses  Ike 


SOKQ 


If  thoo  art 

A«iik«*  mxiA  ciftrB  thjr  dour, 
*T '%%  thr  Kr^«k  (if  d«Y,  and  we  must  away 

C>*«>r  niMwlow.  and  nMHint,  and  UMMir. 


Wait  imc  U\  find!  thy  dlipnipni. 

Hat  cnne  with  ttijr  naVvd  f*#t ; 
W«»  tthall  he««  l<>  mm  ihrcMiirh  th«  dewy 

Am!  waten  wid*  and  fUrt. 


krrd  Off^«rt  mm  tkf  rti<^  afc^f .) 

Mtmk,  Ave  Maria,  gratia  plena.     OU  t 
g«HMl  man  t 

Skep,  out 

Mf»f»k.  Is  this  thf"  mad  to  Segovia  ? 

Skrp.  It  is,  Your  n*«rn*nce. 

Monk,  I  low' far  i»  it  ? 

Shrp.  I  do  not  know. 

Monk.  What  ift  that  yonder  in  the  val- 
ler? 

.>4^.  San  IUlef«mM>. 

Monk.  A  loai;  war  t4»  bfeakfaat. 

Sk^.  Ay,  niarrr. 

Mtmk.  Are  thrre  robbers  in  these 
tains? 

ftS4/p.  Yr4,  and  worte  than  that. 

Umk.  What  ? 


§tthma 


Skep,  Wolves. 

AfonJb.  SanU  liana  t  Coanvitk 
San  lldefooMH  and  thoo  ilmU  W  m 
warded. 

Skep,  What  wilt  thou  give  flsa  t 

Monk.  An  Agnus  l>ai  and  aiy  h 
tion. 


,9p0d  4mkis  eim    , 
H%  §ms  dmtt%  tk$pmu  tim§m§,) 


•ovo 


Worn  whh  speed  is  my  md  sleeJ 
And  1  march  me  hamed,  euiiled 


Onwanl,  cahallito  mio. 

With  th«  white  star  ia  tbv  fuisha 

Onward,  for  hers  eomss  the  Rand 

And  I  hear  their  rifles  crack  I 

Av.  pl^ !    At,  ay,  jaMo  \ 

Ay,  pHo !    They  erom  our  track. 


Fnlrr  PaarmeA,  •« 

Httouto,  Dan  Caa 


iStrnf  4***  mwitf 
tendtd  hf   V 
CaurA,M/0ei 


Vict,  This  b  the  highest  point    B 

us  rest. 
^  Precioaa,  see  how  all  about  na 
Kneeling,  like   hooded    friars,  tba 

mountains 
Receive  the  benediction  of  the  sun  I 
O  glorious  sight  I 

}*rtc.  Most  bcantifnl  ii 

Uffp.  Most  wonderful  t 
V\ti,  And  in  the  Tale 

Where  yonder  steeples  flash  like  lilt 

berdi, 
San  IldffcMiM,  from  its  noisy  belfria 
Sendft  up  a  salutation  to  the  mom. 
As  if  an  armv  »niotc  their  brasen  al 
And  shouted  victory  I 

/Vvr.  And  which  w 

Scffovia  7 

Viet.         At  a  irreat  distanee  yoad 
Dost  thoo  not  see  It  ? 

Prtr.  No.     I  do  not 

Vuci.     The   mrrret  tlaw  that  dot 
honx<»u*ii  ^fS^t 
There,  yonder  ! 

H^,  T  is  a  noUble  old  ti 

Boaating  an  ancient  Roman  aquedne 
And  an  AlcAsar,  buiMed  by  the  Moc 
Wherrin,  you  may  remember,  poor  G 
Was  frd  on  Pan  Hel  Hrjf.  Oh,  maay 
t)ut  of  ita  grated  windows  have  1  mm 
Hand  red*  of  feet  plumb  down  < 
Krcsma. 
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Hut,  like  a  serpent  throogh  the  valley 

ereeping, 
Glidas  at  its  f  oot 

Free.  Oh  jes  I  I  see  it  now, 

Tel  itther  with  my  heart  than  with  mine 

eyes, 
So  fyot  it  is.     And  all  my  thoughts  sail 

thither, 
Freigiifted  with  prayers  and  hopes,  and  for- 
ward urged 
Aninst  all  stress  of  accident,  as  in 
TbeEiStemTale,  against  the  wind  and  tide 
Great  ibips  were  drawn  to  the  Magnetic 

Mountains, 
And  there  were  wrecked,  and  perished  in 

the  sea  I     (She  weeps.) 
Fief.  O  gentle  spirit  1    Thou  didst  bear 

anmoved 
Blasts  of  adversity  and  frosts  of  fate  I 
Bat  the  first  ray  of  sunshine  that  falls  on 

thee 
Melts  thee  to  tears  1  Oh,  let  thy  weary  heart 
LeiB  upon  mine  !    and  it  shall    faint  no 

more. 
Nor  thirst,  nor  hunger  ;  but  be  comforted 
And  filled  with  my  affection. 

Free,  Stay  no  longer  I 

My  father  waits.      Methinks  I  see  him 

there, 
Now  looking  from  the  window,  and  now 

watching 


Each  sound  of  wheels  or  footfall  in  the 

street. 

And    saying,   "  Hark  I    she   comes  I  **      O 

father  I  father  I 

{They  descend  the  pa$».    Cbupa  remaint  fteAfnd.) 

Chispa,  I  have  a  father,  too,  but  he  is  a 

dead  one.     Alas  and  alack-er<lay  I     Poor 

was  I  bom,  and  poor  do  I  remain.    I  neither 

win   nor   lose.     Thus  I  wag  through  the 

world,  half  the  time  on  foot,  and  the  other 

half  walking ;  and  always  as  merry  as  a 

thunder-storm  in  the   night.      And  so  we 

plough  along,  as  the  fly  said  to  the  ox. 

Who  knows  what  may  happen  ?     Patience, 

and  shufBe  the  cards  1    I  am  not  yet  so  bald 

that  you  can  see  my  brains  ;  and  perhaps, 

after  all,  I  shall  some  day  go  to  Rome,  and 

come  back  Saint  Peter.    Beuedicite  I    [^'^ 

{A  pauee.    Then  enter  BABTOLOvi  wikUy^  a*  if  in  put' 
suit,  tcith  a  eartnne  in  hi*  hand.) 

Bart.  They  passed  this  way.    I  hear  their 

horses*  hoofs  t 

Yonder  I  see  them  I      Come,  sweet  cara- 

millo, 

This  serenade  shall  be  the  Gypsy's  last  1 
{Fire*  down  thepau.) 

Ha  I  ha  t     Well  whistled,  my  sweet  cara- 

millo  I 
Well  whistled  I  —  I  have  missed  her  I  —  O 

my  God  1 
{The  ihot  ii  returned,    BAsnoLOiuk/alU.) 


THE  BELFRY  OF  BRUGES  AND  OTHER  POEMS 


^J^Be(fni  e/ Bruffee  and  other  Poems  wMpobliahed 
^Mbar  23, 1S46,  bat  th«  greater  part  of  the  volume 
JM  alTMdjr  mppeared  in  the  illuatrated  edition  of  Mr. 
[j^eUow't  poem*  pubUahed  earlier  in  the  vear  in 
"tt^dalphia,  aa  well  aa  in  the  pagea  of  Oraham*s  Mag- 
**<•«,  vhieh  at  thia  tame  waa  the  moat  frequent  veliicle 
«<«•  writing. 

^y  poem  whieh  girea  the  title  to  the  rolume  waa  the 
IJJj'ct  of  hU  excunion  in  Europe  in  the  aummer  of 
y*  While  on  hia  way  to  the  watercure  at  llarien- 
*ni  OD  the  Rhine,  he  apent  a  few  daya  in  Belgium,  and 
"^  ia  Um  entrir  which  he  makea  in  hia  diai^ :  — 

^t  30.  In  the  ereninff  toolc  the  railway  from  Ohent 
[pBniiM.  Stopped  at  La  Fleur  de  BU  attracted  by 
^  'tuaa,  and  found  it  a  good  hotel.  It  waa  not  yet 
Ni^ .  and  I  atrolled  through  the  fine  old  streeta  and 
^[■yaelf  a  haiKired  yeara  old.  Ttie  chimea  aeemed 
^}*  riaging  inceaaantly  ;  and  the  air  of  repose  and  an- 
^1^7  waa  delightful.  .  .  .  Oh,  thoae  chimes,  thoae 


^^ !  Imw  delicioudy  they  lull  one  to  aleep !    The 
^**beUa,  with  their  clear,  liquid  notea,  like  the  voicea 
f<  bo|a  la  a  choir,  and  the  aolemn  baaa  of  the  great  bell 
'^  in,  like  the  voice  of  a  f  rUr ! 
*»7  3L    Boee  before  five  and  climbed  the  high  bel- 


fry which  waa  onoe  crowned  bv  the  gilded  copper  drag- 
ou  now  at  Olient.  The  carillon  of  forty  •eight  beUa; 
the  little  chauiber  in  the  tower ;  the  machinery,  like  a 
huge  barrel-organ,  with  keya  like  a  moaical  iufctrument 
for  the  carilloneur ;  the  view  from  the  tower ;  the  aing- 
ing  of  awallowa  with  the  chimea ;  the  freah  morning 
air ;  the  mist  in  the  horixon  ;  the  red  roofa  far  below  ; 
the  canal,  like  a  aiiver  claap,  linking  the  dty  with  the 
aea,  —  how  much  to  remember ! 

From  aome  expreaaiona  in  a  letter  to  Freiligratb  it 
would  aeem  that  thia  poem  and  Surrmberg  formed  part 
of  a  plan  which  the  poet  had  deaigned  of  a  aeriea  of 
travel-iiketchea  in  verae,  a  plan  which  in  a  deaultory 
war  he  may  be  aaid  to  have  been  exectittnfr  all  Lis  daya 
and  to  have  carried  out  ayatematically  iu  another  ahape 
in  hia  collection  of  Pormn  of  Place*. 

The  contenta  of  thia  divi^ion  are  the  aame  aa  in  the 
vohime  so  entitled,  except  that  a  group  of  aix  trana- 
lations  has  been  withheld,  to  be  placed  with  the  other 
tranalated  pieces  at  the  end  of  the  volume  :  except  alao 
that  to  the  Sonneta  ia  added  the  personal  one  entitled 
Metto  Cammin,  written  at  thia  time  and  first  printed 
in  the  Life, 
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THE  BELFKY  OF  BRUGES 
CARILLON 

Iv  Um  adcmhI  town  of  Bni|«s» 
la  Um  qtuunt  old  Flemish  eiij. 
As  tho  ewnuif  fthadct  dojcended. 
Low  and  lood  aad  swoetlj  bleiidml. 
Low  at  timM  and  lood  at  tioMt, 
A  ad  ehaoffiag  like  a  poet's  rbjrtiiee» 
Ranf  tbe  beautiful  wild  chiroee 
From  the  Belfry  in  the  market 
Of  the  aaeient  town  of  Bruges. 

Then,  with  deep  soooroui  clangor 
Calmlj  answering  their  sweet  angrr. 
When  the  wrangUnff  belb  had  ended, 
SIowIt  stmek  the  clock  eleven. 
And,  iTom  out  the  silent  heaTen, 
Silence  on  the  town  descended. 
Silenee,  silence  STerywhere, 
On  the  earth  and  in  the  air, 
Save  that  footsteps  here  and  there 
Of  some  burgher  home  returning. 
By  the  street  lamps  faintly  bormug, 
Fur  a  moment  woke  the  echoes 
Of  the  anesent  town  of  Bruges. 

But  amid  mv  broken  slumbers 
Scill  I  heard  those  magic  numbers. 
As  they  lood  proclaimed  the  flight 
And  stolen  marches  of  the  nifrht ; 
Till  thrir  chimes  in  sweet  collision 
Mingled  with  each  wanderinf  vision. 
Mingled  with  the  fortune-telling 
Gvpsy-baiidi  of  drrams  and  fancies. 
Which  amid  the  wsAte  eipanses 
Of  the  silent  land  of  trances 
Have  their  solitary  dwrllinc  ; 
Ail  elae  seemed  asleep  in  Bruges, 
In  the  quaint  old  Flemish  citr. 

And  I  thought  how  like  these  chimes 
Are  the  poet's  airy  rhymes. 
All  his  rnvines  and  rmandelays. 
His  coneritM,  and  sonir*.  and  ditties. 
From  the  belfrr  of  liis  brain, 
Seattered  clownwanl.  thtmgh  in  vain, 
<>n  the  roofs  ami  MfNirs  uf  cities  1 
For  by  night  the  drowsy  ear 
Tader  its  curtains  ranooi  hear. 
And  by  day  men  go  their  ways. 
Hearing  the  music  as  they  paes. 
But  deeming  it  no  mors,  aU«  * 


Yet  perehaaee  a  ilssplsss  wighl« 
Lodging  at  some  htunhle  im 
In  the  narrow  lanes  of  lilt. 
When  the  dusk  and  bosh  of  alfb 
Shut  out  the  incessant  din 
Of  dayUght  and  iU  toU  and  alrifc 
May  listen  with  a  ealm  dalighl 
To  the  poet's  melodies. 
Till  he  hears,  or  dreams  he  haan 
Intermingled  with  the  song, 
ThoughU  that  he  has  chenshad  I 
Hears  amid  the  chime  and  mb«b| 
Tbe  bells  of  his  own  village  ni^ 
And   wakes,  and  finds  hts   iln 

eyes 
Wet  with  most  delictons  taan* 

Thus  dreamed  I,  as  by  nighl  I  k 
In  Bruges,  at  the  Fleur-da-Bhi, 
Listening  with  a  wild  delight 
To  the  chimes  that,  through  the  i 
Rang  their  changes  from  the  Bal 
Of  that  quaint  old  Flemish  ailj. 

THE  BELFKV  OF  BRUGES 

Ik  the  market-plaee  of  Bnigea  ate 
belfry  old  and  brown  ; 

Thrice  consumed  and  thrice  rabnld 
it  watches  o'er  the  towm. 

As  the  summer  mom  was  bnaki^f, 
lofty  tower  1  stood. 

And  the  world  threw  off  the  darioM 
the  weeds  of  widowhood. 

Thick  with  towns  and  hamlets  • 
and  with  streams  and  ^^pon 

Like  a  shield  embossed  with  sUvti 
and  vast  the  landscape  laj. 

At  my  feet  the  city  slumbarsd.  f 
chimneys,  here  and  there. 

Wreaths  of  snow-white  smoke,  aac 
vanishe<l,  ghost-like,  into  air. 

Kot  a  sound  rose  from  the  city  i 
early  morning  hcmr. 

But  I  heard  a  heart  of  iron  bsatiB( 
ancient  tuwcr. 

From  tbrir  ne«ts  beneath  th«»  rafla 
^  the  •wallows  wild  and  high  ; 

And    the    world,    lienaath     bm    si 
med  more  distant  IhBB  Iki 
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IVn  most  muaieal  and  aolemu,  bringing 

back  the  olden  times, 
With  their    strange,    unearthly    changes 

rang  the  mdanoholy  chimes, 

like  the  psalms  from  some  old  cloister, 
when  the  nuns  sing  in  the  choir  ; 

iad  the  great  bell  tolled  among  them,  like 
the  chanting  of  a  friar. 

Vinoiii  of  the  days  departed,  shadowy 
phantoms  filled  my  brain  ; 

They  who  live  in  history  only  seemed  to 
walk  the  earth  again  ; 

All  the  Foresters  of  Flanders,  —  mighty 

Baldwin  Bras  de  Fer, 
Ljderiek  da  Bacq  and  Cressy,  Philip,  Guy 

de  Dampierre. 

I  beheld  the  pageants  splendid  that  adorned 

those  days  of  old  ; 
Stitely  dames,  like  queens  attended,  knights 

who  bore  the  Fleece  of  Gold  ; 

Lombard  and   Venetian    merchants  with 

deep-laden  argosies  ; 
Ifiiusters  from  twenty  nations  ;  more  than 

royal  pomp  and  ease. 

^  beheld  proud  Maximilian,  kneeling  hum- 
bly on  the  gpround ; 

I  beheld  the  gentle  Mary,  hunting  with  her 
hawk  and  hound  ; 

^  her  lighted  bridal-chamber,  where  a 
duke  slept  with  the  queen, 

^  the  armM  guard  around  them,  and 
the  sword  unsheathed  between. 

I  beheld  the  Flemish  weayers,  with  Namur 

and  Juliers  bold, 
wehine  homeward  from  the  bloody  battle 

of  the  Spurs  of  Grold  ; 

^w  the  fight  at  Minnewater,  saw  the  White 

Hoods  movin?  west, 
^^  great  Artevelde  victorious  scale  the 

Golden  Dragon's  nest. 

^  leain  the  whiskered  Spaniard  all  the 

land  with  terror  smote  ; 
^^  again  the  wild  alarum  sounded  from 

the  tocsin's  throat ; 


Till  the  bell  of  Ghent  responded  o'er  lagoon 

and  dike  of  sand, 
« I  am  Roland  1   I  am  Roland  I  there  is 

victory  in  the  land  I  " 

Then  the  sound  of  drums  aroused  me.    The 

awakened  city's  roar 
Chased    the   phantoms  I  had   summoned 

back  into  their  graves  once  more. 

Hours  had  passed  away  like  minutes  ;  and, 

before  I  was  aware, 
Lo  I  the  shadow  of  the  belfry  crossed  the 

sun-illumined  square. 


A  GLEAM  OF  SUNSHINE 

Th«  ■oene  of  tbU  poem  b  mentioned  in  the  poet's 
dianr,  under  date  of  Auguit  31, 1846.  **  In  the  aftanoon 
ft  dfllioiotu  drive  with  F.  ftnd  G.  through  Brookline,  bv 
the  church  ftnd '  the  green  Une,*  ftnd  homewftrd  througn 
ft  lovelier  lane,  with  bftrberriea  ftnd  wild  Tines  clatter- 
ing OTer  the  old  stone  wftlla.** 

This  is  the  place.    Stand  still,  my  steed. 

Let  me  review  the  scene. 
And  summon  from  the  shadowy  Past 

The  forms  that  once  have  been. 

The  Past  and  Present  here  unite 

Beneath  Time's  flowing  tide, 
Like  footprints  hidden  by  a  brook. 

But  seen  on  either  side. 

Here  runs  the  highway  to  the  town  ; 

There  the  green  lane  descends, 
Through  which  I  walked  to  church  with 
thee, 

O  gentlest  of  my  friends  1 

The  shadow  of  the  linden-trees 

Lay  moving  on  the  grass  ; 
Between  them  and  the  moving  boughs, 

A  shadow,  thou  didst  pass. 

Thy  dress  was  like  the  lilies. 
And  thy  heart  as  pure  as  they  : 

One  of  God*8  holy  messengers 
Did  walk  with  me  that  day. 

I  saw  the  branches  of  the  trees 
Bend  down  thy  touch  to  meet, 

The  clover-blossoms  in  the  grass 
Rise  up  to  kiss  thy  feet. 
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**  Sle«p,  sleep  to-daj,  tormeBtuif  caret* 

or  earlli  aim!  foil/  Iwrn  1  *' 
Solemnlr  muMg  tbe  TillAM  choir 

Un  tbat  ■Wfct  Sabbath  mum. 

Through  the  closed  bUadi  the  golden  soil 

Poured  in  a  dustr  beam. 
Like  the  celeetiai  bdder  teen 

Bj  Jacob  in  his  dream. 

And  erer  and  anon,  the  wind 

Sweel-eeented  with  the  haj, 
Taraed  o*er  the   hymn-book'a  fluttering 
leaTM 

That  on  the  window  Uj. 

Long  was  the  good  man's  scrmoii. 


Dogwa 

Yet  it  seemed  not  so  to  me  ; 
For  he  spake  of  Rutii  the  beautiful. 
And  still  I  thought  of  thee. 


Long  was  the  prajrer  he  uttered. 
Yet  it  seemed  not  so  to  me  ; 

For  in  my  heart  I  prajred  with  him. 
And  stai  I  thought  of  thee. 


Bat  now,  alas  t  the  place  eeems  changed  ; 

Thou  art  no  longer  here  : 
Fsrt  of  the  sunshine  of  the  scene 

With  thee  did  disappear. 

ThoQgh  thoughts,  deep-rooted  in  my  heart. 
Like  pine-trees  dark  and  high, 

Subdiie  the  light  of  noon,  and  breathe 
A  low  and  ceaseless  sigh  ; 

Thia  memonr  brightens  o'er  the  past. 

As  when  the  sun,  concealed 
Behind  some  clmid  that  near  us  hangs, 

Bhiaea  cm  a  distant  fteld. 


THE  AR.SENAL  AT  SPRINGFIELD 


Oa  liU  «rM4te«  l^rwrj  \m  tW  mtmmmr  of  tSU,  Mr. 

■»!  H4I*<I  th*  rniiiiil  Sui*«  AnMMl  ll«ff«.  la 
rHk  Mr   C*^y*  a.imnpr      -  White  Mr.  Sui 
k*n#inC."  ••«•  Mr   S   t4«tff*U*»«.  **  trt  lai| 

lit*   ■llafxiMrt    llMl    til*    l»><CM»T     •kfWtflMl    mpcn 

wwmpt^9t»  ••!   war  viwM  k«»*  Iwra  muth  W*t»f 

ffvm*rllHHI  k*o«  1  km   M   nrrM  Vm^Ii^   tli* 
•Id)    •hininc   r«ui  •  IwfTrU  *Hm-|i    cn««rM|  lh« 

fnl  MM**-  Iiwalh  wn^l-l  hrif^  froM  ti 

R   tevnu  • 


Thu  is  the  ArsenaL     From 

ittg> 
Like  a  huge  organ,  riae  Urn  bi 

arms ; 
But  from  their  silent  pipes  ao  anlht 

ing 
Startles  the  Tillages  with  elra^ga 

Ah  I  what  a  sound  will  rise,  how  w 
drearj. 
When  the  death-angel  touches  iko 
kevsl 
n  hat  loud  lament  and  dbmal  Mine 
Will  mingle  with  their  awfal  f 
nies! 

I  hear  eren  now  the  infinite  flerae  c 
The  cries  of  agony,  the  endlei  | 

Which,  through  the  ages  that  hai 
before  us. 
In  long  rcTerberattons  reach 


On  helm  and  hamcas  rings  the  Smn 
mer, 
Through  Cimbric  forest  roan  the 
man's  song. 
And  loud,  amid  the  uniTereal  daMM 
O'er  distant  deserts  sounds  the 
gong. 

I  hear  the  Florentine,  whe  froa  1 


Wheels  out  his  battle-beU 

din. 
And  .\itec  priests  upon  their  teoeal 
Beat  tbe  wild  war-drums  amde 

peat's  skin  ; 

The  tumult  of  each  sacked  and  I 

TilUge  ; 
The  shiMit  that  every  prayer  foi 

dni«ti«  ; 
The  soldiers'  reveb  in  the  audal 

The  wail  of  fmmine  in  beleaguered 

The  Imrsting  »h«*ll,  the  gateway  wi 
asunder. 
The     mttliiig     miuiketnr,   the    < 
hlsilr  ; 
Ami  rvrr  sn«i  an<m,  in  tones  of  thai 
The  diapason  uf  the 


I»  it.  O  man,  with  iiurh  diveordaal  1 
With  such  accursed  tnstmmsali  i 
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Ihoa  drownest  Nature's  sweet  and  kindly 
Toioes, 
And  janest  the  celestial  harmonies  ? 

Were  half  the  power  that  fills  the  world 

with  terror, 

Were  half  the  wealth  bestowed  on  camps 

and  courts, 

Ghren  to  redeem  the  human  mind  from  error, 

There  were  no  need  of  arsenals  or  forts  : 

The  warrior's  name  would  be  a  name  ab- 
horr^l 
And  erery  nation,  that  should  lift  again 
Iti  hand  against  a  brother,  on  its  forehead 
Woald  wear  forevermore  the  curse  of 
Cain! 

IWb  the  dark  future,  through  long  gener- 
ations. 
The  echoing  sounds  grow  fainter  and  then 


And  like  a  bell,  with  solenm,  sweet  vibra^ 
tions, 
I  hear  once  more  the  Toice  of  Christ  say, 
"Peace!" 

Peace  I  and  no  longer  from  its  brazen  por- 
tals 
The  blast  of  War's  great  organ  shakes 
the  skies ! 
^t  beautiful  as  songs  of  the  immortals. 
The  holy  melodies  of  lore  arise. 

NUREMBERG 

Ib  akttor  to  Frelligrath,  printed  In  the  Uft^  L  436, 
V.  LooffeUow  describes  with  enthaaiaem  e  dftj  at 
''■'••beif ,  from  the  memorj  of   whioh  this  poem 


^  the  Taller  of  the  Pegnitz,  where  across 
brood  meadow-lands 

^ue  the  blue  Franconian  mountains,  Nu- 
remberg, the  ancient,  stands. 

Qii&ut  old  town  of  toil  and  traffic,  quaint 

old  town  of  art  and  song, 
Memories  haunt  thy  pointed  gables,  like 

the  rooks  that  round  them  throng  : 

Memories  of    the  Middle  Ap^es,  when  the 
^        emperors,  rough  and  bold, 
*^  their   dwelling  in   thy   castle,  time- 
defying,  centuries  old  ; 


And  thy  braye  and  thrifty  burghers  boasted, 

m  their  uncouth  rhyme. 
That  their  great  imperial  city  stretched  its 

hand  through  eyery  clime. 

In  the  court-yard  of  the  castle,  bound  with 

many  an  iron  band, 
Stands  the  mighty  linden  planted  by  Queen 

Cunigunde's  hand ; 

On  the  square  the  oriel  window,  where  in 

old  heroic  days 
Sat  the  poet  Melchior  singing  £[aiser  Mari- 

inilian's  praise. 

Everywhere  I  see  around  me  rise  the  won- 
drous world  of  Art : 

Fountains  wrouc^ht  with  richest  sculpture 
standing  m  the  common  mart ; 

And  aboye  cathedral  doorways  saints  and 

bishops  canred  in  stone. 
By  a  former  age  commissioned  as  apostles 

to  our  own. 

In  the  church  of  sainted  Sebald  sleeps  en- 
shrined his  holy  dust. 

And  in  bronze  the  Twelve  Apostles  guard 
from  age  to  age  their  trust ; 

In  the  church  of  sainted  Lawrence  stands  a 

pix  of  sculpture  rare. 
Like  the  foamy  sbeaf  of  fountains,  rising 

through  the  painted  air. 

Here,  when  Art  was  still  religion,  with  a 

simple,  reyerent  heart, 
Liyed  ana  labored  Albrecht  Dttrer,   the 

Eyangelist  of  Art ; 

Hence  in  silence  and  in  sorrow,  toiling  still 

with  busy  hand. 
Like  an  emigrant  he  wandered,  seeking  for 

the  letter  Land. 

EmtgravU  is  the  inscription  on  the  tomb- 
stone where  he  lies  ; 

Dead  he  is  not,  but  departed,  —  for  the 
artist  never  dies. 

Fairer  seems  the  ancient  city,  and  the  sun- 
shine seems  more  fair. 

That  he  once  has  trod  its  pavement,  that 
he  once  has  breathed  its  air  I 
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Tbroofb  Umm  ttrMts  wo  broad  mad  tUUlj, 
tbeie  obtcttre  and  dismal  linai, 

Walked  of  yore  tbe  MasCertiiigert»  ehantinf 
mde  poeUe  itrmiBa. 

From  remote  and  eanlctt  saburba  eame 
tbej  to  tbe  friendlj  guild. 

Building  neete  in  Fame's  great  temple»  as 
in  spouts  tbe  swallows  build. 

As  tbe  wearer  plied  tbe  sbnttle,  wore  be 

too  tbe  mjttic  rbjme, 
And  tbe  smitb  bu  iron  measures  bammered 

to  tbe  auTil's  cbime  ; 

Tbanking  God,  wboee  boundless  wisdom 
makes  tbe  flowers  of  ooesj  bloom 

In  tbe  forge's  dust  and  cinclers»  in  tbe  tis- 
sues of  tbe  loooL 


Here  Hans  Saebs,  tbe  cobbler-poet,  laureate 

of  tbe  gentle  craft. 
Wisest  of   tbe  TweUe  Wise  Masters,  in 

buge  folios  sang  and  laugbed. 

But  bis  bouse  b  now  an  ale-bouse,  witb  a 

niccW  sanded  floor. 
And  a  garland  in  tbe  window,  and  bis  face 

aboTe  tbe  door  ; 

Piunted  br  some  bumble  artist,  as  in  Adam 

Puscbman**  long, 
As  tbe  old  man  grar  and  dove-like,  witb 

bit  great  beani  wbitc  and  long. 

And  at  nigbt  tbe  twart  roecbanic  comes  to 

druwn  his  cark  and  carr, 
QnalRng  air  from  pewtrr  tAnkard«,  in  the 

master's  antique  cliair. 

VfintslMNl  is  tbe  ancient  splendor,  and  be- 
fore ror  drrsmr  rr© 

Wave  three  minf*lr<l  shaprt  and  ftgurm, 
like  a  faded  tapestrj. 

Not  thv  C'oumnU,  not  thr  Kaisers,  win  for 

thre  thr  «orM*ft  rrgard  ; 
fiut  ih\  psintrr,  Alhrrchl  Ihirrr,  and  Hans 

Saa-hi  thv  cobblrr  banl. 

Tbuft,  O   Nitrrnilirrg.  a   wanderrr  from  a 

rrgiiin  f:»r  awsT, 
As  he  parril  thy  strrrt«  ami  court-yar«U, 

■ant;  in  thought  hu  carelrss  lajr  : 


Gathering  from  tbe  ps' 
as  a  floweret  of  t^ 

Tba  nobUity  of  labor,  — 
oftoU. 


THE  NORMAN  BARON 


LamgMiow  kj  mm 
gwSaJ  it  M  A  tbMBs  for  ft 

«•!»•  •«  phMprofMid*.  9h  l*lBlSvei  •«  1 
bMit  qM  la 

•t4«pSffl4« 


pM  i«T«ibto  4  DW«,  Ml 


In  his  chamber,  weak  and 
Was  tbe  Norman  baron  Ijrin^  ; 
Loud,  without,  tbe  tempest  tni 

And  the  castle-turret  abook. 

In  this  fight  was  Death  tbe  gainer, 
Spite  of  vassal  and  retainer, 
And  tbe  lands  bb  sires  bad  ploadand 
Written  in  tbe  Uoomsdaj  Bad 


Bt  hb  bed  a  monk  was  seated, 
W  bo  in  humble  voice  repeated 
Man/  ajprayer  and  pater-noater. 

From  the  miiMal  cm  bb  kiiet 


And,  amid  the  tempest  pealing. 
Sounds  of  belU  came  faintlj  stealings 
Bells,  that  from  the  neighboring  kloU 
Rang  for  tbe  Nativity. 


In  the  hall,  the  serf  and  vassal 
Held,  that  ui}^it,  their  Christmas 
Man  J  a  carol,  old  and  saiotlv. 

Sang  the  minstreU  and  tba 


And  so  loud  tbrse  Saion  glremen 
Sftng  to  slaves  thr  aong^  of  freemea. 
That  thr  «torm  wa»  brard  but  faintlv, 
Ku«»cking  St  tbe  castle  gataa 

Till  at  Irni^h  the  lavs  thrv  cbanlad 
Rrarhr«l  tlir  chambrr  trrrt»r-haautad. 
Where  thr  niook,  with  accents  boljr, 
Whisprrrd  at  the  baron's  ear. 


Trsrs  up<»n  hi«  ryrlids  glbtened, 
A*  hr  |iau««tl  swhilr  nnd  listened. 
And  thr  d)in^  Utnm  slowlv 

Tumr«l  hb  wearj  bead  to 
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1  for  the  kingly  stranger 
i  cradled  in  a  manger  I 
e  David,  priest,  like  Aaron, 
irist  is  born  to  set  us  free  I  " 

lightning  showed  the  sainted 
>n  the  casement  painted, 
aimed  the  shudderiue  baron, 
Miserere,  Domine  I 

oar  of  deep  contrition 

d,  with  clearer  vision, 

ail  outward  show  and  fashion, 

istice,  the  Avenger,  rise. 

omp  of  earth  had  vanished, 
i  and  deceit  were  banished, 
[>ake  more  loud  than  passion, 
ad  the  truth  wore  no  dbguise. 

ssal  of  his  banner, 

rf  bom  to  bis  manor, 

e    wronged    and    wretched    crea- 

f  his  hand  were  freed  again. 

m  the  sacred  missal 

ded  their  dismissal, 

laxed  his  iron  features, 

od  the  monk  replied,  '<  Amen  I " 

aturies  have  been  numbered 
death  the  baron  slumbered 
9nvent's  sculptured  portal, 
ingling  with  the  common  dust : 

rood  deed,  through  the  ages 
I  historic  pages, 
grows  and  gleams  immortal, 
Dconsumed  by  moth  or  rust. 


RAIN    IN    SUMMER 

lutiful  is  the  rain  ! 
i  dust  and  heat, 
xMul  and  fiery  street, 
irrow  lane, 
4itiful  is  the  rain  t 

latters  along  the  roofs, 
tramp  of  hoofs  I 
^shes  and  struggles  out . 
e  throat  of  the  overflowing  spout  t 


Across  the  window-pane 

It  pours  and  pours  ; 

And  swift  and  wide. 

With  a  muddy  tide. 

Like  a  river  down  the  gutter  roars 

The  rain,  the  welcome  rain  I 

The  sick  man  from  his  chamber  looks 

At  the  twisted  brooks  ; 

He  can  feel  the  cool 

Breath  of  each  little  pool ; 

His  fevered  brain 

Grows  calm  again. 

And  he  breathes  a  blessing  on  the  rain. 

From  the  neighboring  school 

Come  the  boys. 

With  more  than  their  wonted  noise 

And  commotion  ; 

And  down  the  wet  streets 

Sail  their  mimic  fleets. 

Till  the  treacherous  pool 

Ingulfs  them  in  its  whirling 

And  turbulent  ocean. 

In  the  country,  on  every  side. 

Where  far  and  wide. 

Like  a  leopard's  tawny  and  spotted  hide, 

Stretches  the  plain. 

To  the  dry  grass  and  the  drier  grain 

How  welcome  is  the  rain  I 

In  the  furrowed  land 

The  toilsome  and  patient  oxen  stand  ; 

Lifting  the  yoke-encumbered  head. 

With  their  dilated  nostrils  spread. 

They  silently  inhale 

The  clover-scented  gale. 

And  the  vapors  that  arise 

From  the  well-watered  and  smoking  soiL 

For  this  rest  in  the  furrow  after  tou 

Their  large  and  lustrous  eyes 

Seem  to  thank  the  Lord, 

More  than  man's  spoken  word. 

Near  at  hand. 

From  under  the  sheltering  trees. 

The  farmer  sees 

His  pastures,  and  his  fields  of  grain, 

As  they  bend  their  tops 

To  the  numberless  beating  drops 

Of  the  incessant  rain. 

He  counts  it  as  no  sin 

That  he  sees  therein 

Only  his  own  thrift  and  gain. 
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Tbeie,  »nii  f»r  mora  ihan  ibrs^, 

The  I'uct  ArfK  I 

He  can  brtiolil 

A(|uiiriii«  olil  j 

Walking;  the  frncrleM  flrUU  of  air  ; 

AdiJ  frt»iu  eA4'h  aniplr  tnUl 

Of  the  clouiis  aUtut  liitii  rulleil 

Si*Htt«nn|C  rvf  rvwlicre 

The  >howi*ry  ntiii, 

Aa  tlu*  faniirr  Bcattrn  hu  gnitL 

III*  ran  lM*huliI 

ThiM)^  iii^iiitiild 

That  ha%<*  nut  )'i-t  hern  whoUr  toM.  — 

Have  iiu(  beeu  whullv  kuu^  iitir  »Uil. 

For  his  thought,  that  m  >i*r  Btu|M, 

Fullowft  the  vkati'r-4lr«»|t<i 

Down  (o  the  ^ra\t>»  tif  the  «l«*ail, 

l>uwn  thruiiKh  i  h»Mii^  .iml  ^ulfa  profoatul. 

To  the  ilrvjirv  fmiiilaiu-ht-ati 

<if  lake«  ami  ri%er»  iiiiclfr  ifmiiml  ; 

Ami  M*i*4  llif  III,  when  the  rain  it  tlune, 

On  the  hrul^e  nf  I'lijiirn  ^even 

Cliinhiii);  lip  oiioe  more  to  bearen, 

0|»|Mi»tte  the  M-tting  luu. 

Thus  the  Seer, 

With  >i«ion  clear, 

Serft  fiiriu4  apjiear  and  ili<tap|iear. 

In  the  |M>qwtiial  round  of  ^tranpr, 

MyttrriMim  chnnj^ 

From  hirth  t«i  ilenih.  fmin  «1eath  In  hirth. 

From   earth    to   heaven,  from    beaveu   lo 

earth  ; 
Till  f;lin>p«e^  nmrr  «nMime 
Of  thin|*4  iinM*en  hefore, 
I'nto  hi«  moiulrrin;;  evi>%  rereal 
T)ie  I'niTerM*.  a^  an  iMimea<iurahle  wheel 
Turning;  fnrevernmri* 
In  the  rapiti  ami  ruihin^  river  of  Time. 


in   A   ( HIM) 

l^h  r  f*«  ''It  -  ■ 'i.  M'  I  Tif:.  m  i..4»-f  in  l.kt 
•li»*f  "  ^  ■  '  1  •.■.■-,•••  1»ii  »i.  I  •»■-•!  f. I  ^n I •li  I !•• 
«•/#  l.<  1    '    '   ■  I      'it  ;  I    I-   t   f  t,  I   •!  »  viM-l  »i|>r-« 

■  cia  I  VM.trl,  •  ■  ••  ikl  ftii  I  •  'i-ti^l*  Ih*  w  (•  " 
%■•»?   \h»    I     ■.-•'■»       i   •'»   .    ;    *T«   .   «t  •       1.     ».     |.# 

|*#      «'|i'f   WW.    1   •     '«   1'*    '••     *   *'•  I      ••      ■     1.--'    P««t 

kJ  aarr     I         II  1     «*«■   •»■  1«     *        I'   ■•■   '  1«    1  >>»     •  Yttff*     *•• 

nifcU  t*  ri  »•  fr*»i  '■ti'if  ftn»*«  f  ■  •'  •!  •  |«#f 'V  «»• 
Mt  •»  '<•  '  *  ffwir*>  ■» »•"•  I'  •  •'  •»!•  f •!•  ■  •  ■  •••  '• 
tk*1     1  t"    t   i»*i»     ♦  -    f  •■!    •1f*-.#,i  »1|-»v«mh)   I*  U     •  . 

Mflali'    a**.)  f"««*-l    «'  •   *     w>a   !■•   r«  »■       «  •!••  •■  '■•    ■! 


cbikl  waa  bfini  at  ciMi  iin« 


Ik*  iiilfcpwi^  flBln  I 
bi»  -liAry  ■  "  bouw  >««r»  acu.  vciuiif  am  (M»  I*  a  CUl 
1  iiiufea  uf 


Tb»  buriciJ  ireMurva  of  lb*  n»im>r. 

What  w«a  mjr  a*litni«tiii'rnl  U»-«lay.  l« 
nr«i  iiibr  III  iK\  If*  WiirUM«offta*a  baauulttl 
i'»u  tr  ttj  ^a«  •  J.  U*  raad 

AU  irvMurra  LuaMmI  b|  Uw 


oa« 


Dear  rhihl !  how  nuliant  on  thjr 

knee. 
With     merry  -  making    eyes    aim 

Mnilm, 

Tliou  ^/i-Ht  at  the  |iaiule<l  tilei, 
\Vh»»M»  tijnin*»  KHu-e, 
With  many  a  );r(»le<ii|iie  form  ami  fafl^ 
Tiie  nm-ient  rh:inni'\  of  thy  nurwr}  I 
'Pie  lady  witli  the  ^y  m«riiw, 
'I  he  dam  ill)*  j^irl.  tlie  ^r%\r  iMuliav 
With  liearilfd  lip  ami  thin  ; 
And,  leanmi;  itlly  o'er  hi«  |pite, 
lieneath  the  ini)MTial  fan  uf  Atair, 
The  Chinese  mandann. 


With  mhat  a  hwik  of  proud  eomi 

Thiiii  !»li:iki"«t  ill  th\  little  haml 

The  ciTil  rattle  with  iUi  sdvef  belkg 

Making:  a  tin-rry  tune  ! 

Thon^amU  of  \enr>iin  Indian  irai 

'I  hat  rnnil  ^ivw.  h\  «liiw  degifeA, 

I'ntil  iMinie  d**afli_\  and  wild  moiiMQB 

iKiohed  It  on  ('•■runiandei'A  MUul  I 

Thov*  silver  UlU 

Kf}Mft««'d  of  M»n', 

As  *h.ipi*lr«i^  lip', 

Kar  iliiwn  in  ihf  ilre|>-9unkrn  wells 

( *f  dark*«>nii*  nniii'S 

In  •iinii*  I'liHi  uri-  :ind  unnlest  plarc^ 

|i**nrilh  hni;*'  (   ttlMiUiriro**  lia«e, 

( tr  ri«tii«r^  ••'•  rlian^iii;;  piiH'a  ! 

Ami  thiiH  ftir  thee.  (»  iittir  rh:!d. 

Tlirii'i^^h  nian\  n  li.-tn^r  ami  e««*apf, 

Th«*  t:ill  «hip«  pa^^eii  the  »ti«rmy  C^IS  ; 

Ki«rtlii*r  in  fiiM-i^t.  !.iiid«  rrinnCe, 

lUfit.iili  .1  liiirtiii.^'.  triip  I  •  lime, 

Th«*  Iiiili.in  |M-:««.ii,t.  I  ht«ii  ;;  the  wild  ftf 

lliiiio'lf  .1^  ««i   t!  :ii'.«l  «.!•!. 

Ill  f  illihi;.  i-iiiti  lii-il  the  frii!  aibute, 

1  \\€'  i>)ir*  «  *A  \kh>i*<'  ^hallow  r\Mit, 

I  plil'fil  lr«iifi  tin-  *".I.  Iw-tmiid 

I  hi*  ».!%  If  *•   •!-  t--ri«  .ith  i»  l.tid. 

1  ht    L>iri>  it  Tri-i-irr«tif  tht-  iiiiaer,  TUD0 

Hut.  I"  '   \h\  ili-.r    ^  Irft  njar  I 
iliou  hrarv-^t  |iHfl«lep«  frmii  af ar  f 


TO  A  CHILD 
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be  sound, 
lest  round 

ck  and  questioning  eyes, 
who,  in  a  foreign  land, 
in  every  hand 

rce  of  wonder  and  surprise  I 
lessly,  impatiently, 
vest,  strugglest,  to  be  free. 

walls  of  thy  nursery 
like  prison  walls  to  thee, 
thy  mother's  smiles, 
the  painted  tiles, 

thee,  nor  the  playthings  on  the 
or, 

thy  little,  beating  heart  before  ; 
gglest  for  the  open  door. 

these  once  solitary  halls 
sring  footstep  falls. 
1  of  thy  merry  voice 
e  old  walls 
and  they  rejoice 
ioy  of  thy  younff  heart, 
light  of  whose  gUdness 
ws  of  sadness 

)  sombre  backgpround  of  memory 
irt 

once,  within  these  walls, 
m  memory  oft  recalls, 
er  of  his  Country,  dwelt, 
ler  meadows  broad  and  damp 
of  the  besieging  camp 
I  with  a  burning  belt, 
town  these  echoing  stairs, 
ith  the  weieht  of  cares, 
his  majestic  tread ; 
dn  this  very  room 

those  hours  of  gloom, 
oth  in  heart  and  head. 

;  are  these  grave  thoughts  to  thee  ? 
I  into  the  open  air  I 
dream  is  liberty, 
est  little  how  or  where. 
e  eager  at  thy  play, 
iiting  to  the  apples  on  the  tree, 
>eks  as  round  and  red  as  they  ; 
'  among  the  yellow  stalks, 
he  flowering  shrubs  and  plants, 
ss  as  the  bee. 
e  garden  walks, 

ks  of  thy  small  carriage-wheels  I 
ace ; 


And  see  at  every  turn  how  they  efface 

Whole  villages  of  sand-roofed  tents. 

That  rise  like  golden  domes 

Above  the  cavernous  and  secret  homes 

Of  wandering  and  nomadic  tribes  of  ants. 

Ah,  cruel  little  Tamerlane, 

Who,  with  thy  dreadful  reign. 

Dost  persecute  and  overwhelm 

These  hapless  Troglodytes  of  thy  realm  I 

What  I  tired  already  I  with  those  suppliant 

looks. 
And  voice  more  beautiful  than  a  poet's 

books 
Or  murmuring  sound  of  water  as  it  flows. 
Thou    comest    back    to    parley  with    re- 
pose ! 
This  rustic  seat  in  the  old  apple-tree, 
With  its  o*erhangiug  golden  canopy 
Of  leaves  illuminate  with  auttimmu  hues, 
And  shining  with  the  argent  light  of  dews, 
Shall  for  a  season  be  our  place  of  rest. 
Beneath  us,  like  an  oriole  s  pendent  nest. 
From  which  the  laughing  birds  have  taken 

wing. 
By    thee    abandoned,  hangs    thy    yaoant 

swing. 
Dream-like  the  waters  of  the  river  gleam  ; 
A  sailless  vessel  drops  adown  the  stream. 
And  like  it,  to  a  sea  as  wide  and  deep, 
Thou  driftest  gently  down  the  tides  of 
sleep. 

0  child  I    O  new-bom  denizen 
Of  life's  great  city  I  on  thv  head 
The  glory  of  the  mom  is  shed, 
Like  a  celestial  benison  t 

Here  at  the  portal  thou  dost  stand, 
And  with  thy  little  hand 
Thou  openest  the  mysterious  gate 
Into  the  future's  undiscovered  land. 

1  see  its  valves  expand, 
As  at  the  touch  of  Fate  I 

Into  those  realms  of  love  and  hate. 
Into  that  darkness  blank  and  drear, 
By  some  prophetic  feeling  taught, 
I  launch  the  bold,  adventurous  thoughti 
Freighted  with  hope  and  fear  ; 
As  upon  subterranean  streams, 
In  caverns  unexplored  and  dark, 
Men  sometimes  launch  a  fragile  bark. 
Laden  with  flickering  fire. 
And  watch  its  swift-receding  beams. 
Until  at  leneth  they  disappear, 
And  in  the  distant  dark  expire. 


63 


THE   BELFRY  OK  BRUGES 


Bjr  what  utrolofpr  of  fear  ur  hope 

Ihirr  I  to  cast  thy  horuMO|M>  ! 

l«ike  the  new  tuuou  thy  hte  appears ; 

A  little  strip  of  silTer  li^ht. 

Ami  widrnin};  outvanl  into  nif^ht 

The  shadowy  (ii-ik  of  future  yean  ; 

And  yrt  upon  iU  outer  riiu, 

A  lumiuouM  cirvle,  faint  and  dim. 

And  scarcelv  visihle  to  us  hen*. 

Koiiiids  and  conipletes  the  perfect  sphere  ; 

A  pruphecv  and  intimation. 

A  pale  ami  feeble  ailurubrulion. 

Of  the  icrvat  world  of  li^^ht,  that  lies 

Behind  all  human  de»tinies. 

Ah  t  if  thy  fate,  with  an|cuiih  fraught* 
Should  be  to  wet  the  dujity  mjiI 
With  the  litit  team  and  sweat  of  tuil,  — 
To  vtruf^f^lf  with  iiii|»fnou»  tliou|»h(. 
Until  the  ovrrbunlenetl  brain. 
Weary  with  lailNir.  faint  with  pain, 
IJke  a  ji%rn-d  pruduluin.  retain 
Only  ilA  nioiiun.  not  it»  powrr, — 
ReiiiruiU'r,  111  thai  periUNi«  hunr, 
Whrn  iiio^l  attlii'tnl  nnil  (ipprrAMMl, 
Kroni  LitMjr  ih^-n*  itluUl  rouii'  forth  rest. 

And  if  a  nitiiv  auspicious  fate 

On  thy  MlvauriM;;  ^||■p4  await. 

Still  Irt  It  rviT  U*  tliy  pride 

To  iinifpr  by  the  laUiri'r**  sidf  ; 

Willi  wor«l«  i«f  H\iii|»athy  nr  ^*»uf^ 

T«»  rliprr  !hi»  ilr»Mry  inan*b  nbui}; 

Of  t)i<*  ^rrat  ariii\  *A  lUr  |NHir. 

f  >Vr  »lrM»rl  *anil,  o'i'r  d.m^'niuH  iiiiMir. 

Niir  ti>lh\<a*lf  (hi'  t.-ink  i»b.-ill  U* 

Withiiiit  r^m.inl  ;  f«ir  tlmii  i^luilt  li-ani 

Thi*  wiuloiii  i-:irlv  In  diM'rrn 

Tpii-  1mmii(\  in  utility  : 

A«  k"»^'-»l  l'\!b:ii;nri*  <»f  viirr, 

St.iiiiliTi:;  }h*«iiIi*  t).*'  M:irk<'iiiith*4  diwr, 

Anii  hi-.iriii};  th*   triiiiniiT^.  :i^  \U*'\  «iiiote 

l*lii-  an^iU  wifh  a  diffi-ri-iit  nt»ii-. 

Si<ili'  friiiii  till*  \ar\itii;  t'iii«*«.  that  hun^C 

\  i'<rAiit  ««ri  •■\i'r'.  ifii'i  tiinipi*', 

I  III*  ••■.■ft  iif  thr  •tiiiiiidiii:;  Birv. 

Aiid  Itiritit-il  tbr  M-\f:).4  Ktmliil  U  rr. 

Kr»i.ii^h  f     I  Will  n.it  ]*\\\  tin-  >*•#  r  ; 
I   vk.!i  rill  |iii:;^fr  «!r:\i-  In  ••{•r 
I  Im-  Ml^«(  ••  \ii|  jiiti-,  «lif-rv  ^ipftf'rir 
'Ibr  ht  ri!»l  11  '\»r,  fiiff rufiiiiM/  Ti-ar, 
AihI  Ki-.ir.  tlif  fiiir^iii% .«i)i  iif  Mope. 
l*)ti  li*  «*,!t\  rtMii.tiii*  iih;>iI«1  : 
ri>r,  likf  Ai  i^!i  %'  *-»,jki\  iif  ti!d. 


The  swift  thought  kiadlea  m  it  flii% 
And  bums  to  ashes  in  the 


THE  OCCULTATION  OF  OHIO 


Mr.  Vat^Mom  my :  *' 
UU*  U  ioromct ;  m  I  apiiljr  to  a 
na  proparljr  hm  ft|if4M«l  In  um»  of  lU 
ny  obMrvAlMO  la  mwU  from  Um  MD  «f 
tram  UmI  of  vWior*  ;  mvI  will.  I 
rtaatiy  seeunu  for  Ump  prwsi  par] 


I  SAW,  as  in  a  dream  sublime. 
The  iMlaxin*  in  the  hand  of  Timeu 

i  0*«r  East  and  West  ita  beam  im^ 

Ami  Ihiy,  with  all  ita  houn  of  liflA, 
Was  nlowly  sinking  out  of  sight. 
While,  oppoxitr,  ttie  scale  of  NighA 
Silently  with  the  stars  asccndeoT 

Like  the  astrologers  i»f  eld. 
In  that  bright  %-ision  1  beheld 
(•reater  and  deeper  mysterice. 
I  Mw,  with  iLi  celestial  keys, 
ItA  ehords  of  air,  its  frt-tii  of  fira, 
Thr  Saniian*i  great  ^ilolian  lyre, 
Ki«ing  thmugh  all  its  srvenfold  hmt% 
From  rarth  unto  the  Hxril  stars. 
And  thrttugh  the  dewy  atmoepheiVt 
Not  only  coubl  I  see,  but  hear, 
It4  womlmu^  ami  harmonious  striag^ 
In  Awpi't  vibratiitii,  ^plirre  bv  sphere, 
Krom  I  Ruin's  rin-ii*  light  ami  near, 
Onward  to  ^a^tcr  and  widrr  rings. 
Where,   chanting    thrtNigh     his 

unnws, 
Majritii*.  nniiimful.  Saturn  goea. 
Anil  down  ilit*  «'inlr<t%  rrahiis  of 
KerrrlNTati*»  lh«'  thunder  of  his 

Ii«*nrath  thr  tkky\  triumphal  arrb 
This  niu^ir  Miundr<l  likr  a  niarrh, 
\nd  with  it«  rhnru^  seemrti  to  be 
l*rrbiiling  %**iur  grrat  tragrdy. 
Sjriii«  wa^  n-^iri;;  in  the  ea^t ; 
\nil,  •Iiiw  .i«i-i-n<liii;:  linr  h\  cine, 
Th«*  kindliui;  I'lui^tril.iliutn  kIhii 
lW*'^irt  with  iii.iny  a  bl.iiirg  »tar, 
Sti)iM|  i\.*'  ;;r>  .it  :::.irit  Al|*i  bar, 
Orimi,  li'i?>:i  r  «>f  tin*  N'a^l  ! 
!li«  «Wiiri|  K  irii;  ;;l«*afniiig  by  1ii«  si 
\nil.  t>n  !  .«  :i.'fii.  till-  liiin'*  li:i!r 
Srit!fr»'.l  .1' r»'«*  f  III*  nii<lri>;^Kt  air 
,   I  lir  giiliii'ii  r  idijuu'e  of  ii«  h^ir. 
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911  was  pallid,  but  not  faint ; 

uitiful  as  some  fair  saint, 

r  moTinff  on  her  way 

I  of  trial  and  dismay. 

B  heard  the  voice  of  God, 

led  with  naked  feet  she  trod 

le  hot  and  burning  stars, 

le  glowing  coab  and  bars, 

re  to  prove  her  strength  and  try 

iness  and  her  purity. 

)ving  on,  with  silent  pace, 
imph  in  her  sweet,  pale  fr^re, 
ihed  the  station  of  Orion, 
he  stood  in  strange  alarm  ! 
Idenly  from  his  outstretched  arm 
ill  the  red  skin  of  the  lion 
river  at  his  feet, 
hty  club  no  loneer  beat 
shead  of  the  bull ;  but  he 
IS  of  yore  beside  the  sea, 
»lindea  by  CEnopion, 
bt  the  blacksmith  at  his  forge, 
mbing  up  the  mountain  gorge, 
s  blank  eyes  upon  the  sun. 

trough  the  silence  overhead, 
1  with  a  trumpet  said, 
(rmore,  forevermore, 
;n  of  violence  is  o'er  I " 
e  an  instrument  that  flings 
0  on  another's  strings, 
mpet  of  the  angel  cast 
e  heavenly  lyre  its  blast, 
from  sphere  to  sphere  the  words 
d  down  the  burning  chords,  — 
?rmore,  forevermore, 
la  of  violence  is  o*er  I " 


THE  BRIDGE 

loodixad  M  The  Bridge  over  the  CharleSt  the 
h  Mpanttes  Cambridge  from  Boeton. 

on  on  the  bridge  at  midnight, 
the  clocks  were  striking  the  hour, 
the  moon  rose  o'er  the  city, 
bind  the  dark  church-tower. 

'  her  bright  reflection 
the  waters  under  me, 
a  golden  goblet  falling 
d  linking  into  the  sea. 


And  far  in  the  hazy  distance 
Of  that  lovely  night  in  June, 

The  blaze  of  the  flaming  furnace 
Gleamed  redder  than  the  moon. 

Among  the  long,  black  rafters 

The  wavering  shadows  lay. 
And  the  current  that  came  from  the  oceas 

Seemed  to  lift  and  bear  them  away  ; 

As,  sweeping  and  eddving  through  them. 

Rose  tne  belated  tiae, 
And,  streaming  into  the  moonlight, 

The  seaweed  floated  wide. 

And  like  those  waters  rushing 

Among  the  wooden  piers, 
A  flood  of  thoughts  came  o'er  me 

That  filled  my  eyes  with  tears. 

How  often,  oh  how  often. 
In  the  days  that  had  gone  by, 

I  had  stood  on  that  bridge  at  midnight 
And  gazed  on  that  wave  and  sky  I 

How  often,  oh  how  often, 

I  had  wished  that  the  ebbing  tide 
Would  bear  me  away  on  its  bosom 

O'er  the  ocean  wild  and  wide  I 

For  my  heart  was  hot  and  restless. 
And  my  life  was  full  of  care. 

And  the  burden  laid  upon  me 

Seemed  greater  than  I  could  bear. 

But  now  it  has  fallen  from  me. 

It  is  buried  in  the  sea  ; 
And  only  the  sorrow  of  others 

Throws  its  shadow  over  me. 

Yet  whenever  I  cross  the  river 
On  its  bridge  with  wooden  piers. 

Like  the  odor  of  brine  from  the  ocean 
Comes  the  thought  of  other  years. 

And  I  think  how  many  thousands 

Of  care-encumbered  men. 
Each  bearing  his  burden  of  sorrow, 

Have  crossed  the  bridge  since  then. 

I  see  the  long  procession 

Still  passing  to  and  fro, 
The  young  heart  hot  and  restless, 

And  the  old  subdued  and  slow  I 
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And  forever  and  foreTcr, 
Ai  lung  u  the  river  tiowa. 

As  loag  M  the  heart  hat 
A«  long  M  life  has  woe*  ; 

Hm  moon  and  its  hrokea  reflectioo 
And  its  shadows  shall  ap|iear. 

As  the  symhol  uf  love  in  hntven. 
And  its  wrnvrring  image  here. 


*  Or  bjr  the  roar  of  the  Rnnnif  Wl 
where  the  Otnaha 
Calls  thee,  and  leaps  throvf  h  Uw  wri 
vine  like  a  brave  of  iba  BImU 


t 


TO  THE   DRIVING   CLOUD 

GejOomt  and  dark  art  thou,  O  chief  of  the 

niightj  Oniahas ; 
(iloomj  luid  dark   as  the  driving  cloud, 

who»e  name  thou  hast  taken  I 
Wrapped  in  tbv  tcarlrt  bUuket,  1  see  thee 

stalk  through  the  city's 
Narrow  and  |>up«Uoufl  *tr«etA,  as  once   bj 

the  margin  of  hvers  | 

Stalked  thofte  birds  unknown,  that  have  left 

us  ooljr  their  footprints. 
What,  in  a  few  short  }'«*ara,  will  renaain  of 

thy  race  but  tbi*  fuot  prints  7 

How  eanst  thou  walk  tliese  streets,  who 

hast   trod   the    green    turf   of    the 

prairies  ?  i 

How  cantt  thou  brvatbe  this  air,  whii  hast  ' 

bn*atbed  the  sweet  air  of  the  moun- 

UiuA? 
Ah  I  H  is  in  vain  Umt  with  lordly  looks  of 

divlain  tboii  dodt  challrnge 
Looks  of  diMlain   in  rrtum,  and  question 

tbmr  wall*  and  tbr^  parrnienU, 
Claiming  thf  mhI  for  thy  hunting-grounds,  j 

whilv*  dowit-tniddrn  niilltotts  | 

Htarvf*  in  tbr  gnrrrt*  of  Kuropi*,  and  cry 

fn»in  il«  ravrm*  that  thry,  too. 
Have  brrn  crrattMl  brir«  of  the  earth,  an  I 

rlaim  ita  divinion  ! 

Bark,  then,  liark  t«i  thv  wcmmU  in  the  rrginn* 
wmt  iif   the  Wal*.l«)i  ? 

There  at  a  iu«»iiarvh  tlioii  mgnrvt.     In  au- 

tniiin  lh«*  li*mvr«  uf   thr  nimple 
Pkre  th<*   HtHtn  of    thr   luklAcr-lmlU    with 

gold,  an*!  Ill  •iitiitiii  r 
Pine-trt>r«  mx(t   IhriMi^h  it«  rbainbrm  the 

(MliirtiiM  brrath  uf  tbrir  brmnrbr* 
There  thmi  nrl  «tninf»  and  grrat,  a  hrm,  a 

tamer  of   horarn  \ 
IV- rr  thou  rhA4e«t  the  ttatelv  stag  00  the  I 

banks  of  the  Ukhom,  '  i 


Hark  I  what  munnors  arise  f  roai  tkt 

of  those  mountainoQS  desnts  1 
Is  it  the  cry  of  the  Foxes  and  Ciwi^< 

mighty  Behemoth, 
Who,  unbanned,  00  his  tusks  oaes  « 

the  bolts  of  the  thunder. 
And  now  lurks  in  his  lair  to 

race  of  the  red  man  ? 
Far  more  fatal  to  th(*e  and  thy 

the  Crows  and  the  Koxea, 
Far  more  fatal  to  thee  and  thy 

the  tread  of  Behemoth, 
Lo  1  the   big  tbundrfvcanoe,  tint  Ml 

breaAts  the  Missouri's 
Merciless  current  !  and  yonder,  sltf  < 

prairien,  tlie  camp-fires 
Gleam  through  the  night ;  and  the  ch 

duM  in  the  grav  of  the  daybff« 
Marks  not  the  buflalo'i»  track,  ONir  Ikt 

dan**  destrrous  horse>rae»  ; 
It  is  a  caravan,  whitening  the 

dwell  the  Camanches ! 
Ha  t  how  the  breath  of  these 

Celtit.  like  the  bUst  of  the 
Drifts   evermore  to   the   west   tkt 

smokes  of  thy  wigwams  I 


SONGS 
THK    DAY   IS   DONE 


WrlttM  In  th#  fall  of  1»44  M  , 
•mall  vpliim'  V*  |*vm»  wWrtAil  bj  Mr. 
Pu)4mIm4  at  CkruftaM  ct  It.  a  j9mM, 


TliF  day  i«  done,  and  the 

FalU  frtini  tbr  wing*  of  Night, 

An  A  fratbrr  i«  waftrd  dowo^ 
From  an  raf^lr  in  hi*  flight. 


I  lee  the  Ii^hti  of  tbr  village 
<ff Irani  tlir«Hi|:h  the  rain  and  tkt 

An«)  a  frrhni;  of  *ailtM^4  comaa  •*• 
That  niv  MMil  cannot  mist  ; 

A  ferlini;  of  MidneM  ami  loogiag^ 
T)t»t  It  hi't  akin  to  pain. 

And  memblet  tM>m»w  onlv 

As  the  mist  rraembles  tke  rsia. 


TO  AN  OLD  DANISH  SONG  BOOK 
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Come,  fnd  to  me  some  poem, 
Some  siiDple  and  heartfelt  lay, 

Ilitt  shall  soothe  this  restless  teeling, 
And  banish  the  thoughts  of  day. 

Not  from  the  gtaiid  old  masters, 
Kot  from  the  bards  sublime. 

Whose  distant  footsteps  echo 
Throagfa  the  corridors  of  Time. 

For,  like  strains  of  martial  music, 
Their  mighty  thou  eh  ts  suggest 

Life's  endless  toil  ana  endeavor ; 
And  to-night  I  long  for  rest. 

Read  from  some  humbler  poet. 
Whose  sonzs  gushed  from  his  heart, 

is  showers  m>m   the   clouds  of  sum- 
mer. 
Or  tears  from  the  eyelids  start ; 

Who,  throogh  long  days  of  labor. 

And  niehts  devoid  of  ease, 
Still  heard  in  his  soul  the  music 

Of  wonderful  melodies. 

Sttch  songs  have  power  to  quiet 

The  rratless  pulse  of  care. 
And  oome  like  the  benediction 

That  follows  after  prayer. 

Then  read  from  the  treasured  volume 

The  poem  of  thy  choice. 
And  lend  to  the  rhyme  of  the  poet 

The  beauty  of  thy  voice. 

ind  the  night  shall  be  filled  with  music, 
And  the  cares,  that  infest  the  day, 

^hall  fold  their  tents,  like  the  Arabs, 
And  IS  silently  steal  away. 


AFTERNOON  IN  FEBRUARY 

The  day  is  ending, 
The  night  b  descending  ; 
The  marsh  is  frozen. 
The  river  dead. 

Through  clouds  like  ashes 
The  red  sun  flashes 
On  village  windows 
That  glimmer  red. 


The  suow  recommences  ; 
I'he  buried  fences 
Mark  no  longer 
The  road  o'er  the  plain  ; 

While  through  the  meadows, 
Like  fearful  shadows. 
Slowly  passes 
A  funeiul  train. 

The  bell  is  pealing, 
And  every  feeling 
Within  me  responds 
To  the  dismal  knell ; 

Shadows  are  trailing. 
My  heart  is  bewailing 
Aud  tolling  within 
Like  a  funeral  belL 


TO  AN  OLD  DANISH  SONG 
BOOK 

Mr.  Longfellow  npon  Andenen*!  Story  of  *i*y  ^(/Sf* 
note*  iu  Ui«  tlUry  :  **  Autuuiu  always  brings  back  very 
frcMhly  my  autuumal  bujoum  in  Copenhagen,  dellghW 
fully  luiugled  with  bracing  air  aud  yellow  falling  learea. 
I  have  trieU  to  record  the  impression  in  the  song  To 
an  Old  DanUh  Song  Book." 

Welcome,  my  old  friend, 
Welcome  to  a  foreign  fireside. 
While  the  sullen  g^es  of  autumn 
Shake  the  windows. 

The  ung^tef  ul  world 
Has,  it  seems,  dealt  harshly  with  thee. 
Since,  beneath  the  skies  of  Denmark, 
First  I  met  thee. 

There  are  marks  of  ajje, 
There  are  thumb-marks  on  thy  mar^n. 
Made  by  hands  that  clasped  thee  rudely, 
At  the  alehouse. 

Soiled  and  dull  thou  art  ; 
Yellow  are  thy  time-worn  pages, 
As  the  russet,  rain-molested 
Leaves  of  autumu. 

Thou  art  stained  with  wine 
Scattered  from  hilarious  goblets. 
As  the  leaves  with  the  libations 
Of  Olympus. 
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Y«t  doftt  tbuu  rrcaill 
Dajs  departed,  half-furffotten. 
When  iu  dreamj  youth  1  wmiidered 
By  the  Baltic,  ~ 

When  I  paused  to  bear 
The  old  ballad  of  Kiu|C  Christian 
Shouted  from  suburbau  taYcrus 
Id  the  twilight. 

Thou  recallest  bards, 

Who,  in  solitary  cliaiiibers. 

And  with  lu'artu  by  passion  wasted. 

Wrote  thy  pagvs. 

Thou  recallest  homes 
Where  thy  »uiigM  of  luve  and  frirnclship 
Made  the  gluuuiy  Northern  winter 
Bright  as  summer. 

Once  some  aniMeut  Scald, 
In  his  bleak,  ani*e»tral  Iceland, 
Chanted  mU\v%  of  these  old  ballads 
To  the  Vikings. 

Once  in  KUiimre, 
At  the  court  uf  old  King  Hamlet, 
Yorick  and  hm  boon  companions 
Sang  tliTM*  dittirs. 

Oni*e  IVinoe  Frederick's  (luard 
Sang  thrill  in  their  nwoky  barracks  ;  — 
Suddenly  the  Kiigliskh  cannon 
Joined  the  chorus  ! 

Peasants  iu  the  field, 
Sailurt  t»n  the  roaring  ocean. 
Students,  tnule^mni,  |wili*  mechanics. 
All  lisTr  Mung  tliein. 

ThtNi  hajtt  ttrrn  their  frieml  ; 
Tliry,  nU«  !  have  left  thee  friendleikA  ! 
Yet  at  lea«t  by  mie  nanii  fireside 
Art  thou  welcttni*'. 

An«l,  .t«  «wallii««  bnild 

In  ih**fte  witle.  olfl-fa*hioned  rliimners. 

Si  thr  twitteniig  MMig  shalt  lirstie 

111  IDT   UiMifil. 

Quiet,  cliMe.  mid  warm. 
Sbelterrd  fri<iit  all  iiiMle«tati«iii, 
Ami  reeanni;;  by  thetr  ^ukv* 
Yuuth  aiiii  tn»rrl. 


!       WALTER  VON   DER  VOCi 

WEIU 


VoOBLWKiD  the  Minoeainfcr, 
When  he  left  this  world  of 

Laid  his  body  in  the  cloister. 
Under  WUrttbarg's  naoster 


And  he  gave  the  monks  his 
(tave  them  all  with  this  behaat : 

They  should  feed  the  birds  ml 
iJ^ly  on  his  place  of  rest ; 

Saying,  '*  From  these  wanderiag  wum 
I  have  learned  tlie  art  of  song  ; 

Let  me  now  repay  the  lessons 
They  have  taught  so  well  and  loag . 

Thus  the  liard  of  love  departed  ; 

And,  fulfilhng  his  desire. 
On  his  tomb  the  birds  were  faMlad 

Hv  the  children  of  the  choir. 

Day  by  day,  o*er  tower  and  tamlv 
In  foul  weather  and  in  fair, 

I>av  by  day,  in  vaster  nunbera, 
flocked  the  poets  of  the  air. 


'  On  the  tree  whose  heavy  hi 
Overfthaduwi*d  all  the  pi 


On  the  iwTement,  on  the 
On  the  poet's  sculptured  fi 


Ou  the  epi^ft-liars  of  each 
On  the  lintel  of  eai'h  door, 

TheT  renewed  the  War  of  Wartbsfg, 
Whii  h  the  Urd  had  fought  b»f««. 

-  There  they  «ang  their  marry  earoli^ 
Sang  tbrir  Uiid*  on  every  sid*  ; 
Ami  the  iiaiiie  their  voices  Qtt«ff«d 
Was  the  tiau*e  of  Vogelweid. 

Till  at  len^'tb  the  jMirtly  abbot 

.Murmtirv-tl,  **  \N  hv  thi*  wasta  of  fa 

Re  It  t'haiii:e«|  to  liui^eii  hc-m*eforwmH 
Kur  uur  footing  brt»t  her  hood."* 

Then  in  vain  oVr  tower  ami  tnrrH, 
Fnun  tlie  walU  and  wiMidlawi 

When  (be  minster  Ih*IU  rang 
Ciathetvd  the  unwelcoma 
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in  fain,  with  cries  discordant, 
morous  round  the  Gothic  spire, 
Died  the  feathered  Minnesingers 
Uie  children  of  the  choir. 

hfts  long  effaced  the  inscriptions 
the  cloister's  funeral  stones, 
radition  only  tells  us 
are  repose  the  poet's  bones. 

oond  the  Fast  cathedral, 
iweet  echoes  multiplied, 
le  birds  repeat  the  legend, 
the  name  of  Vogelweid. 


DRINKING   SONG 

mON    FOR    AN  ANTIQUE   PITCHER 

old  friend  I  sit  down  and  listen  I 
Q  the  pitcher,  placed  between  us, 
M  waters  laus^h  and  glisten 
le  head  of  old  SUenus  I 

leous,  bloated,  drunken, 
by  his  inebriate  Satyrs  ; 
breast  his  head  is  sunken, 
mtly  he  leers  and  chatters. 

irith  youthful  Bacchus  follow  ; 
!rowns  that  brow  supernal 
forehead  of  Apollo, 
possessing  youth  eternal. 

about  him,  fair  Bacchantes, 
ing  cymbals,  flutes,  and  thyrses, 
rem  Naxian  groves,  or  Zante's 
fards,  sing  delirious  verses. 

e  won,  through  all  the  nations, 
iless  victories,  and  the  farmer 
•  trophies  aud  oblations, 
I  for  banners,  ploughs  for  armor. 

by  no  o'erzealous  rigor, 
1  this  mystic  throng  expresses  : 
s  was  the  type  of  vigor, 
Sileous  of  excesses. 

ire  ancient  ethnic  revels, 
faith  long  since  forsaken  ; 
e  Satyrs,  changed  to  devils, 
iten  mortals  wme-o'ertaken. 


Now  to  rivulets  from  the  mountains 
Point  the  rods  of  fortune-tellers  ; 

Touth  perpetual  dwells  in  fountains,  — 
Not  in  flasks,  and  casks,  and  cellars. 

Claudius,  though  he  sane  of  flacons 
And  huge  tankards  fiUed  with  Khenish, 

From  that  fiery  blood  of  dragons 
Never  would  his  own  replenish. 

Even  Redi,  though  he  chaunted 
Bacchus  in  the  Tuscan  valleys. 

Never  drank  the  wine  he  vaunted 
In  his  dithyrambic  sallies. 

Then  with  water  fill  the  pitcher 
Wreathed  about  with  classic  fables  ; 

Ne'er  Falemian  threw  a  richer 
Light  upon  Lucullus'  tables. 

Come,  old  friend,  sit  dowfa  and  listen  t 

As  it  passes  thus  between  us. 
How  its  wavelets  laucrh  and  glisten 

In  the  head  of  old  Silenus  I 


THE   OLD    CLOCK    ON   THE 
STAIRS 

Th«  houae  oommemorated  in  the  poem  te  tlit  Gold 
boQM,  now  known  m  the  Plankett  maniton,  in  Pitte- 
field,  Miiafhmetta,  tho  bomeatead  of  Mrs.  Loncfel- 
low'i  maternal  grandfather,  whither  Mr.  LongfeUoir 
went  after  hia  marriage  in  the  aummer  of  1843.  The 
poem  waa  not  written,  bowerer,  till  Morember,  IMS, 
when,  nnder  date  of  the  12th  of  the  month,  be  wrote  in 
hia  diary :  **  Began  a  poem  on  a  clock,  with  the  worda 
*  ForeTor,  nerer,*  aa  the  burden ;  auggeated  by  the 
worda  of  Bridaine,  the  old  French  miaaionary,  who  aald 
of  eternity,  Cest  une  penduie  dont  le  balmeier  dit  0t 
redit  tans  eeue  ct*  deux  mot*  teulement  dam  le  tUenee 
des  tombeauTf  —  T<mjour$^  jamai*  I  Jamait,  tat^omn  I 
Et  pendant  e*»  effrayable*  rh^utions^  un  riprtmvS  a* 
icrie^  *  Quelle  heure  ett-ilt'  et  la  voix  cf*im  tmtn 
tnUirabU  lui  ripwd,  *  L'EtemUi.'  ** 

Somewhat  back  from  the  village  street 
Stands  the  old-fashioned  country-seat. 
Across  its  antique  portico 
Tall  poplar-trees  their  shadows  throw  ; 
And  from  its  station  in  the  hall 
An  ancient  timepiece  says  to  all,  — 
"  Forever  —  never  I 
Never  —  forever  I " 

Half-way  up  the  stairs  it  stands. 
And  points  and  beckons  with  its  hands 
From  its  case  of  massive  oak. 
Like  a  monk,  who,  under  his  cloak. 


6ft 


THE   BELFRY  OF   BRUGES 


CroMM  himnelf,  luid  ligfa*,  auib  1 
Witli  aorrowful  vuic«  to  all  who  pMt,  — 
••  Forever  —  never  I 
Never  —  forever  I  ** 

By  day  its  voice  U  low  and  light ; 
But  ta  the  ftilent  dead  of  nigbt. 
Distinct  as  a  passing  foot»trp*s  fall, 
It  echoes  along  the  vacant  hall. 
Along  the  ceiling,  along  the  floor. 
And  seems  tosar,  at  each  chauilier-door,  — 
••  Forever  —  never  I 
Never  —  forever !  " 

Through  days  of  sorrow  and  of  mirth, 
ThnNigi  days  of  death  and  days  of  birth, 
Thiough  everv  swift  vicissitude 
Of    changeful    time,    unchanged    it    has 

stood, 
And  as  if,  like  God»  it  all  things  saw, 
It  calmly  repeats  tliose  words  of  awe,  — 

••  Forever  —  never  I 
Never  —  forever  ! " 

In  that  mansion  used  to  bt 
Frve-hearied  llospitalitv  ; 
His  great  fires  up  the  cLimney  roarsd  ; 
The  stranger  feasted  at  his  board  ; 
But,  like  the  skelrton  at  the  feast. 
That  warning  timepiece  never  ceased,  — 
••  Forever  —  never  I 
Never  —  forever  I  ** 

There  grou|w  of  merry  children  played, 
There     youths    and     maidens    dreaming 

•traved  ; 
O  precious  h«Hirs  I    O  golden  prime, 
And  afHurnce  of  love  and  time  I 
Fven  as  a  miser  counts  his  gold. 
Those  hours  the  ancient  tiniepaeoc  told,  — 

••  Forever  —  never  ! 
Never  —  forever  I  " 

From  thst  rhaniber,  clothed  in  white, 
The    brwle   rame    forth   on   her   wedding 

night  ; 
There,  in  that  «ilent  mom  below, 
Tlie  dead  lav  in  his  shnMid  of  snow  : 
And  in  tlir  hush  that  fullowe^l  the  prayer. 
Was  hrani  the  old  cluck  on  the  stair,  — 

••  Forrrrr       nii^\rr  ! 
Never  -    forever  I  " 

All  are  scattered  now  and  fled, 
borne  are  married,  soom  are  dead  ; 


And  when  I  ask,  vrith  throbs  of  pai 
**  Ah  t  when  shall  thej  all  muH  Sfi 
As  in  the  days  lon^  siaea  gom  faj« 
Tho  ancient  timepiaee  omiEm  nplj, 
"  Forever —  never  I 
Never  —  forever  I  •• 

Never  here,  forever  there. 
Where  all  partin|f,  pain,  and  care. 
And  death,  and  time  shall  diiappca 
Forever  there,  but  never  here  I 
The  horologe  of  Ktemity 
Sayeth  this  incessantly,  — 
•*  Forever  —  never ! 
Never —  forever  I  * 


THE  ARROW  AND  THE  5 

•«  OetobMT  IS.  ISIft.  astofs  ^^wi■^  wiels  > 
mmd  ttu  Smf,  «hkS  cwm  late  mj  iriai  m  1 1 
J  bMk  to  tto  flr»,  sm4  glsT«<  ••  Is  Iks  ■ 
Uimmnf  sa  lm$tnhtMum 


I  SHOT  an  arrow  into  the  air. 
It  fell  to  earth,  I  knew  aol 
For,  so  swiftlv  it  flew,  the  nfkl 
Could  not  follow  it  ia  au  Ittpit, 

I  breathed  a  sooff  into  the  air. 
It  fell  to  earth,  I  knew  aol  whm 
For  who  has  sight  so  keea  aad  it 
That  it  can  follow  the  flight  afai 

Long,  long  afterward,  ia  aa  oak 
I  found  the  arrow,  still  aabfwka ; 
And  the  song,  from  begiaaiag  la 
I  found  again  in  the  heart  of  a  ii 


SONNETS 
MEZZO   CAMMIN 


am  IW 


Iwl  Safer*  Usvtag  for 

Half  of  my  life  is  gooe,  and  I  ki«^ 
The  vran  slip  from  me  and  hi 

'  fulftUed 
The  aspiration  of  my  youth,  lo  hi 
Some  tower  of  song  with  lofty  H 

Not  indolence,  nor  pleasure,  aor  tai 
Of  restless  passions   that 

stilletl. 
Rut  sorrow*  and  a  care  that 
Kept  me  from  what  I  may  aeo 


CURFEW 
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Tboogii,  half-way  up  the  bill,  I  see  the  Past 
Lying  beneath  me  with  its  sounds  and 

lights,— 
Aatj'in  the  twilight  dim  and  vast, 
With  imokine  roofs,  soft  bells,  and  gleam- 
ing lighte,— 
And  hear  aboye  me  on  the  autumnal 

bkst 
Il»  cataract  of  Death  far  thundering 
from  the  heights. 

THE    EVENING   STAR 

*'Oetobw80, 184S.  The  Indlaa  Minmer  ttfll  in  Its 
IIB17.  Wrote  Um  mnuMtHespenu  in  the  ruatk  seat  of 
tkioldippl»4rM.**  This  aomiet,  addreMed  to  hia  wtf e^ 
•d  aftvwwd  fiT«n  ite  proMnt  Utlo,  **  is  noticeable," 


Ia  I  in  the  painted  oriel  of  the  West, 
Whose  panes  the  sunken  sun  incarna- 
dines, 
like  a  fair  lady  at  her  casement,  shines 
Ths  eTening  star,  the  star  of  love  and 
restt 
iad  then  anon  she  doth  herself  digest 
Of  all  her  radiant  garments,  and  reclines 
Behind  the  sombre  screen  of  yonder  pines. 
With  slumber  and  soft  dreams  of  loye 
oppressed. 
0  tty  beloved,  my  sweet  Hesperus  I 
My  morning  and  my  evening  star  of  love  I 
Mv  best  Mid  gentlest  lady  I  even  thus, 
^  that  fair  planet  in  the  sky  above, 
Dost  tboQ  retire  unto  thy  rest  at  night. 
And  from  thy  darkened  window  fades 
the  light. 


AUTUMN 

^^00  eomest,  autumn,  heralded  by  the 
rain. 
With  banners,  by  great  gales  incessant 

famned, 
brighter  than  brightest  silks  of  Samar- 

eand. 
And  stately  oxen  harnessed  to  thy  wain  I 
^Vm  standest,  like  imperial  Charlemagne, 
Upon  thv  bridge   of    gold  ;    thy   royal 

hana 
Outstretched  with  benedictions  o'er  the 
Und, 

the  farms  through  all  thy  vast 
domain  I 


Thy  shield  is  the  red  harvest  moon,  sus- 
pended 

So  long  beneath  the  heaven's  o'erhanging 
eaves  ; 

Thy  steps  are  by  the  farmer's  prayers 
attended  ; 
Like  flames  upon  an  altar  shine  the  sheaves ; 

And,    following    thee,    in    thy    ovation 
splendid. 

Thine  almoner,  the  wind,  scatters  the 
golden  leaves  I 


DANTE 

Tuscan,  that  wanderest  through  the  realms 

of  gloom. 
With  thoughtful  pace,  and  sad,  majestic 

eyes. 
Stem  thoughts  and  awful  from  thy  soul 

arise. 
Like  Farinata  from  his  fiery  tomb. 
Thv  sacred  sone  is  like  the  trump  of  doom  ; 
iei  in  thy  heart  what  human  sympi^ 

thies, 
What  soft  compassion  glows,  as  in  the 

skies 
The  tender  stars  their  clouded  lamps  re- 
lume I 
Methinks  I  see    thee    stand  with    pallid 

cheeks 
By  Fra  Hilario  in  his  diocese, 
Aa    up    the  convent -walls,  in    golden 

streaks. 
The  ascending  sunbeams  mark  the  day's 

decrease  ; 
And,  as  he  asks  what  there  the  stranger 

seeks,  • 

Thy  voice  along  the  cloister  whispers 

**  Peace ! " 


CURFEW 


Solemnly,  mournfully. 

Dealing  its  dole. 
The  Curfew  Bell 

Is  beginning  to  tolL 

Cover  the  embers, 

And  put  out  the  light  ; 


TO 
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Toil  ronir*  wilh  Che  morning, 
And  rvftt  villi  tli«  night. 

Dark  grow  the  wimluwt, 
Anu  i|ucuche<l  i*  the  linr  ; 

Souni]  fMlei  into  ftilrm*v,  — 
All  fiMJt«te|M  retir*. 

No  roire  in  the  flianilN-ra, 
No  MHiucl  III  the  hall  ! 

Sleep  ami  ohlivion 
Keigu  oTer  all ! 


II 

The  \nwk  is  completed. 
And  cluwd,  Uke  the  day  ; 


And  the  hand  that  hat 
Lays  it  away. 


writUBtl 


Dim  grow  ita  fancies  ; 

Forgotten  titey  lie  ; 
Like  coali  in  the  atbeti 

They  darken  and  di«. 

Song  liuku  into  lileuce, 

Ihe  itory  is  told. 
The  windowi  are  darkened« 

The  hearth-stone  is  euUL 

Darker  and  darker 

'llie  hlack  nhadowt  tail ; 
Slerp  and  ohtivioit 

Iteign  ovvr  all. 


HVAXGKLIXE 


A    TALK   OF   ACADIE 


Ih  RB«tlioni#*t  A  f^rrir-r-t  .V»l#  /f(M>lf  iitb*  f^'Ilu*laf 


"^1 


riNipU  in  .%•  mil.*  i)n  tltcir  luamsfv-tUy  ail 
ih«  Birii  Iff  iUr  l*ro«iii<v  «vr^  ■iiiiiiii-iu«>l  tu  Ma»iiibl« 
IB  lb*  I  hurrb  Ut  hr^g  •  |<r<it  lAiuAli  fi  Wi.*ii  aaarm- 
bl<^.  ilMjr  mmrw  mil  wti«*l  aiKl  bJu|i|«>i|  ••ff  t  *  b<>  ilirtnl*- 
atwl  tliriii«li  Nr«  Il:i4i*j. I.  aiiiouff  thvm  ittm  nv* 
rroi<in.  III!  Mil*  art  liT  in  Mttn  h  uf  bin.  —  mut- 
•tMNit  Mr*  Ki.«Uk-l  Mil  i.^r  li(»-liiB#,  aol  *t  U«i. 
wban  All*  •*•  i>i  I,  th#  f  Kill  I  h^r  bri>l*fruoni  •  ti  in 
4mUi  ti^l  11m  •li->b  «M  ••>  <r<wft  that  it  kilM  1-  r 
IU««lw" 

ni«  >■  tfi»  ■(  't  u  art  li<«ri  *>«  th*  r'imaB'vr,  «hi  !i 
hUfr.#n-1.  lUi  If  I-  «'  i.  "i.liAil  ^«»r<l  fr  -i  •  |«ri*ii- 
kmmt  U*  I'm.  il«  uw  m  :t  •  f  i  •■  t*^r..i-  fir  ■  r-" 
■Mfi  *.  >'Ul  r  r  «*fi.«  ••■a»ii  llatif  h    r;  »  •»«    l-ini'  In  f^l 

|fU»lrrl*k*     1  «>lt*  -tAJr  t't^  tw       Arrv  ••.!   ,1  (  •    t-      M- 

l>«tff*U  >•,  ai^l  Mr  I'oif'i;*  •  llffi-  •!.  ri  »fk.i.  .f  I 
■.>«il»r««l    UiAl    ll««ffiimr    -III    ii  c   •  sr*  *   r     •  I' 

iuv  raallr  '!■•  i- i  «  tit  !!.:■  .i.  tt^i.i   r- r  •  f«ir.  "  ■•.  I 

J  -it   ■  'I'ti  1h-»  '  ••iit#r^*      i.  t'.-  k  \  '.m.  »  m9  ■  ti, 
ly,  *■    T    I  N«    i»  .   !  1    ■«  1,  *»f ',■,    m|  ;  •♦^•■"i  I    •.  •■r    ■"r  r 

.•«J    atf^^*    /■  *'■  •      •!   I    J   .•;  ir*-!    •»  I    ■     r     »'.     !•♦■ 

llaVtborii',    •!•■       k-l<«kri     a,.«r:,     -.•*rrat    •    t!i*|-«n., 

•  rvC«  m  *rm  -Iftia  sMr*  i  A^t  '.'  %i  l»  t^l  r««l  l 
"  witli  ti  r*!  |>U««i.>.  •  .ti  •.  ■  .  I  •>  Iv>-r  -•  S  ■ 
mtft^mm  "  M'  l«ik''<'>  •  ■■  r^j.f  -j  ILwih**)  f  »n 
f-«  a  fn«t.  f:«  I.   '.   •   •■      -    ■  <•  r  »l  •  •  ■!*•    t  r  •  H»iPit« 


•  r 


'   \    k 


I  .wr 


<  I     *    'Pir     l.».r   |-  raaiir* 


Uk»D  fcfff  pi-wcry.  that  I   n  iitlit   wTtto  a  y 
BiMIt  f#t  |>!»  lAkr  fi  r  |>n«r  " 

lii  |>rr|«rii,||  fur  liiB  |>«#u.  Mr.  La«ffal|«v 
tti*-  iwarrM.  unmH  an-rMiliir   ■.alrrtala, 
tinir  mmrm  !••  bp  fotiinl  in  llaliUirttii'a  A* 
u'l  f  >Mfijrii..i  .Ir--  mf  »/  Ai'fij  »«>lia, 
4i>utal|i>i.a  fr>  II.  lir   Alir    iia|l.«l'»  »»< 
vf  tbr  Krf«i  h  wiilfn      II*-  ii.a«  lia«*  n, 
li-«'*  narrstitr  ,.t  i|*  ei|«^iit.i«  un^r  kia 
iti  tbr  rat-it.rt  i-f  fl.r  Mm**  I,u>»iii  Hlrt««lcat 
ti<  I  Ihrr  |>ririlM!  Ii<i  •!!.•  *  I.  at  t.ii  *  u 
mAtlr      H>  •ii>l  !••  I  «i*tr  (traii'l  l*fr  err  tta 

I  •  t  Initiril  {■••Ir*.  ri|  t.<  i.a  ai»-1  Kir«ard*a 

II  ^Cin  r  I  f  U^  \  ut  1,-  ■!  •<!.  i  f  I  ri-r  rr.'i«# 
t«  ri  ff  li  r  itri.  ri«!  ti  .  r  i^#  ArA^vaaa 
Iwfi  ii  tvar^at.  '      It  .■  h'C  *  ■    n^urb  lo  aty 

t«!r    « *•   M  •*  '   I '  *   ■  ••:■»   I  I    ■     •-  ffr*m»t 

II  *  Ir,  •111-:.!  •  «i  I  I    ). tir  n  •■•'*f4  la  a  pa 

a>  •■»]  tr.|   '-r  'rri  f  •  '  1 1  r    f^  f  ft. 

Mr      |.i,frri:>  •    fiir    I..    >    I'!  lUt^vlf^lla 


:« 


r  iif    1,   •    r  'ti    I  •  I.I  m 

III*     •  ■  IN 


lb* 


I    iiiMyltai.:a  IIl«|»Iju 


r»r  .iii»  rii. 

•  M  iiar>l  >i.  Ill*   •  ■  IN  :    •:■  I.  •  t  tt«  |««M      *'  I 
ll.f  if  ••!    i*;^!.^  «>lr.  .-I      ir  .<«>   t    «»nl  H| 

•  walk,    mirt.    II  t    «t!r    *.§*%»    miUmrtmi  la 

(■•l:|.<i|lf   «   II     ■•>•   >*l'     i    •r.-ri   b'.-iiI    |I.   la«^U   M 

rt.  I  «iir*  '      1  Mi'kt'  *:  I  ^  -  I  t.I   I   ■-■»•  to 

fit*,    aifl    I'.'li    itr]  l^il       I  •      r,     ■!.  t     bv-a«iJ 

•  ■«»rlh*|lhi*       Ti*>i  kMi    If   |<i'  liif*  cf 
>*•!■.  At.]  aLa-lr  «l.  i'  I     '  I  r»«r  rt*^f  icatl*  aa 

•  lit:     *.«•    |.r«rr     «•■'*     ■    P.     U.  I     «■"      |    CWa 
i    •    •'-.    -m-    Hf      I     I  larMit     ••  •■      r  T    »1     *  •!  ♦.     IKa 
l«r<«l.   I.««l.,-r;   I  •     ai.  I    It  <'  '   r.       »|.  1    th# 

t»N«  biM.KT.   ai.  i   if"-   '••  r.a.     ■•   an   •M    Cal 
lar-l  I--I  '••  •«!    .  *b.   I.  I  f-  u»l  l>>  I- 
I  f  II.  t  ««.«• 
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wt  Mr.  LooefeUow  had  no  hesitation  in 
n«tre.  He  had  before  experimented  In 
ion  of  The  Children  of  the  Lord**  Sup' 
lines  To  the  Driving  Cloud,  While  en- 
anffeline  he  chanced  upon  a  apecimen 
r  a  hexameter  translation  of  the  Diad, 
imaelf  Tery  emphatically  on  Its  fltneos. 
Chapman**  Homer ^**  he  writes  later. 
I  secoad  book.  Rough  enough  ;  and 
ban  Pope,  honf  inferior  to  the  books  in 
'lackwood  !  The  English  world  is  not 
le  beauty  of  that  metre.**  After  his 
ished,  he  wrote :  **  The  public  takes 
hexameters  than  I  could  have  ima- 
Brring  to  a  criticism  on  Evangeline  by 
rhich  the  metre  was  considered,  he  said  : 
m  ever  glad  that  I  chose  this  metre  for 
(ain  he  notes  In  his  diarv :  **  Talked 
8  Parsons  about  English  hexameters; 
suaded  him  to  be  a  Christian.**'  While 
us  dwelling  on  the  subject,  he  fell  into 
his  joumid  entries,  and  in  these  lines 
ecember  18,  1847. 

e  sUent  air  descend  the  feathery  snow- 
distant  hills,  white  are  the  neighboring 

bes  are  brown,  and  the  river  rolling 

m 

den  hue  seen  in  the  eyes  of  the  blind. 

teresting  is  the  experiment  which  he 
the  process  of  his  work,  In  another 
led  second  canto  of  Part  IL  of  Bvange- 
ried  a  passage  of  it  in  the  common 
a  pentameter.    It  Is  the  song  of  the 


opinion  would  confirm  my  choice.  The  Oennan  model 
which  It  follows  In  its  measure  and  the  charaeler  of  its 
story  was  Itself  suggested  by  an  earlier  IdyL  If  Doro* 
thea  was  the  moUier  of  Erangeline,  Lulse  was  the 
mother  of  Dorothea.  And  what  a  beautiful  orertton  Is 
the  Acadian  maiden  I  From  the  first  line  of  tiie  poem, 
from  Its  first  words,  we  read  as  we  would  float  down  a 
broad  and  placid  riTor,  murmuring  sofUv  against  its 
banka,  heaTen  over  it,  and  the  glory  of  the  ^"t^H^ 
wildeniess  all  around,  — 

This  is  the  forest  primevaL 

The  words  are  already  as  familiar  as 


or 


Anna  Tirumque  oana 


The  hexameter  has  been  often  criticised,  but  I  do  not 
beliere  any  other  measure  could  hare  tola  that  lorely 
story  with  such  effect,  as  we  feel  when  carried  along 
the  tranquil  current  of  these  brimming,  slow-moving, 
soul-satisfying  lines.  Imagine  for  one  moment  a  story 
like  this  minced  into  octosyllabics.  The  poet  knows 
better  than  his  eritios  the  length  of  step  wUch  best  be- 
flU  his  muse.** 

The  publication  of  Evangeline  doubtless  marks  the 
period  of  Mr.  Longfellow  *s  greatest  accession  of  fame, 
as  it  probablv'ls  the  poem  which  the  majoritv  of  read- 
ers would  furst  name  If  called  upon  to  indicate  the 
poet*s  most  commanding  work.  It  was  finished  upon 
his  fortieth  birthday.  Two  days  before,  the  foUowuif 
lines  were  written  by  Mr.  Longfellow  ia  his  dlaiy :— • 
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■ay  that  overhung  the  stream, 
ng-bird.  awaking  from  his  dream, 
;h  delirious  music  from  his  throat 
e  air  seemed  listening  to  liis  note, 
t  first  the  song  began,  and  slow  ; 
i  of  sadneaa,  and  of  pain  and  woe ; 
lering  all  his  notes,  abroad  he  fiung 
udinotts  music  from  his  tongue,  — 
bowers,  a  sudden  gust  again 
eaves  uiakes  down  the  rattling  rain.** 


of  Evangeline  was  the  Incentive  to 
y,  so  the  successful  use  of  the  hexame- 
>  do  both  with  the  revival  of  the  mea- 
critical  discussion  upon  its  value. 
tr  poems  of  our  chief  singer,'*  savs  Dr. 
old  not  hesitate  to  select  i7van|pean«  as 
,  and  I  think  the  general  Twdict  of 


Par  ttfi  ctf-devonX  jeune  Komme  en  approehani  d$  la 

quttrankHne. 

**  Sous  le  firmament 
Tout  n*e8t  que  changemtDt, 

Tout  passe ;  '* 
Le  cantique  le  dit, 
n  eat  ainsi  «crit 
n  eat  sans  contredit. 

Tout 


8  douce  vie  humaine ! 
temps  qui  nous  entraine  * 
Destine  souveraine  I 

Tout  change- 
Moi  qui,  po^te  rBveur, 
Ne  f us  jamais  friseurv 
Je  fiise,  —  oh,  quelle  borreur  I 
La  quarantaiue ! 
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orest  primeval.     The  inurmur- 

nes  and  the  hemlocks, 

1  moss,  and  in  garments  green, 

inct  in  the  twilight, 

>ruid8  of  eld,  with  voices  sad 

rophetic, 

larpers  hoar,  with  beards  that 

n  their  bosoms. 


Load  from  its  rockj  caverns,  the  deep- 
voiced  neighboring  ocean 

Speaks,  and  in  accents  disconsolate  answers 
the  wail  of  the  forest. 

This  is  the  forest  primeval  ;  but  where 
are  the  hearts  that  beneath  it 
Leaped  like  the  roe,  when  he  hears  in  the 
woodland   the   voice   of  the  himta- 
man  ? 
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Where  b  Um  thatch-roofed  YiUa^e,  the 
home  of  AomIijui  fanuert,  — 

Men  wboee  Uvee  glMled  on  like  riTen  that 
water  the  woodlaiida. 

Darkened  by  ehadowt  uf  earth,  bat  refleeU 
ing  au  image  of  heaven  ? 

Waste  are  thuM?  }4eaMuit  fanm,  and  the 
faroien  furever  departed  1 

Scattered  like  dust  and  leaves,  when  the 
uiight>  blasts  of  October 

Seise  theoi,  and  whirl  them  aloft,  and 
sprinkle  them  far  u*er  the  ovean. 

Naught  but  traditiuu  remains  of  the  beau- 
tiful village  uf  Graud-Prtf. 

Ye  who  believe  in  affection  that  hopes,  : 

and  endures,  and  is  patient. 
Ye  who  believe  in  tlie  beauty  and  strength  i 

of  woman's  devotion,  i 

List  to  the  iiioumful  tradition,  still  sung  by 

the  mnes  of  the  forest ; 
List  to  a  1  ale  of  Love  in  Acadie,  home  of 

the  happy. 


PART  THE   FIRST 


Im  the  Acadian  land,  on  the  shores  of  the 

basin  of  Miuj4», 
Distant,  •ccluded,  stUl,  the  little  vilLsge  of 

(iraud-l'r^ 
Lay  in  the  fniittui  valley.     Vast  meadows 

»tretclR>d  to  the  eastward. 
Giving  tlie    village  iu   name,  and  pasture 

t«i  rioclm  without  number. 
Dikes,  that  tlir  luinds  of  the  farmers  had 

nuaeil  with  IsUir  incessant. 
Shut  out  the  turlMilrnt  tides  ;  but  at  stated 

WAMin^  the  Hood -gates 
(>pene«l,  and  wrU*oined  the  sea  to  wander 

St  will  o'er  the  meadows. 
West  ami  UMith  there  were  fields  of  flai, 

ami  orrhards  and  cornfields 
Spreading  ufar  and  unfenced  o>r  the  plain  ; 

ami  away  to  the  northward 
Blomi«lon    roae,  and   the    f«irr«ts   old,  and 

aloft  iMi  the  niotintains 
8ra-fog«  |»ttrlie«l  thrir  tent«,  and  mists  from 

the  niiirhtv  .\tUnti<< 
Looked    on    ihr    ha|»)iT     valley,   hot    ne'er 

from  their  Ktation  descended, 
lliere,  in  the  midst  of  its  farms,  reposed 

the  Acadian  village. 


Strongly  built  were  the  howaii  «i 

of  oak  and  of  bemloekt 
Such  as  the  peasants  of  NoOMUM 

the  reign  of  the  Henries. 
Thatched  were  the  roofs,  with  do 

dows  ;  and  gables  projeeti 
Over  the  basement  below  pnuL 

shaded  the  doorway. 
There  in  the  tranquil  evenings  ol 

when  brightly  the  sunset 
Lighted  the  village  street,  and  , 

vanes  on  the  chimneys. 
Matrons   and   maidens  sat  in  • 

caps  and  in  kirtles 
Scarlet  and  blue  and  green,  wit 

spinning  the  |^lden 
Max  for  the  gossiping  V***mff,  «1 

shuttles  within  doors 
Mingled  their  sounds  with  the  w 

wheels  and  the  songs  of  iht 
Solemnly  down  the  street  enme 

priest,  and  the  children 
Paused  in  their  play  to  kiss  the 

extended  to  bless  them. 
Reverend  walked  he  among  thn 

ruse  matrons  and  maidcM^ 
Hailing  his  slow  approach  with 

affectionate  welcome. 
Then  came   the   laborers   home 

field,  and  serenely  the  ana 
Down  to  his   re>t,  and  twilight 

Anon  from  the  belfry 
Softly  the  Angelus  sounded,  mui 

roofs  of  the  village 
Columns  of  |kale  blue  sii.oke,  Uki 

incense  ascending, 
Roee  from  a  hundred  heartha*  1 

of  peace  and  contentment 
Thus  dwelt  together  in  love  tlH 

Acadian  farmers,  — 
Dwelt  in  the    lovr    of  (lod   an^ 

Alike  were  tney  free  from 
Fear,  that  reigns  with  the  tyraal, 

the  \ice  of  reitublics. 
Neither  lock*  luid  they  to  tketr 

bars  to  thrir  windows  ; 
But  their  dwrlltngs  were  open  ■ 

the  hearts  of  the  owners  ; 
There  the  richest  was  poor,  and  li 

livr«l  in  abumlance. 

Somewhat  apart  from    the  Til 
nearer  the  liaain  of  Minnii 
llrnedirt      iWllefnntaine,     the 
farmrr  of  <trand>iVtf, 
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welt  oo  his  goodly  acres  ;  and  with  him, 

diiectiiig  his  household, 
atle  ETaogeune  lived,  his  child,  and  the 

pride  of  the  village, 
ilworth  and  stately  in  form  was  the  man 

of  seventy  winters  ; 
itrty  and  hale  was  he,  an  oak  that  is 

eoyered  with  snow-flakes  ; 
bite  as  the  snow  were  his  locks,  and  his 

cheeks  as  brown  as  the  oak-leaves. 
ir  was  she  to  behold,  that  maiden  of 

seventeen  summers. 
lek  were   her  eyes  as   the  berry  that 

grows  on  the  thorn  by  the  wayside, 
ick,  yet  how  softly  they   gleamed   be- 
neath the  brown  shade  of  her  tresses  ! 
eet  was  her  breath  as  the  breath  of  kine 

that  feed  in  the  meadows, 
len  in  the  harvest  heat  she  bore  to  the 

reapers  at  noontide 
fons  ot  home-brewed  ale,  ah  I  fair  in 

sooth  was  the  maiden, 
ler  was  she  when,  on  Sunday  mom, 

while  the  bell  from  its  turret 
inUed  with  holy  sotmds  the  air,  as  the 

priest  with  his  hyssop 
inkles  the  congregation,  and  scatters 

bles^i^  upon  them, 
wn  the  long  street  she  passed,  with  her 

ehaplet  of  beads  ana  her  missal, 
aring  her  Norman  cap,  and  her  kirtle 

of  bine,  and  the  ear-rings, 
aght  in  the  olden  time  from  France, 

and  since,  as  an  heirloom, 
oded    down     from     mother    to    child, 

through  long  generations. 
.  a  celestial  brightness  —  a  more  ethe- 
real beauty  — 
oe  on  her  face  and  encircled  her  form, 

when,  after  confession, 
neward  serenely  she  walked  with  Grod's 

benediction  upon  her. 
en  she  had  passed,  it  seemed  like  the 

ceasing  of  exquisite  music. 

irmly  builded  with  rafters  of  oak,  the 
house  of  the  farmer 

k1  on  the  side  of  a  hill  commanding  the 
sea  ;  and  a  shady 

unore  grew  by  the  door,  with  a  wood- 
bine wreathing  around  it. 

jely  carved  was  the  porch,  with  seats 

beneath  ;  and  a  footpath 
through  an  orchard  wide,  and  disap- 
pesired  in  the  meadow. 


Under  the  sycamore-tree  were  hives  over- 
hung oy  a  penthouse. 

Such  as  the  traveller  sees  in  regions  remote 
by  the  roadside. 

Built  o'er  a  box  for  the  poor,  or  the  blessed 
image  of  Mary. 

Farther  down,  on  the  slope  of  the  hill,  was 
the  well  with  its  moss-grown 

Bucket,  fasteued  with  iron,  aud  near  it  a 
trough  for  the  horses. 

Shielding  the  house  from  storms,  on  the 
north,  were  the  barns  and  the  farm- 
yard. 

There  stood  the  broad-wheeled  wains  and 
the  antique  ploughs  and  the  har- 
rows ; 

There  were  the  folds  for  the  sheep  ;  and 
there,  in  his  feathered  seraglio, 

Strutted  the  lordly  turkey,  and  crowed  the 
cock,  with  the  selfsame 

Voice  that  in  aees  of  old  had  startled  the 
penitent  Feter. 

Bursting  with  hay  were  the  bams,  them- 
selves a  village.     In  each  one 

Far  o'er  the  gable  projected  a  roof  of 
thatch  ;  and  a  staircase. 

Under  the  sheltering  eaves,  led  up  to  the 
odorous  corn-Toft. 

There  too  the  dove-cot  stood,  with  its  meek 
and  innocent  inmates 

Murmuring  ever  of  love  ;  while  above  in 
the  variant  breezes 

Numberless  noisy  weathercocks  rattled  and 
sang  of  mutation. 

Thus,  at  peace  with  Grod  and  the  world, 

the  farmer  of  Grand-Pr^ 
Lived  on  his  sunny  farm,  and  Evangeline 

governed  his  household. 
Many  a  youth,  as  he  knelt  in  church  and 

opened  his  missal. 
Fixed  his  eyes  upon  her  as  the  saint  of  his 

deepest  devotion  ; 
Happy  was  he  who  might  touch  her  hand 

or  the  hem  of  her  garment  I 
Many  a  suitor  came  to  her  door,  by  the 

darkness  befriended. 
And,  as  he  knocked  and  waited  to  hear  the 

sound  of  her  footsteps, 
Knew  not  which  beat  the  louder,  his  heart 

or  the  knocker  of  iron  ; 
Or  at  the  joyous  feast  of  the  Patron  Saint 

of  the  village, 
Bolder  grew,  and  pressed  her  hand  in  the 

£mce  as  he  whispered 
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Harried  words  of  loTe,  that  tecincd  a  part 

of  the  uiuiic. 
Bat,  unoog  all  who  came,  joong  Gabriel 

uuly  waa  wrlcoiii«*  ; 
Gabriel   LajeuoeMe,  th«  too  of  Basil  tha 

blackiuiith. 
Who  wa»  a  mighty  roan  in  the  village,  and 

honorvd  of  all  uien  ; 
For,  Binor  the  birth  of  time,  throaghout  all 

ages  aimI  nations, 
llaa  the  craft  of  the  miiith  been  held  in  ' 

repute  hx  the  ueoplt* . 
Basil  was  HeoeJict**  frirud.   Their  children 

fntiu  earliest  childhood 
Grew  up  toi^ther  as  brother  and  nwtvt ; 

and  father  Kelician, 
Priest  aud  pedagogue  lioth  in  tlie  village, 

had  taught  them  their  letters 
Out  of  the  selfiMiiiie  ImmiIi,  with  the  hvmnii  > 

of  the  i-hurvh  and  the  plain-song. 
But   whrn   the  hymn   was   sung,  ami  the 

daily  le»M>n  completed, 
Swiftlv  thev  hurried  awav  to  the  forge  of 

Haikil  tlie  lihu*k»mith. 
There  at  the  d«M>r  thev  utttod,  with  wonder-  ■ 

•  I 

iiig  eyes  tu  behuld  him  ! 

Take  in  his  leathern  lap  the  hoof  of  the 

horse  as  a  pla\  thing, 
Nsiling  the  shoe  in  it»  pla«*e  ;   while  near 

him  the  tirr  of  th«*  cart-«heel 
I^y  like  a  Aery  snake,  coiled  round  in  a 

circle  of  oindrrs. 
Oft  on  autumnal  eves,  when  without  in  the 

gathering  darkness 
Barating    with   light    seemed    the   smithy, 

thnMigh  every  cranny  and  crevice. 
Warm  by  the   forge  within   they  watclH^d 

the  lalM>ring  lirllowii. 
And  as  it«  |Minting  res^eil.  and  the  sparks 

eipinr<l  in  the  «iib**«. 
Merrily  laiighc*«l,  and  Mtid  they  were  nuns 

gfiing  into  the  rlui|M*l. 
Oft  oo  ftlrdgr^  in  winter,  as  swift  as  the 

•wiMip  4»f  the  eagle, 
I><twn    ihr   iiilNide    boumling,    they  glided 

iiwak\  i>>r  iIh*  nirailtiw. 
nft  111  thr  t»4rn«  the\  cIihiImhI  to  the  |Mipu<- 

loii*  firsts  on  thr  mftrrs. 
Seeking    «itli     *  .igrr    ryes    that    woimIfou* 

*tiinr.  whti'h  tin*  ««alt«iw 
Briii^  fmni  tli**  «lif»iv  •»(  (Im*  sea  to  rratore 

thr  *i>^ht  I'f   it«  fft-f|^liiig«  ; 
Luck^  wa«  be  wht»  fiMiml  that  stooe  in  tlie 

nr«t  of  the  swallow  ! 


Thus  passed  a  few  swift  jc«n»  aad  i 

longer  were  ehildren. 
He  was  a  valiant  youth,  and  bia  im 

the  face  of  the  momiBg, 
C;iaddened  the  earth   with   iU  lifh 

ripened  thooght  into  actiott. 
bhe  was  a  woman  now,  with  the  Imb 

hopes  of  a  wonuui. 
"Sunshine    of    Saint    Eolalie**    «■ 

called  ;  for  that  was  the  eaael 
Which,  as  the  farmers  believed,  wmd 

their  orchards  with  applea ; 
She,  too,  would    bring   to  her    het 

house  delight  aad  ahnndanci, 
Filling  it  with  love  and  the  rnddy  fi 

children. 


II 


Now  had  the 

nights  grow  colder  and 
And   the   retreating  sua  the 

Scorpion  enters. 
Birds  of  iwssage  sailed  throwh  the 

air,  frt»m  the  iee-booaiC 
Desolate   nortlirm    bays  to  the  ihi 

tropi«*al  iit lands. 
Harvests  were  gatliered  in  ;  aad  vil 

tlie  « inds  of 
Wrestle«l  the  trees  of  the 

of  old  with  the  aageL 
All  the  signs  foretold  a  winter  la^ 

iiR'lemrnt. 
Bees,  with  prophetic  instinet  of  «ai 

boanleil  their  honey 
Till  the  hives  overflowed  ;  aad  lh» 

hunters  aiuM*rte<l 
Cold  wnultl  the  winter  be,  for  thiek  a 

fur  of  the  foies. 
Such  was   tlir   advent  of 

f«>l lowed  tliat  beautiful 
(*alle«l  by  tlie   piou*   Acadiaa 

Sunimrr  of  All-8aintat 
Kille«l  waji  thr  uir  «ith  a  dreamy 

cal  light  ;  and  the  Isndsrape 
I^av  as  if  new-4*reated  in  all  the  in 

of  child h«Mid. 
Peace  seemed  to  rrign  upoo  eaithi  ■ 

rmtleM  heart  of  the  <Maaa 
Was  f<»r  a  moment  miosoled.     All 

wrrr  ill  lianuony  blended. 
Voices  iif  rliildrrn  at  play,  tha 

corks  ui  the  farm-yardt^ 
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ir  of  wings  in  the  drowsy  air,  and  the 

cooing  uf  pigeons, 
were  subdued  and  low  as  the  murmurs 

of  love,  and  the  great  sun 
Iced  with  the  eye  of  Iofo  through  the 

golden  vapors  around  him  ; 
tile  arrayed  in  its  robes  of  russet  and 

scarlet  and  yellow, 
ght  with  the  sheen  of  the  dew,  each 

flittering  tree  of  the  forest 
shed  like   the    plane- tree   the   Persian 

adorned  with  mantles  and  jewels. 

Cow  recommenced  the  reign  of  rest  and 

affection  and  stillness. 
J  with  its  burden  and  heat  had  departed, 

and  twilight  descending 
Might    back    the    evening    star  to  the 

sky,   and   the  herds  to  the  home* 

stead, 
iring  the  ground  they  came,  and  resting 

their  necks  on  each  other, 
d  with  their  nostrils  distended  inhaling 

the  freshness  of  evening, 
remost,  bearing  the  bell,  Evangeline's 

beautiful  heifer, 
oud  of  her  snow-white  hide,  and   the 

ribbon  that  waved   from   her  col- 

Ur, 
ietly  paced  and  slow,  as  if  conscious  of 

human  affection, 
eo  came   the  shepherd   back  with  his 

bleating  flocks  from  the  seaside, 
bere  was  their  favorite  pasture.     Behind 

them  followed  the  watch-dog, 
dent,  full  of  importance,  and  g^rand  in 

the  pride  of  his  instinct, 
liking  from  side  to  side  with  a  lordly  air, 

and  superbly 
iving  his  bushy  tail,  and  urging  forward 

the  strasfglers  ; 
i;ent  of  flocks  was  he  when  the  shepherd 

slept ;  their  protector, 
ten  from  the  forest  at  night,  through 

the  starry  silence  the  wolves  howled, 
e,  with  the   rising  moon,  returned  the 

wains  from  the  marshes, 
len  with  briny  hay,  that  filled  the  air 

with  its  odor, 
teriiy  neighed  the  steeds,  with  dew  on 

their  manes  and  their  fetlocks, 
ile  aloft  on  their  shoulders  the  wooden 

and  ponderous  saddles, 
ated   with  brilliant  dyes,  and  adorned 

with  tassels  of  crimson, 


Nodded  in  bright  array,  like  hollyhocks 
heavy  with  blossoms. 

Patiently  stood  the  comts  meanwhile,  and 
yielded  their  udders 

Unto  the  milkmaid's  hand  ;  whilst  loud  and 
in  regular  cadence 

Into  the  sounding  pails  the  foaming  stream- 
lets descended. 

Lowing  of  cattle  and  peals  of  laughter 
were  heard  in  the  farm-yard, 

Echoed  back  by  the  barns.  Anon  they 
sank  into  stillness  ; 

Heavily  closed,  with  a  jarring  sound,  the 
valves  of  the  barn-doors, 

Rattled  the  wooden  bars,  and  all  for  a  sea- 
son was  silent. 

In -doors,  warm  by  the  wide -mouthed 

fireplace,  idly  the  farmer 
Sat  in  his  elbow-chair  and  watched  how  the 

flames  and  the  smoke-wreaths 
Struggled  tofi^ther  like  foes  in  a  burning 

city.    Behind  him. 
Nodding  and  mocking  along  the  wall,  with 

gestures  fantastic. 
Darted  his  own  huge  shadow,  and  vanished 

away  into  darkness. 
Faces,  clumsily  carved  in  oak,  on  the  back 

of  his  arm-chair 
Laughed  in  the  flickering  light  ;  and  the 

pewter  plates  on  the  dresser 
Canght  and  reflected  the  flame,  as  shields 

of  armies  the  sunshine. 
Fragments  of  song  the  old  man  sang,  and 

carols  of  Christmas, 
Such  as  at  home,  in  the   olden   time,  his 

fathers  before  him 
Sang  in  their  Norman  orchards  and  bright 

Bur^ndian  vineyards. 
Close  at  her  father's  side  was  the  gentle 

Evangeline  seated. 
Spinning  flax  for  the   loom,  that  stood  in 

the  comer  behind  her. 
Silent  awhile  were  its  treadles,  at  rest  was 

its  diligent  shuttle, 
While  the  monotonous  drone  of  the  wheel, 

like  the  drone  of  a  bagpipe, 
Followed  the  old  man's  song  and  united  the 

fragments  together. 
As  in  a  church,  when  the  chant  of  the  choir 

at  intervals  ceases, 
Footfalls  are  heard  in  the  aisles,  or  words 

of  the  priest  at  the  altar, 
So,  in  each  pause  of  the  song,  with  meas- 
ured motion  the  dock  clicked. 
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Thai  as  thcj  lAt,  there   were    fooUteiM 

heard,  awl,  BuddenlT  lifted, 
Soanded   the  wooden  Utcht  and   th«  door 

•wung  hack  un  ilM  hinges. 
Benedict  knew  by  the  hoh-uailed  ibocs  it 

was  basil  the  hUeksmith, 
And  by  her  beating  heart  Ef  angvline  knew 

who  was  with  him. 
**  Welcutne  !  "    tht*    farmer  eiclained,   as 

their  fuot«tf}Mi  |»au»ed  on  the  thresh- 
old, 
'  Welcome,    Basil,    mr    friend  t      Come, 

take  thj  j>laee  un  the  settle 
Cloee  by  the  chimuejr-side,  which  is  always 

empty  without  ther  ; 
Take   from   the  shelf  overhead   thy   pipe 

and  the  boi  of  tobacco ; 
Never  so  much  thviwlf  art  thou  as   when 

through  tlic  curling 
Snoke  of  tlie  piut*  or  the  forge  thy  friendly 

and  joviai  fa4*e  gleauis 
Round  ami  red  as  the  harvest  moon  through 

the  mist  of  the  uiarshfs.** 
Then,  with  a  smile   of  coutrut,  thus  an* 

swerml  liasil  the  blacksmith, 
Taking  with  rasy  air  the  accustomed  seat 

by  the  fireside  :  — 
**  Benedict   livllrfuutaine,   thou    bast  ever 

thy  jest  aii«l  thy  ballad  I 
Ever  in  cheerfuUcst  mood  art  thou,  when 

others  are  Ailed  with 
Gloomy  f«inrbodingii  of  ill,  and  sec  only  ruin 

before  tliem. 
Happy  art  thou,  as  if  every  dsy  thou  hadst 

pirke«l  up  a  hunenhoe.** 
Pausing  a  momeut,  tn  take  tlie  pi|»e  that 

Kvani^-liiM*  bniui;hi  him. 
And    with    a   i'(m1    fmiii    tli«*   emlieni    KumI 

li|*htrfi.  hi'  sliiwlv  miitiiiiirii  ;  — 
**  Four  ii:i\«  now  are  |k;i««M><l  «iiii*f  tlie  Kng> 

lith  %liip4  at  tht'ir  »iii'ti«ir« 
Kide  in  tli«*  (•■i^tx-rrjiirn  niinith.  with  thrir 

raiiiinn  immiiIimI  ii|*niii«t  ii«. 
What  thrir  dr^i^^n  iiiA>   tf  i%  uukui>wn  ;  but 

all  art*  •  ••miii.iii  lr«l 
Oil    the    iiHirrtiw    to  iiirft    in    the    rhurrh, 

«hrn*  )i;«  M.ijt%ty*«  mandate 
Will  Xtr   |iri>«  I.uti.i  •!    :i«    Km     in    the    land. 

.\Ia«  ■  111  (1>«-  llM.ili  llllir 

!ilaji\  «iirn>iM-«  lif  f'\;l  alarm  the  hearts  uf 

llit-n  iii.nii    uii^wi-r  tlir   f^riiLrr  :  **  lVrha|M 

»<'inr  frii  lullii'r  |>ur|Hi««* 
Hni>K^  thf«r  a]ii|ii  til  ii'ir  %liiir«-4.      l*erha|Mi 

thr  l^rir«t-«  ill  Klijiuiiti 


rfM 


By  untimely  rains  or  nntimelier 

been  blighted. 
And  from  our  bursting  hmnm  Ikey  m 

feed  their  catUe  and  childM.*" 
•  **  Not  so  thiuketh  the  folk  in  the 

said,  warmly,  the  M^^^^mtt^ 
j  Shaking  his  head,  as  in  doabc  ; 

ing  a  sigh,  he  continued  :  — 
,  ''Louisburg   is   not    forgoUeDt 

Mjour,  nor  Port  Royal. 
Many  already  liave  fled  to  tke  foTCil«  ■ 

lurk  on  its  outskirts. 
Waiting  with  aniious  hearte  the 

fate  of  to-morrow. 
Arms  have  been  taken  from  ua, 

like  weafMins  of  all  kinds ; 
Nothing  in  left  but  the  blaekamitk't^ 

and  the  scythe  of  the 
Then    with  a  pleasant  smile 

the  jovial  farmer  :  — 
"  Safer  are  we  unarmed,  in  the 

Hiicks  and  our  comflelda. 
Safer  within  these  peaceful  dikM^  1 

by  the  ocean. 
Than  our  fnthen  in  forte,  beeaegedkf  Ai 

enemy's  cannon. 
Fear  no  rvil.  my  friend,  and  t»  aigkli  ■! 

no  sluultfw  of  sorrow 
Fall  on  thin  hiMiM*  and  hearth  ;  forlUli 

the  night  uf  the  contract. 
Built  are  the   house  and  the 

merry  lads  uf  the  villag* 
Strongly  lia\e   built   tliem  I 

breaking    the    glebe 

tlh-m, 
Filled  the  liam   with  hav.  and  the 

with  fund  for  a  twrlvei 
Ken^  l^ehUnc  will  lie  here 

|ia|ier%  ainl  ink  horn. 
Sliall  Uf  nut  thru  be  glad. 

thr  jiiv  of  our  rhildren  ?  "* 
.\s  a|«irt    bv   thr   viiimIuw  she 

lirr  hand  in  her  lover's, 
Hlushiiij;  Kvan^^linr  heard  tlie 

hrr  fathrr  hail  Mioken, 
.Vml,  as  iIn'v  «lirtl  «iit  Lis  lipe*  Ike  vertlf 

ntilar\  riitiTrd. 


vilkli 


HI 


IWnt  like  .1  UlNirini*  i«ir,  that 
«tir(  •■(  thf  tn-ran, 

Itcnt,  but  nut  liruk*'n.  br  age 
of  thr  Uutat)  publu'  ; 


toik  h* 
Ike  fan 
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fihoeb  of  yellow  hair,  like  the  silken  floss 

of  the  maize,  hune 
Oivlusshoiilden  ;  his  rorehead  was  high  ; 

and  glasses  with  horn  bows 
8it  aitride  on  his  nose,  with  a  look  of 

wisdom  supemaL 
hSoia  of  twenty  children  was   he,  and 

more  than  a  hundred 
CUldren's  children  rode  on  his  knee,  and 

heard  his  great  watch  tick. 
Foot  long  years  in  the  times  of  the  war 

had  he  Ungoished  a  captive, 
8offBrin|^  much  in  an  old  French  fort  as 

the  friend  of  the  English. 
Nov,  though  warier   grown,  without  all 

guile  or  suspicion, 
lips  in  wisdom  was  he,  but  patient,  and 

simple,  and  childlike. 
Bt  was  buoyed  by  all,  and  most  of  all  by 

the  children; 
For  he  told  them  tales  of  the  Loup-garou 

in  the  forest. 
Aid  of  the  goblin  that  came  in  the  night 

to  water  the  horses. 
Aid  of  the  white  Ltftiohe,  the  ghost  of  a 

diild  who  unchristened 
Died,  and  was  doomed  to  haunt  unseen  the 

chambers  of  children ; 
Aid  how  on  Christmas  eve  the  oxen  talked 

in  the  stable. 
Aid  how  the  fever  was  cured  by  a  spider 

shut  up  in  a  nutshell. 
Aid  of  the  marvellous  powers  of  four- 
leaved  clover  and  horseshoes, 
With  whatsoever  else  was  writ  in  the  lore 

of  the  village. 
^^  op  rose  from  his  seat  by  the  fireside 

Basil  the  blacksmith, 
Kioded  from    his    pipe  the  ashes,  and 

ilowly  extending  his  right  hand, 
*  Father  Leblanc,"   he  exclaimed,   "thou 

hast  heard  the  talk  in  the  village, 
Aid,  perchance,  canst  tell  us  somo  news 

of  these  ships  and  their  errand." 
^W  with  modest  demeanor  made  answer 

the  notary  public,  — 
"Goinp  enough  have  I  heard,  in  sooth,  yet 

am  never  the  wiser  ; 
Aid  what  their  errand  may  be  I  know  not 

better  than  others, 
let  am  I  not  of  those  who  imagine  some 

evil  intention 
^fingi  them  here,  for  we  are  at  peace  ; 

and  why  then  molest  us  ?  " 


'*  God's  name  t "  shouted    the  hasty  and 

somewhat  irascible  blacksmith  ; 
«  Must  we  in  all  things  look  for  the  how, 

and  the  why,  and  the  wherefore  ? 
Daily  iniustice  is  done,  and  might  is  the 

right  of  the  strongest  I  " 
But  without  heeding  his  warmth,  continued 

the  notary  public,  — 
"Man  is  unjust,   but  Grod  is  just ;  and 

finally  justice 
Triumphs ;  and  well  I  remember  a  story, 

that  often  consoled  me. 
When  as  a  captive  I  lay  in  the  old  French 

fort  at  Port  Royal." 
This  was  the  old  man's  favorite  tale,  and 

he  loved  to  repeat  it 
When  his  neighbors  complained  that  any 

injustice  was  done  them. 
*'  Once  in  an  ancient  city,  whose  name  I  no 

longer  remember. 
Raised  aloft  on  a  column,  a  brazen  statue 

of  Justice 
Stood  in  the  public  square,  upholding  the 

scales  in  its  left  baud, 
And  in  its  right  a  sword,  as  an  emblem 

that  justice  presided 
Over  the  laws  of  the  land,  and  the  hearts 

and  homes  of  the  people. 
Even  the  birds  had  built  their  nests  in  the 

scales  of  the  balance, 
Having  no  fear  of  the  sword  that  flashed 

in  the  sunshine  above  them. 
But  in  the  course  of  time  the  laws  of  the 

land  were  corrupted  ; 
Might  took  the  place  of  right,  and  the  weak 

were  oppressed,  and  the  mighty 
Ruled  with  an  iron  rod.     Then  it  chanced 

in  a  nobleman's  palace 
That  a  necklace  of  pearls  was  lost,  and 

erelong  a  suspicion 
Fell  on  an  orphan  girl  who  lived  as  a  maid 

in  the  household. 
She,  after  form  of  trial  condemned  to  die 

on  the  scaffold, 
Patiently  met  her  doom  at  the  foot  of  the 

statue  of  Justice. 
As  to  her  Father  in  heaven  her  innocent 

spirit  ascended, 
Lo  I  o'er  the  city  a  tempest  rose  ;  and  the 

bolts  of  the  thunder 
Smote  the  statue  of  bronze,  an  J  burled  in 

wrath  from  its  left  hand 
Down  on  the  pavement  below  the  clattering 

scales  of  the  balance. 
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And  io  Um  hoUow  tlMreof  was  foand  the 
Best  of  m  nmffpiet 

lato  wboM  elej-boilt  walla  tlie  neeklaee  of 
pearb  waa  inwoTen.** 

Bileaced,  bot  not  coovinced,  when  the  atorj 
waa  ended,  the  hlarkamith 

Stood  like  a  man  who  fain  would  apeak, 
hut  findeth  no  language  ; 

All  his  thoogfata  were  congwed  into  lines 
on  his  face,  as  the  vapors 

Freeae  in  fantastie  shapes  on  the  window- 
panes  in  the  winter. 

Then  Evangeline  lighted  the  hrasen  lamp 

on  the  table. 
Filled,  till  it  overflowed,  the  pewter  tankard 

with  home-brewed 
Knt-bffown    ale,  that  was  famed   for  its 

strength   in   the  village  of  Grand- 

Pr^; 
While  from  hb  pecket  the  notary  drew  his 

papers  and  inkhom, 
Wrote  with  a  steady  hand  the  date  and  the 

age  of  the  partiea. 
Naming  the  dower  of  the  bride  in  Bocks  of 

sheep  and  in  eattle. 
Orderly  all  thinp  proeeeded,  and  duly  and 

well  were  eompletcd. 
And  the  great  seal  of  the  law  waa  set  like 

a  sun  on  the  margin. 
Then  from  his  leathern  pooch  the  farmer 

threw  on  the  table 
Three  times  the  old   man*s  fee  in  solid 

pieces  of  silver ; 
And  the  notarr  rising,  and  Messing  the 

bride  and  tbe  bridegroom. 
Lifted  aloft  the  tankard  of  ale  and  diank 

to  their  welfare. 
Wiping  the  foam  from  bis  lip,  he  solemnly 

bowMl  and  departed. 
While  in  silenor  thr  others  sat  and  mnsed 

by  the*  fireside. 
Till  Kvaagelinc  brought  the  draught-board 

out  of  its  comer. 
Soon  was   the   game   bc|^n.     In  friendly 

controtioQ  the  old  men 
I jMigliMl  St  each  lucky  hit,  or  unsuccessful 

nuuKTuvre, 
Langhr<l  when  a  man  was  crowned,  or  a 

brrsrb  was  made  to  the  king*row. 
Meanwhile  anart,  in  tbe  twilight  gloom  of 

a  winili>w*s  embrasarr, 
Sat  the  lovers  and  wbisperrd  together,  be- 
holding the  moon  rise 


Over  the  paUid  sea^aad  Iks  aOi 

of  the  meadows. 
Silently  one  by  one,  in  the  iaiailn 

of  heaven. 
Blossomed  the  lovely  staia,  Ihn  f 

note  of  the  angek. 

Tims  was  the  evening  paaaad. 

bell  from  the  belfry 
Rang  out  tbe  boor  of  nine,  the  ¥1 

few,  and  straightway 
Rose  the  guests  and  departed  ;  ni 

reined  in  the  hoosehoUL 
Many  a  farewell  word  and  awi 

night  on  the  door  attp 
Lingered  long  in  Kvan^elme's  1 

Dlled  it  with  gladaeaa. 
Carefully  then  were  eoverad  th 

that  glowed  on  the  hanfth- 
And  on  the  oaken  stntrs  raaoa 

tread  of  the  farmer. 
Soon  with  a  soundless  step  th 

Evangeline  followed. 
Up  the  staircase  moved  a  laamk 

in  tbe  darkness. 
Lighted  less  by  tbe  lamp  thu  tl 

face  of  the  maiden. 
Silent  she  passed  the  hall,  and  m 

door  of  her  chamber. 
Simple  that  chamber  waa,  with  il 

of  white,  and  its  cloChaa  ■ 


carefully  foldi 
linen   and  woollen  stuffs,  by  thi 

Evangeline  woven. 
This  was  the  precious  dowar  i 

bring  to  her  husband  in  » 
Better  than  Hocks  and  berda,  hai 

of  her  skill  as  a  house  will 
Soon  she  eitinguished   her  lam] 

mellow  and  radiant  mocttl 
Streamed  through  tbe  wiadowa^ai 

tbe    room,  till    the    hnai 

maiden 
Swelle<l   and   obeyed   its  power, 

tremulous  tides  of  tae  oes 
Ab  !  she  waa  fair,  esceeding  fair 

at  tbe  iit«K>d  with 
Naked   tnow- white   feet   on  the 

fliMir  of  her  chamber  I 
Little  Mbe  dreamed  that  below^  i 

trert  of  the  orchard. 
Waited    her   lurer  and 

gleam  of  her  lamp  aad 


EVANGELINE 


79 


Tci  were  ber  thooghts  of  him,  and  at  tiines 

a  feeling  of  sadness 
Piwed  o'er  her  soul,  as  the  sailing  shade  of 

eloods  in  the  moonlight 
Flitted  across  the  floor  and  darkened  the 

room  for  a  moment. 
Aid,  IS  she  gazed  from  the  window,  she 

saw  serenely  the  moon  pass 
Fofth  from  the  folds  of  a  cloud,  and  one 

star  follow  her  footsteps, 
Ai  out  of  Abraham's  tent  young  Ishmael 

wandered  with  Hagar  I 


IV 


Ikmotly  rose  next  mom  the  sun  on  the 

TiUage  of  6rand-Pr^. 
Fkiisntly  ffleamed  in  the  soft,  sweet  air 

the  &sin  of  Minas, 
Wbere  the  ships,  with  their  wayering  shad- 
ows* were  riding  at  anchor, 
lib  hid  long  been  astir  in  the  Tillage,  and 

damorous  labor 
Isodted  with  its  hundred  hands  at  the 

gidden  gates  of  the  morning. 
Vow  mm  the  oountrr  around,  from  the 

farms  and  neighboring  hamlets, 
OttM  in  their  holiday  dresses  the  blithe 

Aeadian  peasants. 
Masj  a  glad  sood-morrow  and  jocund  laugh 

from  uie  young  folk 
Mide  the  bright  air  brighter,  as  up  from 

the  nnmerous  meadows, 
Wheie  no  path  oould  be  seen  but  the  track 

of  wheels  in  the  greensward, 
Gmsp  after  group  appeared,  and  joined,  or 

passed  on  the  highway. 
Loig  ere  noon,  in  the  village  all  sounds  of 

Ubor  were  silenced. 
Ibonged  were  the  streets  with  people  ; 

and  noisy  groups  at  the  house-doors 
8it  in  the  cheerful  sun,  and  rejoiced  and 

ffossiped  together. 
Eferj  house  was  an  inn,  where  all  were 

welcomed  and  feasted  ; 
'Or  with  this  simple  people,  who  lived  like 

brothers  together, 
^  things  were  held  in  common,  and  what 

one  had  was  another*s. 
^et  QiKler    Benedict's      roof    hospitality 
P       seemed  more  abundant : 
'Or  Evangeline  stood  among  the  guests  of 

her  father  ; 


Bright  was  her  face  with  smiles,  and  words 

of  welcome  and  eladness 
Fell  from  her  beautiful  lips,  and  blessed 

the  cup  as  she  g^ve  it. 

Under  the  open  sky,  in  the  odorous  air  of 
the  orchard, 

Stript  of  its  golden  fruit,  was  spread  the 
feast  of  betrothal. 

There  in  the  shade  of  the  porch  were  the 
priest  and  the  notary  seated  ; 

There  good  Benedict  sat,  and  sturdy  Basil 
the  blacksmith. 

Not  far  withdrawn  from  these,  by  the  cider- 
press  and  the  beehives, 

Michael  the  fiddler  was  placed,  with  the 
gayest  of  hearts  and  of  waistcoats. 

Shadow  and  light  from  the  leaves  alter- 
nately played  on  his  snow-white 

Hair,  as  it  waved  in   the  wind  ;  and  the 


jolly  face  of  the  fiddler 
id 


Glowed  like  a  living  coal  when  the  ashes 

are  blown  from  the  embers. 
Gayly  the  old  man  sang   to  the  vibrant 

sound  of  his  fiddle, 
Tous  Us  Bourgeois  de   Chartres^    and    Le 

Carillon  de  Dunoiierque, 
And  anon  with  his  wooaen  shoes  beat  time 

to  the  music. 
Merrily,  merrily  whirled  the  wheels  of  the 

dizzying  dances 
Under  the  orchard-trees  and  down  the  path 

to  the  meadows ; 
Old  folk  and  young  together,  and  children 

mingled  among  them. 
Fairest  of  all  the  maids   was  Evangeline, 

Benedict's  daughter  t 
Noblest  of  all  the  youths  was  Gabriel,  son 

of  the  blacksmith  I 

So  passed  the  morning  away.     And  lo  1 

with  a  summons  sonorous 
Sounded  the  bell  from  its  tower,  and  over 

the  meadows  a  drum  beat. 
Thronged    erelong   was   the  church    with 

men.     Without,  in  the  churchyard, 
Waited   the   women.     They   stood   by  the 

f  raves,  and  bung  on  the  headstones 
s  of  autumn-leaves  and  evergreens 
fresh  from  the  forest. 
Then  came  the  g^uard  from  the  ships,  and 

marching  proudly  among  them 
Entered  the  sacred  portal.     With  loud  and 
dissonant  clangor 
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Echoed  Um  touiid  of  tbetr  bimMD  dnum 

from  ceiling  and  cnMmcnt,  — 
Echoed  n  momeni  onlj,  nod  ftlowlj  the 

ponderous  portal 
Cloeed,  and  in  fiience  the  crowd  awaited 

the  wiU  of  the  toldiera. 
Then  oproee  their  commander,  and  spake 

from  the  steps  of  the  altar. 
Holding  aloft  in  his  hands,  with  its  seals, 

the  rojral  commission. 
**  Yon  are  conven«Ml  this  daj,**  he  said,  **  hy 

his  Majesty's  orders. 
Clement  and   kind  has  he  been  ;  hat  how 

yon  hsTo  answered  his  kindness. 
Let  your  own  hearts  reply  f    To  my  nat- 
ural make  and  my  temper 
Fsinful  the  task  is  I  do,  which  to  yon   I 

know  must  be  gnevous. 
Yet  must  I  bow  and  obey,  and  deliTer  the 

will  of  oar  monarch  ; 
Namely,  that  all  your  lauds,  and  dwellings, 

and  cattle  of  all  kinds 
Forfeited  be  to  the  crown  ;  and   that  you 

yourselves  f rtmi  this  proTince 
Be  tnuisported  to  other  lands,    (tod  grant 

you  may  dwell  there 
Ever  as    faithful   subjects,    a  happy  and 

peaceable  people  I 
Pkisooers  now  1  drclare  to«i  ;  for  such  is 

his  MsjestT*s  plrasnre  I  ** 
As,  when  the  air  Is  serene  in  sultry  solstice 

of  summer, 
Suddenly  gather*  a  Rtorm,  and  the  deadly 

sling  of  the  haiUtooes 
Beats  down  the  farmer's  com  in  the  field 

and  shatters  his  windows. 
Hiding  the  sun,  and  strewing  the  ground 

with  thatch  from  the  boose  nwfs. 
Bellowing  Hr  the  hrnin,  and  seek  to  break 

their  rnrlf tun re^  ; 
8000  the  hi^rtB  nf  the  peo|ile  descended  the 

word*  of  the  ii|M*akrr. 
8ilent  a  moment  th«*y  •t4MMl  in  ipeeehless 

woo<ler.  and  tlien  ruav 
Looder  and  e«rr  louder  a  mil  of  sorrow 

and  angpr. 
And,  by  one   impulse  moved,  they  madly 

mshed  t«i  the  diM>r-w»T. 
Vain  was  tlie  hope  »(  Fars|ir  ;  and  crirs 

and  (it>rr0  imprerations 
Rang     through     the    hoii««>    uf    prayer  ; 

and  high  o*er  the  heads  of  the  oth- 
ers 
Rose,  with  hi4  arnit  uplifted,  the  figure  uf 
Basil  the  blacksiuith. 


As,  00  a  stormy  sea*  a  q^  it  tea 

billows. 
Flashed  was  his  faea  aikl  diHoi 

passion  ;  aad  wildly  ha  abc 
**  Down  with  the  tyranU  of  Emj 

never  have  sworn  theai  mk 
Death  to  these  foreign  aoUitn^  1 

on  our  homes  and  o«r  harv 
More  he  fain  would  have  «ud, 

merciless  hand  of  a  soldiar 
Smote  him  upon  the  moath,  aad 

him  down  to  the  pai 


In  the  midst  of  the  itrifa  aad  t 

auflry  contention, 
I  Lo  I  the  door  of  the  chaBeal  opi 

Father  Felician 
I  Entered,  with  serioos  oeumi,  aad 

the  steps  of  the  altar. 
Raising  his  reverend  hand*  with  ( 

ne  awed  into  silenea 
All  that  clamorous  throng;  tad 

spake  to  his  people  ; 
Deep  were  his  tones  and  solema  ;  : 

measured  and  moumfnl 
Spake  he,  as,  after  the  toesin*s  all 

tinctly  the  clock  striken. 
•'  What  is  this  that  to  do,  m t  < 

what  madness  has  seised  y 
Forty  years  of  my  life  have  1 

among  rou,  and  taaght  joi 
Not  in  won!  alone,  but  in  deed,  li 

amtther  I 
Is  this  the  fruit  of  mv  toils,  of 

aii.l  prayers  and  privatioM 
Have  you  so  soon  fcirgutten  all 

love  nnd  forgiveness  ? 
This  is  the  house  of  the  IViaet 

and  wfMild  you  profane  it 
Thus  with  violent  deeds  and  hai 

Howing  with  hatred  ? 
U>  I  where  the  cnirified  Christ 

emus  is  gating  upon  yon  t 
See  I  in  thoae  s«>rruwful  eyes  wl 

nr%4  and  holv  compassion  1 
Hark  I    how   th«Me    li|««    still   n 

prayer,  •  C)  FstlM*r,  forgiee 
Let  us  rrprat  that  praver  in  &e  I 

the  wirkr<i  assail  ns, 
liet  us  rr|irat  It  iii»w,  and  say*  *  < 

forgive  them  I  *  ** 
Few  werr  his  wortl«  of  rebnke«  bl 

the  hearts  «>f  his  people 
Sank  they,  and  uAw^  of  contrition  I 
I  the  passionate  onthfiafc. 
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thej  repeated  his  prayer,  and  said, 
<«0  FsOier,  forgive  them  I " 


^•B  eame  the  evening  service.     The 

tapers  gleamed  from  the  altar. 
rvent  and  deep  was  the  voice  of   the 

priest,  and  the  people  responded, 
i  with  their  lips  alcme,  out  their  hearts  ; 

and  the  Ave  Maria 
ig  thej,  and  fell  on  their  knees,  and 

their  souls,  with  devotion  translated, 
M  on  the  ardor  of  prayer,  like  Elijah 

ascending  to  heaven. 

Ifeanwhile  had  spread  in  the  village  the 

tidings  of  ill,  and  on  all  sides 
ladered,  wailing,  from  hoose  to  house 

the  women  and  children. 
ig  at  her  hither's  door  Evangeline  stood, 

with  her  right  hand 
tiding  her  eyes  from  the  level  rays  of 

the  sun,  that,  descending, 
[fated  the  village  street  with  mysterious 

splendor,  and  roofed  each 
lauit  s  cottage  with  p^lden  thatch,  and 

emblazoned  its  windows. 
Bg  within  had  been  spread  the  snow- 
white  doth  on  the  table  ; 
ere  stood  the   wheaten  loaf,  and  the 

honey  frag^rant  with  wild-flowers  ; 
ere    stood    the    tankard    of    ale,    and 

the  cheese  fresh  brought  from  the 

dairy, 
id,  at  the  head  of  the  board,  the  g^at 

arm-chair  of  the  farmer. 
01  did  Evangeline  wait  at  her  father's 

door,  as  the  sunset 
new  the  long  shadows  of  trees  o'er  the 

broad  ambrosial  meadows. 
1 1  on  her  spirit  within  a  deeper  shadow 

had  fallen, 
td  from  the  fields  of  her  soul  a  fragrance 

celestial  ascended,  — 
aritjr,  meekness,  love,  and   hope,  and 

forgiveness,  and  patience  I 
ten,  all-forgetful  of  self,  she  wandered 

into  the  village, 
eering  with  looks  and  words  the  mourn- 
ful hearts  of  the  women, 
'  o'er  the  darkening  fields  with  lingering 

steps  they  departed, 
W  by  their  household   cares,  and  the 

weary  feet  of  their  children. 
>^  sank   the   great    red    sun,   and    in 

golden,  glimmering  vapors 


Veiled  the  light  of  his  face,  like  the 
Prophet  descending  from  SinaL 

Sweetly  over  the  village  the  bell  of  the 
Angelus  sounded. 

Meanwhile,  amid  the  gloom,  by  the 
church  Evangeline  lingered. 

All  was  silent  witmn  ;  and  in  vain  at  the 
door  and  the  windows 

Stood  she,  and  listened  and  looked,  till, 
overcome  by  emotion, 

**  Gabriel  I "  cried  she  aloud  with  tremulous 
voice  ;  but  no  answer 

Came  from  the  graves  of  the  dead,  nor  the 
gloomier  g^ve  of  the  living. 

Slowly  at  length  she  returned  to  the  tenant- 
less  house  of  her  father. 

Smouldered  the  fire  on  the  hearth,  on  the 
board  was  the  supper  untasted. 

Empty  and  drear  was  each  room,  and 
haunted  with  phantoms  of  terror. 

Sadly  echoed  her  step  on  the  stair  and  the 
floor  of  her  chamber. 

In  the  dead  of  the  night  she  heard  the  dis- 
consolate rain  fall 

Loud  on  the  withered  leaves  of  the  syca- 
more-tree by  the  window. 

Keenly  the  lightning  flashed  ;  and  the  voice 
of  the  echoing  thunder 

Told  her  that  God  was  in  heaven,  and  gov- 
erned the  world  he  created  I 

Then  she  remembered  the  tale  she  had 
heard  of  the  justice  of  Heaven  ; 

Soothed  was  her  troubled  soul,  and  she 
peacefully  slumbered  till  morning. 


Four  times  the  sun  bad  risen  and  set ;  and 

now  on  the  fifth  day 
Cheerily  called  the  cock  to  the   sleeping 

maids  of  the  farm-house. 
Soon  o'er  the  yellow  fields,  in  silent  and 

mournful  procession, 
Came  from  the  neighboring  hamlets  and 

farms  the  Acadian  women, 
Driving  in   ponderous  wains  their  house- 
hold goods  to  the  sea-shore. 
Pausing   and   looking  back   to  gaze  once 

more  on  their  dwellings, 
Ere   they   were   shut  from   sight  by   the 

winding  road  and  the  woodland. 
Close  at  their  sides  their  children  ran,  and 

urged  on  the  oxen. 
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While  ID  tb«ir  little  hamb  thej  oUtped 
•QOie  fxmgnieut*  of  pUjthuigt. 

Thus  to  the  Gatpereau'i  month  the/  hur- 

rtccl  ;  aud  there  uu  the  tra-beiich 
Piled  in  conf uiiuo  Uj  the  hounehuld  goods 

of  the  peaiiuilA. 
All  daj  long  hetween  the  shore  and  the 

ships  did  the  hoats  plv  ; 
All  dmy  I«mg  the  waius  caiue  lahoriog  down 

fruui  the  village. 
Late  in  the  aftcruouii,  nheu  the  sun  was 

near  to  his  setting. 
Echoed  far  oVr  the  tieldi  came  the  roll  of 

drums  from  the  churi'hyard. 
lliither  the  women  and  childrrn  thronged. 

On  a  sudden  the  churt*h-doors 
Opened,  and   forth  came   the  guard,  and 

marching  in  gluumy  prot'CMion 
FoUoweil  the  lung- imprisoned,  but  patient, 

Acadian  farmers. 
Efen  as  pilrriuis,  who  ioume?  afar  from 

their  liouies  and  their  couutrv, 
Sing  as  they  go,  and  in  siuging  forget  thejr 

are  weary  and  warworn. 
So  with  songs  on  their  lips  the   Aeadian 

|>easauts  descended 
Down  from  the  churvh  to  the  shore,  amid 

thrir  wives  and  thi'ir  daughters. 
Foremost  the  young  mrn  came  ;  and,  raising 

together  their  voii*r». 
Sang  With  tremulous  lips  a  chant  of  the 

Catholic  Missions  :  — 
"Sacred  heart  of  the  Saviour  I      O  inei- 

haustihle  fountain  t 
Fill  oar  heart)!  this  day  with  strength  and 

sulmitMioit  and  {latieucr  !  '* 
Tlien  the  olil   men,  as  they  marched,  and 

tlie  wonten  tlwt  sttMid  by  the  way- 

si<le 
Joined  m  the  Ktcrr*!  p«atm,  and  the  hinls 

in  tlie  sunshine  uUivr  thrni 
Mingleil  thrir  tntir%  llierrwith,  like  voices 

tif  s|tints  «ir|«rtcMl. 

Half-way  dnwn  tu  the  shore   Kvangeline 
WAitr<i  lU  •ilnirr. 
Not  overt-i'Uie  with  grief,  but  strong  in  the 

hour  of  alllit-ti«m.  — 
Calmly  simI  sA«ily  she  waitetl,  until  the  pro* 
res*i«»n  anpntarlMNl  her, 

•rlirbl   the  fiU'v  of    (labHel  pale 


Clasped  she  his  hands,  and  laid  bar  I 

his  shoulder,  and  whispeied** 
*'  Gabriel  I    be  of  good  cheer  t   fei 

love  oue  another 
Nothing,  in  truth,  can  bami  m^  wl 

mischances  may  happen  I  ** 
Smiling  she  spake  these  words  ;  tk 

denlr  paused,  for  her  father 
Saw  she  slowly  advancing.      Aki 

changed  was  hb  aspect  t 
Gone  WAS  the  glow  from  his  cheek*  i 

tire  from  his  eye,  and  his  foo< 
Heavier   seemed    with   the   weight 

heavy  lieart  in  his  boeofB. 
But  with  a  smile  and  a  sigh,  she  « 

his  neck  and  embraced  hia^ 
\  Speaking  words  of  endearment  whm 
'  of  comfort  availed  not. 

'  Thus  to  the  (iaspereau's  month  Me 

that  mournful  pi 


And  she  \ 

with  enM*ti«>n. 
Tears  then  Alleil  her  eyes, 

ning  t«t  meet  him. 


riy  run- 


There  disorder  prevailed,  and  the 

aiul  stir  of  embarking. 
Busily  plied  the  freighted  boata ; 

the  confusion 
Wives  were  torn  from  their  hnshaa 

mothers,  too  late,  saw  their  c 
Left  on  the  laud,  eitending  their  nra 

wildest  entreaties. 
So  unto   se|wrate   ships   were    Bei 

Gabriel  carrietl, 
While  in  despair  on  the  shore  Eva 

stood  with  her  fatl»er. 
Half  the  task  was  not  done  when  t 

went  down,  and  the  twilight 
I  Deepened  and  darkened   around  ; 

haste  the  reHuent  ocean 
^led  away  from  the  *horr,  and  left  t 

of  the  saiid-beaih 
Coveml  with  waifs  of  the  tide,  wil 

and  the  slippery  sea* weed. 
Farther  l»a4k  iu  the  midst  of  the  htm 

g(MMl«  and  the  wagons, 
I«ike  t«i  A  g?  pny  camp,  or  a  leagner 

lialtb'. 
All  e«ea|M*  rut  off  by  the  sea,  and  thi 

neU  near  tli«  m, 
I^y  encamfM-d  f«ir  tlie  night  the  he 

Aeailian  rirmers. 
Back  to  it«  iirthfrtmHt  caves  rttrea 

ttrlliiwiiig  oreftn. 
Dragging    sdown    the    bearh    the    I 

|M*hbtt-!i,  anil  leaving 
Inland  ami  fsr  up  the  «bare  the  tl 

boats  of  the  sailon. 
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en,  fu  the  night  descended,  the  herds 
returned  from  their  pastures  ; 

eet  was  the  moist  still  air  with  the  odor 
of  milk  from  their  udders  ; 

fing  thjy  waited,  aud  long,  at  the  well- 
known  hars  of  the  farm-yard,  — 

ited  and  looked  in  vain  for  the  voice 
and  the  hand  of  the  milk-maid. 

iiice  reigned  in  the  streets  ;  from  the 
church  no  Angelus  sounded, 

ie  no  smoke  from  the  roofs,  and  gleamed 
no  lights  from  the  windows. 

iat  on  the  shores  meanwhile  the  even- 
ing fires  had  been  kindled. 
It  of  &e  drift-wood  thrown  on  the  sands 

from  wrecks  in  the  tempest, 
and  them  shapes  of  gloom  and  sorrowful 

faces  were  gathered, 
iees  of  women  were  hei^,  and  of  men, 

and  the  crying  of  children, 
irard  from  fire  to  fire,  as  from  hearth  to 

hearth  in  his  parish, 
ladered   the   faithful    priest,  consoling 

and  blessing  and  cheering, 
tt  onto  shipwrecked  Paul  on  Melita's 

desolate  sea^shore. 
01  he  approached  the  place  where  Evan- 

gehue  sat  with  her  father, 
id  in  the  flickering  light  beheld  the  face 

of  the  old  man, 
iggard  and  hollow  and  wan,  and  without 

either  thought  or  emotion, 
&a  u  the  face  of  a  clock  from  which  the 

hands  have  been  taken, 
only  Evangeline  strove  with  words  and 

caresses  to  cheer  him, 
inly  offered  him  food ;   yet  he  moved 

not,  he  looked  not,  he  spake  not, 
it,  with  a  vacant  stare,  ever  gazed  at  the 

flickering  fire-light. 
hudieite/**   murmured    the    priest,    in 

tones  of  compassion. 
3re  he  fain  would  have  said,  but  his  heart 

was  full,  and  his  accents 
Uered  and   paused   on   his  lips,  as  the 

feet  of  a  child  on  a  threshold, 
^ed  by  the  scene  he  beholds,  and  the 

awful  presence  of  sorrow, 
'^tly,  therefore,  he  laid  his  hand  on  the 

bead  of  the  maiden, 
'ising  his  tearful  eyes  to  the  silent  stars 

that  above  them 
°^ed  on   their  way,  unperturbed  by  the 

wrongs  and  sorrows  of  mortals. 


Then  sat  he  down  at  her  side,  and  they 
wept  together  in  silence. 

Suddenly  rose  from  the  south  a  light,  as 

in  autumn  the  blood-red 
Moon  climbs  the  crystal  walls  of  heaven, 

and  o'er  the  horizon 
Titan-like  stretches  its  hundred  hands  upon 

the  mountain  and  meadow, 
Seizing  the  rocks  and  the  rivers  and  piling 

huge  shadows  together. 
Broader  and  ever  broader  it  gleamed  on 

the  roofs  of  the  village. 
Gleamed  on  the  sky  and  sea,  and  the  ships 

that  lay  in  the  roadstead. 
Columns    of    shining    smoke  uprose,   and 

flashes  of  flame  were 
Thrust  through  their  folds  and  withdrawn, 

like  the  quivering  hands  of  a  martyr. 
Then  as  the  wind  seized  the  gleeds  and  the 

burning  thatch,  and,  uplifting. 
Whirled   them  aloft  through     the  air,  at 

once  from  a  hundred  house-tops 
Started  the  sheeted  smoke  with  flashes  of 

flame  intermingled. 

These  things  beheld  in  dismay  the  crowd 

on  the  shore  and  on  shipboard. 
Speechless  at  first  they  stood,  then  cried 

aloud  in  their  ang^uish, 
«We  shall  behold  no  more  our  homes  in 

the  village  of  Grand-Pr^  I " 
Loud  on  a  sudden  the  cocks  began  to  crow 

in  the  farm-yards. 
Thinking  the  day  had  dawned  ;  and  anon 

the  lowing  of  cattle 
Came  on  the  evening  breeze,  by  the  bark- 
ing of  dogs  interrupted. 
Then  rose  a  sound  of  dread,  such  as  startles 

the  sleeping  encampments 
Far  in  the  western  prairies  or  forests  that 

skirt  the  Nebraska, 
When  the  wild  horses  affrighted  sweep  by 

with  the  speed  of  the  whirlwind. 
Or  the  loud   bellowing  herds  of  buffaloes 

rush  to  the  river. 
Such  was  the  sound  that  arose  on  the  night, 

as  the  herds  and  the  horses 
Broke  through  their  folds  and  fences,  and 

madly  rushed  o'er  the  meadows. 

Overwhelmed  with  the  sight,  yet  speech- 
less, the  priest  and  the  maiden 
Grazed  on  the  scene  of  terror  that  reddened 
and  widened  before  them  : 
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And   M  Xhm^  torned  at  length  to  ipeak 

to  their  silent  companion, 
Lo  I  f nm  hie  tent    he    had  fallen,    and 

•tretehed  abroad  on  the  lea  ahore 
liotionleee  laj   hit  form,  from  which  the 

tool  had  departed. 
Slowlj  the  priest  uplifted  the  lifelees  head, 

and  the  maiden 
Knelt  at  her  father's  side,  and  wailed  alond 

in  her  terror. 
Then  in  a  swoon  she  sank,  and  laj  with  her 

head  on  his  bosom. 
Throogh  the  long  night  she  laj  in  deep,  ob- 

liTiotts  slumber  ; 
And  when  she  awoke  from  the  trance,  she 

beheld  a  multitude  near  her. 
Faoee  of  friends  she    beheld,  that  were 

moomfulljr  casing  upon  her, 
Fsllid,  with  tearful  eyes,  and  looks  of  sad- 
dest compassion. 
Stai  the  blase  oTthe  burning  TiUage  iUu- 

mined  the  landscaoe. 
Reddened  the  skj  oTerbead,  and  gleamed 

on  the  faces  around  her. 
And  like  the  daj  of  doom  it  seemed  to  her 

waTering  senses. 
Then  a  familiar  Toioe  she  heard,  as  it  said 

to  the  people, — 
**  Let  us  hary  him  here  bj  the  sea.     When 

a  happier  season 
Brings  us  again  to  our  homes  from  the  nn- 

known  land  of  our  ejdle. 
Then  shall  his  sacred  dust  be  pionslj  laid 

in  the  chnrehTard.** 
6«ch  were  the  words  of  the  priest.     And 

there  in  hastr  hr  the  seaside, 
IlaTing  th«»   glarr  uf  the   burning  Tillage 

for  funeral  torrhes, 
Bnt  without  bell  or  book,  they  buried  the 

farmer  of  Ctrand-Pr^. 
And  as  the  Toice  of  the  priest  repeated  the 

■enrice  of  sorrow, 
Lo  I  with  a  mournful  sound,  like  the  Toice 

of  a  vast  congregation. 
Solemnly  aatwercd  the  sea,  and  mingled  it« 

roar  with  the  dirges. 
T  was  the  returning  tide,  that  afar  from 

the  waste  of  the  ocean. 
With  the  irst  dawn  of  the  daT,  came  heav- 

ing  and  hurrring  landward. 
Hien  reeommencrd  tntcm  more  the  stir  and 

noise  of  embarking  ; 
And  with  thr  ebb   of    tb«    tide    the    ships 

sailed  out  of  thr  harbor. 
Leaving  brhind  them  the  dead  on  the  shore, 

and  the  village  ia  rains. 


PART  THE  SECOKC 


Mawt  a  weary  yaar  had  hmwi 

bnniing  of  Grand-Prtf, 
When  on  the  falling  tide  the  b% 

seb  departed. 
Bearing  a  nation,  with  aD  tta 

gods,  into  esile. 
Exile  without  an  end,  and  will 

ample  in  storj. 
!  Far  asunder,  on  seoarate  eoaali 

dians  landea  ; 
'  Scattered  were  tbev,  like  flak* 

when    the  wind    from 

east 
Strikes  aslant  through  the  fcga  i 

the  Banks  of  NewfoMnU 
Friendless,  homeless,  hopeless, 

dered  from  city  to  citr. 
From  the  cold  Ukea  of  the  i<iot 

Southern  savannas,  — 
From  the  bleak  shores  of  the 

lands  where  the  Father  < 
Seiies  the  hills  in  his  hands,  aad 

down  to  the  ocean. 
Deep  in  their  sands  to  bury  tl 

bones  of  the  mammoth. 
I  Friends  they  sought  and  hones  ; 
i  despairing,  heart-broken, 

Asked  of  the  earth  but  a  gn 

longer  a  friend  nor  a  m 
Written  their  bistorv  stands  <n 

stone  in  the  churchyards 
Long  among  them  was  seen  a  i 

waited  and  wandered, 
Ix>wly  and  meek  in  spirit,  as 

suffering  all  things. 
Fair  was  the  and  young  :  bnt»  a 

her  eitended. 
Dreary  and  vaitt  and  silent,  Ik 

life,  with  its  pathway 
Marked   by  the  graves  of  tho 

sorrowed  and  suffered  bt 
l^ssioos  liMiif  extinguifthed,  and 

deail  and  abandoned, 
.\s  the  emigrant**  wav  o*er  tl 

desert  im  niarkej  bv 

m 

Cauip-Ares  lonff  consumed,  mmt 

bleach  in  the  sun«hine. 
Something  there  wms  ia  her  life 
imperfect,  unfinished  ; 
.  As  if  a  morninff  «»f  Jaani  with  a 
I  and  sttn*hif»e. 
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Soddenlr  paused  in  the  aky,  and>  fading, 

•lowly  descended 
Into  the  east  again,  from  whence  it  late 

had  arisen. 
Sometimes    she    lingered  in    towns,    till, 

ozged  by  the  fcTer  within  her, 
Uiged  by  a  restless  longing,  the  hanger 

and  thirst  of  the  spirit, 
She  woold  commence  again  her  endless 

search  and  endeayor  ; 
Sometimes    in  churchyards    strayed,  and 

gazed  on    the  crosses    and    tomb- 
stones, 
Set  hj  some  nameless  grave,  and  thought 

that  perhaps  in  its  bosom 
He  was  alnMidy  at  rest,  and  she  longed  to 

slumber  beside  him. 
Sometimes  a  rumor,  a  hearsay,  an  inartic- 
ulate whisper, 
GyM  with  its  airy  hand   to  point    and 

beckon  her  forward. 
Sometimes  she  spake  with  those  who  had 

teen  her  beloved  and  known  him. 
But  it  was  long  ago,  in  some  far-off  place 

or  forgotten. 
'Gtbriel   Lajeunessel"  they  said;  <<0h 

yes  I  we  have  seen  him. 
Be  WIS  with  Basil  the   blacksmith,  and 

both  have  gone  to  the  prairies  ; 
C<Kreors-des-Bois  are   they,   and  famous 

hunters  and  trappers." 
"Gtbriel  Lajeunesse  I  '  said  others  ;  "  Oh 

yes  !  we  have  seen  him. 
ue  is  a  Voyageur  in    the    lowlands  of 

Louisiana." 
aW  would  they  sajr,  "  Dear  child  I  why 

dream  and  wait  for  him  longer  ? 
^  there   not  other   youths  as  fair    as 

Gabriel?  others 
*Mio  have  hearts  as  tender  and  true,  and 

spirits  as  loyal  ? 
HsreisBaptbte  Leblanc,  the  notary's  son, 

who  has  loved  thee 
'^^  a  tedious  year  ;  come,  give  him  thy 

hand  and  be  happy  ! 
^  art  too  fair  to  be  left  to  braid  St 

Catherine's  tresses." 
^^  would  Evangeline  answer,  serenely 
^     but  sadly,  "I  cannot  I 
''either  my  heart  has  gone,  there  follows 
P       my  hand,  and  not  elsewhere. 
'^  when   the   heart  goes  before,  like   a 
1^       hunp,  and  illumines  the  pathway, 
*^y  things  are  made  clear,  tnat  else  lie 

hidden  in  darkness." 


Thereupon  the  priest,  her  friend  and  father- 
confessor. 
Said,  with  a  smile,  "  O  daughter  I  thy  God 

thus  speaketh  within  thee  I 
Talk  not  of    wasted    affection,    affection 

never  was  wasted  ; 
If  it  enrich  not  the  heart  of  another,  ita 

waters,  returning 
Back  to  their  springs,  like  the  rain,  shall 

fill  tbem  full  of  refreshment ; 
That  which  the  fountain  sends  forth  returns 

again  to  the  fountain. 
Patience ;   accomplish   thy   labor ;  aooom* 

plish  thy  work  of  affection  ! 
Sorrow  and  silence  are  strong,  and  patient 

endurance  is  godlike. 
Therefore  accomplish  thy  labor  of  love,  till 

the  heart  is  made  godlike. 
Purified,  strengthened,  perfected,  and  ren* 

dered  more  worthy  of  heaven  I  " 
Cheered  by  the  good  man's  words,  Evange- 
line labored  and  waited. 
Still  in  her  heart  she  heard  the  funeral  dirge 

of  the  ocean. 
But    with   its  sound    there  was   mingled 

a  voice   that  whispered,  '*  Despair 

not  I " 
Thus  did  that  poor  soul  wander  in  want  and 

cheerless  discomfort. 
Bleeding,  barefooted,  over  the  shards  and 

thorns  of  existence. 
Let  me  essay,  O  Muse  !  to  follow  the  wan- 
derer's footsteps  ;  — 
Not    through    each    devious    path,    each 

changeful  year  of  existence, 
But  as  a  Unveller  follows  a  streamlet's 

course  through  the  valley  : 
Far  from  its  margin  at  times,  and  seeing 

the  gleam  of  its  water 
Here  and  there,  in  some  open  space,  and  at 

intervals  only  ; 
Then  drawing  nearer   its   banks,  through 

sylvan  glooms  that  conceal  it. 
Though  he  behold  it  not,  he  can  hear  its 

continuous  murmur ; 
Happy,  at  length,  if  he  find  the  spot  where 

it  reaches  an  outlet. 


II 


It  was  the  month  of  May.     Far  down  the 

Beautiful  River, 
Past  the  Ohio  shore  and  past  the  mouth  of 

the  Wabash, 
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Into  the  goldrn  ftrpam  of  the  broad  and 

swift  MiuiMippi, 
Floated  a  cambruua  iwat,  that  was  rowed 

by  Acadian  boatmen. 
It  was  a  baud  of  exiles  :  a  raft,  as  it  were, 

from  tbe  shipwrecked 
Nation,  scattered    along  the    coast,   now 

floating  t4>gether. 
Bound  bv  the  bumis  of  a  common  belief  and 

a  common  misfortune  ; 
Men  ami  women  and  children,  who,  guided 

bj  hope  or  by  heanuiy, 
Sought  for  their  kith  and  their  kin  among 

the  few-acre<l  farmers 
On  the  Acadian  coast,  ami  the  prairies  of 

fair  OpelouMis. 
With  them  Kvangrline  went,  and  her  guide, 

the  Father  Kelician. 
Onward  oer  sunken  saiMis,  through  a  wil- 
derness sombre  with  fon*sts 
Day  after  day  they  glided  adown  the  turbu- 
lent river  ; 
Night  after   night,  by  their  blazing  fires, 

encamped  on  its  Itorders. 
Now  through  rushing  chutes,  among  green 

tftlands,  where  phimelike 
Cotton-trees  nodded  their  shailowy  crests, 

they  swept  with  the  current. 
Then  emerged  into  broad   lagoons,  where 

siWery  saml-liars 
Lay  in  the  stream,  and  along  the  wimpling 

wB%-es  of  their  margin, 
8hining   with   snow  -  white    plumes,   large 

tlocks  of  |>elii*ajui  waded. 
LeTel  the  landiu'a|te  grew,  and  alcmg  the 

shorr«  of  the  river, 
Shaded  by  ehina-lrrrs,  in  the  midst  of  lux- 
uriant giir<len4, 
8t<Mxd  the  b(Mi«r«  of  pUnters,  with  negro- 

cabtn«  and  dove-c<it«. 
Thry  were  sppnuirlnng  the  region  where 

reigii^  perpetual  summer. 
Where    thnmi^h    the    ( Maiden    C*oast,    and 

groves  t»f  onnge  nnd  citrtm. 
Sweep*  with  niaj«*4tii>  curre  the  river  amy 

in  theenntWTiril. 
They,  ttMt,  Awerte*!  fnmi  tlieir  Cfwirse  ;  and 

entering     the     Itayou     of     I'lai|Ue- 

mine. 
Soon  werp  liMt  in  a  mate  of  sluggish  and 

drttirti*  watfr*. 
Which,  like  a  network  i>f  ateel,  eitended  in 

every  (lirrrtmn. 
Orer   their  lu'a«U  tlie  towering  and  tene- 
brous boughs  of  the  cypress 


Met  in  a  dusky  arch,  mad  iiailiaf 

in  mid-air 
WaTed  like  banners  that  bang  oa  tl 

of  ancient  cathedrals. 
Deathlike  the  silence  seemed,  and  ma 

save  by  the  herons 
Home  to  thi'ir  roosts  in  the  eedaMi 

turning  at  sunset. 
Or  by  the  owl,  as  he  greeted  the  oh 

demoniac  laughter. 
Lovely  the  mo«>nlight  was  as  it  glaa 

gleamet]  on  the  water, 
(jleamed  on  the  c«ilumns  of  cypr 

cedar  sustaining  the  arekea, 
Down  thrtHigh  whose  broken  Taull 

as  through  chinks  in  a  mia. 
Dreamlike,  and  indistinct, and  slfni 

all  things  around  them  ; 
And  oVr  their  spirits  there  came  m 

of  %i«inder  and  sadnesa,— > 
Strange  foreliodings  of  ill,  nneeca  I 

cannot  be  compassed. 
As,  at  the  tramp  of  a  hone*s  ImmI 

turf  of  the  prairies. 
Far  in  ail va  nee  are  closed  the  Icafti 

shrinking  mimosa. 
So,  at  the  hoof-beats  of  fate,  with  m 

bodiiigs  of  evil. 
Shrinks  and  closes  tlie  heart,  ere  thi 

of  doom  has  attained  it. 
Hut  Kvangeliue's  heart  was  snstaii 

vision,  that  faintly 
Floated  liefore  her  eyes,  and  becks 

on  through  tlie  moonlight. 
It   was  the  thought  of  her  brain 

sunied  tlie  t^hspe  of  a  phantiy 
Through  tli<ise  »had«*wy  aisles  had 

wandered  l»efore  her. 
And  every  stritke  of  the  oar 

hini  nearer  and  nearer. 


Tlien    in   hi«  place,  at  the 

boat,  ruM*  tine  of  tlie 
And,  as  n  signal  miuwI,  if  others  lil 

peRulventnrr 
Saileil    on     th«»«e    ^'loomy    and    ■ 

«tn>an)^,  bl«*«  a  blast  on  his 
Wild  thriitii;h  the  dark  colonnades  i 

rtiliir^  l«*afv  the  blast 
Breaking    tlie  seal    of  silence, 

tongues  to  the  ftirest. 
.Soun«lleM  aUive  thrro  the  banners 

jiMt  itirred  to  the  miiaie. 
Multitu«lin«Mi4    erhiies  awoke  lad 

the  dittant-e. 
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tery  floor,  and  beneath  the  re- 

raut  branches  ; 

oice  replied  ;  no  answer  came 

the  darkness ; 

the  echoes  had  ceased,  like  a 

of  pain  was  the  silence. 

eiine  slept ;   but  the  boatmen 

i  through  the  midnight, 

es,  then  singing  familiar  Cana- 

>oat-songs, 

sang  of  old  on  their  own  Aca- 

•ivers, 

igh  the  night  were  heard  the 

rious  sounds  of  the  desert, 

distinct,  —  as  of  wave  or  wind 

forest, 

the  whoop  of  the  crane  and 
ar  of  the  grim  alligator. 

another    noon  they  emerged 
the  shades  ;  and  before  them 

golden  sun,  the  lakes  of  the 
falaja. 

in   myriads    rocked    on    the 

undulations 

passing  oars,  and,  resplendent 
uty,  the  lotus 

:olden  crown  above  the  heads 
!  boatmen. 

e  air  with  the  odorous  breath 
.gnolia  blossoms, 
e  beat  of  noon  ;  and  number- 
ivan  islands, 

I  thickly  embowered  with  blos- 
g  hedges  of  roses, 
>se  shores  they  glided  along, 
1  to  slumber. 

fairest  of  these  their  weary 
rere  suspended. 

>ughs  of  Wachita  willows,  that 
by  the  margin, 

boat  was  moored  ;  and  seat- 
about  on  the  greensward, 
heir  midnight  toil,  the  weary 
lers  slumbered, 
^t  and  high  extended  the  cope 
edar. 
m  its  great  arms,  the  trumpet- 

and  the  grapevine 
ladder  of  ropes  aloft  like  the 
of  Jacob, 

pendulous    stairs    the    angels 
ling,  descending, 
ift  humming-birds,  that  flitted 
t>lo8som  to  blossom. 


Such  was  the  vision  £vangeline  saw  as  she 

slumbered  beneath  it 
Filled  was  her  heart  with  love,  and  the 

dawn  of  an  opening  heaven 
Lighted  her  soul  in  sleep  with  the  glory  of 

regions  celestiaL 

Nearer,  and    ever    nearer,    among  the 

numberless  islands. 
Darted  a  light,  swift  boat,  that  sped  away 

o'er  the  water, 
Urged  on  its  coarse  by  the  sinewy  arms  of 

hunters  and  trappers. 
Northward  its  prow  was  turned,  to  the  land 

of  the  bison  and  beaver. 
At  the  helm  sat  a  youth,  with  countenance 

thoughtful  and  careworn. 
Dark  and  neglected  locks  overshadowed  his 

brow,  and  a  sadness 
Somewhat  beyond  his  years  on  his  face  was 

legibly  written. 
Gabriel  was  it,  who,  weary  with  waiting,  un- 
happy and  restless, 
Sought  in    the  Western  wilds  oblivion  of 

self  and  of  sorrow. 
Swiftly  they  glided  along,  close  under  the 

lee  of  the  island. 
But  by  the  opposite  bank,  and  behind  a 

screen  01  palmettos. 
So  that  they  saw  not  the  boat,  where  it  lay 

concealed  in  the  willows  ; 
All  undisturbed  by  the  dash  of  their  oars, 

and  unseen,  were  the  sleepers. 
Angel  of  God  was  there  none  to  awaken 

the  slumbering  maiden. 
Swiftly  they  glided  away,  like  the  shade  of 

a  cloud  on  the  prairie. 
Af  te;r  the  sonnd  of  their  oars  on  the  tholes 

had  died  in  the  distance. 
As  from  a  magic  trance  the  sleepers  awoke, 

and  the  maiden 
Said  with  a  sigh  to  the  friendly  priest,  **  O 

Father  Felician  I 
Something  says  in  my  heart  that  near  me 

Gabriel  wanders. 
Is  it  a  foolish  dream,  an  idle  and  vague 

superstition  ? 
Or  has  an  angel  passed,  and  revealed  the 

truth  to  my  spirit  ?  " 
Then,  with  a  blush,  she  added,  "  Alas  for 

my  credulous  fancy  I 
Unto  ears  like  thine  such  words  as  these 

have  no  meaning." 
But  made  answer  the  reverend  man,  and 

he  smiled  as  he  answered,  — 
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**  Dftnghtcr,  tb}-  wonLi  are  not  idU* ;  nor  are 

thry  to  me  without  iiiennta|(. 
FMling  !■  deep  Aod  ftill ;   Aod  tlie  word 

that  doata  oo  the  lurface 
Is  as  the  toaainf^  buoT,  that  betrajs  where 

the  anchor  is  hidden. 
Therefore  trust  to  th^  heart,  and  to  what 

the  world  calU  illusions. 
Gabriel  truly  is  nt*ar thee  ;  for  not  faraway 

to  the  MNithward, 
On  the  bankA  of  the  Techc,  are  the  towns 

of  8t.  Maur  and  St.  Martin. 
There  the  long-wandering  bride   shall  be 

giren  again  to  her  bridegroom. 
There   the   long-absent   pastor   regain   his 

flock  and  lii«  shrt* pfold. 
Beantiful  is  the  land,  with  iu  prairies  and 

forests  of  fruit-trees  ; 
Under  the  fert  a  garden  of  flowen,  and  the 

bluest  of  heavens 
Bending  above,  and  resting  its  dome  on  the 

walls  of  the  forest. 
They  who  dwell  there  have  named  it  the 

FUlen  of  Louisiana  I  '* 

With  the*ie  words  of  cheer  they  arose  and 

continued  their  joumev. 
Softly   the  evening  came.    The  sun  from 

the  western  hohion 
Like  a  magician  extended  his  golden  wand 

oVr  the  landscape  ; 
Twinkling  vapors  arose  ;  and  sky  and  water 

and  forest 
Seemed  all  on  fire  at  the  touch,  and  melted 

and  minciffHl  together, 
flanging  betwrrn   two  skies,  a  dood  with 

«lges  of  •ilv«»r. 
Floated  the  Kiat.  with  its  dripping  oars,  on 

tlie  ni<*ti«»nlewi  wster. 
Killed    was  Kvaiig«*line*s  heart   with  ines- 

pn*A%ilttr  ftwrrtneM. 
ToucImnI    by    the   magic  spell,  the   sacred 

fuiiiitAih4  iif  f«N*ling 
(tlowr«l  mith  the  light  cif  Itive,  as  the  skies 

Slid  watiT*  anitiful  hrr. 
Then  fnufi  A  iipighlMiriii;*  thirket  the  mock* 

iii);*l>inl.  wiMr»t  nf  singem. 
Swinging  aloft  nn  a  willtiw  spray  that  hung 

oVr  thr  watiT, 
Slxjiik  from  hi«  little  thriiat  such  Hoods  «»f 

dt*liri«iii«  iim«ir. 
That    tlie    wholr    air   ami    the    woods  ami 

the  WA\i*s  seemed  silent  to  listrn. 
FUmti«i*  at  tlr^t  wtrr  thi*  tunes  and  sail  : 

tiirn  s«ianng  to  luadi 


Seemed  they  to  follow  or 

of  frenxied  tWcichnntea. 
Single  notes  were  then  hewrd,  ta  m 

low  lamentation ; 
Till,  having  gathered  tbeoi  nil,  I 

them  abroad  in  derisMW, 
As  when,  after  a  storm,  a  g«tl  < 

through  the  tree-tope 
Shakes  down  the  rattling  raia  is  a 
I  shower  on  the  brancbea. 

j  With  such  a  prelude  as  this,  and 

that  throbbed  with  emotioa. 
Slowly    they  entered  the  Ttehe,  i 

flows  through  the  green  Opei 
And,  through  the  amber  nir^  nbi 

crest  of  the  woodland. 
Saw  the  column  of  smoke  that  uam 

a  neighboring  dwelling ;  — > 
Sounds  of  a  horn  they  hearo,  and  t 

tant  lowing  of  cattle. 


Ill 


Near  to   the  bank  of  the  ri^w^ 

owed  by  oaks,  from  wkoee  ht 
Garlands  of  Spanish  moM  aad  of 

mistletoe  flaunted. 
Such  as  the  Druids  cut  dowa  with 

hatcbeU  at  Yule-tide, 
Stood,  secluded  and  still,  the  Ww 

herdsman.     A  garden 
(iirded  it  round  about  with  a  hell  el 

ant  blossoms. 
Killing  the  air  with  f  ragraace.    Tk 

itself  was  of  timDrrs 
Hewn  from  the  cypress  tree,  aad  m 

fitted  together. 
Ijsrge  and  low  was  the  roof;  aadoa 

c«»lumns  supported, 
Koee-wrestbed,  viiie-encireled,  a  hn 

s|»afious  veramla, 
llaont   <»f  the  humming-bird  aad  I 

estende«l  anuind  it. 
\i  earh  end  ctf  tlir  house,  aoud  the 

tif  the  ganlcii, 
Statiuoe«l  th«*  d«>veHHits  were,  as  lee 

fietiial  «MiiUil. 

Scenes  of  emllcAs  wooing,  aad  eadl 

triitiim«  of  nvals. 
Silrm'«<  rvii;ne«l  oVr  the  place.     TW 

^hatlow  and  sunshine 
llan  nrar  the    ttips    of  the  t 

liiiu»«<  Itself  was  in  si 
•Vnd  from  it«  I'lmnney-iop, 

slowly  expanding 
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bto  tfc«  «Teiiiiv  mir.  » thin  Uae  colamn  of 
imoke  rose. 

Ii  the  rear  of  the  hoase,  from  the  garden 
gate,  ran  a  pathway 

Tknm^  the  great  groves  of  oak  to  the 
akirta  of  the  limitless  prairie, 

Into  whose  sea  of  flowers  the  son  was 
slowly  descending. 

Foil  m  his  track  of  light,  like  ships  with 
shadowy  canvas 

Hinging  loose  from  their  spars  in  a  motion- 
less calm  in  the  tropics. 

Stood  a  cluster  of  trees,  with  tangled  cord- 
age of  grape-vines. 

Jut  where  the  woodlands  met  the  flowery 

sorf  of  the  prairie, 
Hooated  upon  his  horse,  with  Spanish  sad- 
dle and  stirrups. 
Sit  t  herdsman,  arraved  in  gaiters  and 

doublet  of  deersldn. 
Bmdand  brown  was  the  face  that  from 

under  the  Spanish  sombrero 
Gtied  on  the  peaceful  scene,   with    the 

lordly  look  of  its  master. 
Boud  about  him  were  numberless  herds 

of  Idne,  that  were  grazing 
Queily  in  the  meadows,  and  breathing  the 

fapory  freshness 
IW  uprose   from  the  river,  and  spread 

itself  over  the  landscape, 
fitarty  lifting  the  horn  that  hong  .t  his  side, 

and  expandmg 
^oHy  bb  broad,  deep  chest,  he  blew  a  blast, 

that  resounded 
^ildlj  and  sweet  and  far,  through  the  still 

damp  air  of  the  evening. 
Sttddmly  out  of  the  g^raas  the  long  white 

boms  of  the  cattle 
AQis  like  flakes  of  foam  on  the  adverse  cur- 

rents  of  ocean. 
SiWiit  a  moment  they  gazed,  then  bellow- 
ing rushed  o'er  the  prairie, 
^  the  whole  mass  became  a  cloud,  a 

shade  in  the  distance. 
^^  as    the   herdsman    turned    to    the 

house,  through  the  gate  of  the  gar- 

den 
Stw  be  the  forms  of  the  priest  and  the 

maiden  advancing  to  meet  him. 
^^enly  down  from  his  horse  he  sprang 
P       in  amazement,  and  forward 
^'iibed  with  extended  arms  and  exclama- 
tions of  wonder ; 


When  they  beheld  his  face,  they  recognized 

Basil  the  blacksmith. 
Hearty  his  welcome   was,  as  he  led  his 

guests  to  the  garden. 
There  m  an  arbor  of  roses  with  endless 

question  and  answer 
Gave  they  vent  to  their  hearts,  and  renewed 

their  friendly  embraces, 
Laughine  and  weeping  by  turns,  or  sitting 

silent  and  thoughtful. 
Thoughtful,  for  Gabriel  came  not ;  and  now 

dark  doubts  and  misgivings 
Stole  o'er  the  maiden's  heart ;  and  Basil, 

somewhat  embarrassed. 
Broke  the  silence  and  said,  "  If  you  came 

by  the  Atchafalaya, 
How  have  you  nowhere  encountered  my 

Gabriel's  boat  on  the  bayous  ?  " 
Over  Evangeline's   face  at  the  words  of 

Basil  a  shade  passed. 
Tears  came  into  her  eyes,  and  she  said, 

with  a  tremulous  accent, 
"  (rone  ?  is  Gabriel  gone  ?  "  and,  conceal- 
ing her  face  on  his  shoulder. 
All  her  o'erburdened  heart  nve  way,  and 

she  wept  and  lamented. 
Then  the  good  Basil  said,  —  and  his  voice 

g^w  blithe  as  he  said  it, — 
**  Be  of  good  cheer,  my  child  ;  it  is  only  to- 
day he  departed. 
Foolish  boy  I  he  has  left  me  alone  with  my 

herds  and  my  horses. 
Moody  and  restless  grown,  and  tried  and 

troubled,  his  spirit 
Could  no  longer  enaure  the  calm  of  this 

quiet  existence. 
Thinking  ever  of  thee,  uncertain  and  sor- 
rowful ever. 
Ever  silent,  or  speaking  only  of  thee  and  his 

troubles. 
He  at  length  had  become  so  tedious  to  men 

and  to  maidens, 
Tedious  even  to  me,  that  at  length  I  be- 
thought me,  and  sent  him 
Unto  the  town  of  Adayes  to  trade  for  mules 

with  the  Spaniards. 
Thence  he  will  follow  the  Indian  trails  to 

the  Ozark  Mountains, 
Hunting  for  furs  in  the  forests,  on  rivers 

trapping  the  beaver. 
Therefore  be  of  good  cheer  ;  we  will  follow 

the  fugitive  lover  ; 
He  is  not  far  on  his  way,  and  the  Fates  and 

the  streams  are  against  him. 
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Up  and  mwmj  io-morrow,  and  throagh  the 

red  dew  of  the  moniiii|( 
W«  will  fuUow  litm  fast,  and  bring  bim 

back  to  bU  prison.'* 

Tban  gUd  Toices  were  beaid,  and  up 
f  ruin  tba  banks  of  ibe  hrer, 

Borne  aloft  on  bis  comrades'  arms,  came 
Michael  the  fiddler. 

Long  under  Bssil's  roof  bad  be  lived  like  a 
god  on  Oljmpus, 

Having  no  other  care  than  dispensing 
muftic  to  mortals. 

Far  renowned  was  be  for  bis  silver  locks 
and  bis  fiddle. 

''Long  live  Michael,'*  they  cried,  "our 
brave  Acadian  minstrel  f " 

As  tbej  bore  bim  aloft  in  triumphal  pro- 
cession ;  and  straigbtwav 

Father  Keliotan  advanced  with  )^vangeline, 
greeting  the  old  man 

Kindlj  and  oft,  and  recalling  the  past, 
while  Basil,  enraptured. 

Hailed  with  hilarious  joj  bis  old  compan- 
ions ami  guasipa, 

Laughing  luud  and  long,  and  embracing 
mothers  and  daughters. 

Mueb  thev  nurvelltHl  to  see  the  wealth  of 
the  ri-4levant  blarksmitb. 

All  bis  domaiii«  and  his  herds,  and  his  pa- 
triarchal demeanor  ; 

Much  thev  marvelled  to  hear  bis  tales  of  ■ 
the  fMtii  and  the  climate. 

And  of  the  pniiries,  whose  numberless  herds  | 
werv  his  who  would  take  them  ; 

Kach  one  tlumght  in  his  heart,  that  he,  too, 
would  gi>  ami  do  likewise. 

Thus  they  SMoended  the  stefM,  and  crossing 
tlie  brreiy  vermmla, 

Kntered  the  hall  of  the  houie,  where  al- 
ready the  supper  of  lianil 

Waite«l  his  late  rrtum  ;  and  they  rested 
and  feasted  together. 

Over  the  ioyous  feast  the  sodden  dark- 
ness (leMmide<l. 

All  was  silent  with<iut,  and,  illuming  the 
lamlttcape  with  silver. 

Fair  mse  the  dewv  nuM>n  and  the  mvriad 
flisn  ;  but  within  dmrs. 

Brighter  than  thev,  shone  the  faces  of 
friends  in  the  glimmering  lamp- 
light. 

Then  fn»m  hit  station  aloft,  at  tbe  bead  of 
the  table,  the  herdsmaa 


Poured  forth  his  heart  aad  bis  ^ 

gether  in  endless  profanoB. 
Lighting  his  ^ipe,  that  was  Ailed  mk 

Natchitoches  tobaceo, 
Thus  be  suake  to  his  guests,  wbo  1 

ana  smiled  as  they  lieteaed 
''Welcome   once   more,  ny  intm 

long  have  been  frieadleasaB 

less. 
Welcome  once  more  to  a  bosM, 

better  perchance  tbaa  the  ol 
Here  no  hungry  winter  congeals  ei 

like  the  rivers  ; 
Here  no  stony  ground  provokea  tk 

of  the  farmer. 
Smoothly  the   ploughshare  raas 

the  soil,  as  a  keel  tbroagk 

ter. 
All  the  year  round  the  ormsge-gr 

in  blossom  ;  and  grasa  growi 
More  in  a  single  night  tbaa  a  wbol 

dian  summer. 
Here,  too,  numberleea  herds  ma  i 

unclaimed  in  the  prairica  ; 
Here,  too,  lands  may  be  bad  for  tbe 

and  forests  of  timber 
With  a  few  blows  of  the  aae  a*w  h 

framed  into  hmiise. 
After  yuur  houses  are  built*  and  ^w 

are  vellow  with  hareestSr 
No  King  George  of  KagbuMi 

you  away  from  yoor 
Burning  your  dwellings  aad    bar 

stealing    your     farms     aM 

cattle.'^ 
Speaking  tliese  words,  be  blew  a  i 

cloud  from  his  nostriU* 
While  his  huge,  brown  hand  came  I 

ing  down  on  the  table. 
So  that  the  giiesU  all  sUrted  ;  mmi 

Kelician,  astounded. 
Suddenly  paused,  with  a  piaek  i 

half-way  t^i  his  nostriia. 
But   the   brave    Basil    resumed,   I 

wortlii  were  milder  and  gaji 
''Only  lie  ware  of   the   fever,  mj 

lip  wan*  of  the  fever  I 
For  it  I*  not  like  that  of  our 

climate. 
Cured    by    wearing  a  spider 

one's  neck  in  a  nutshell  I  "* 
Then  there  were  vmces  beard  at  ll 

and  footsteps  ap|iroacbiag 
Sounded  uimmi  the  stairs  ami  UW 

the  kreexy  veranda. 
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WIS  the  neighboring  Creoles  and  small 

Acadian  planters, 
lio  hid  been  summoned  all  to  the  house 

of  Basil  the  Herdsman. 
trrj  the  meeting  was  of  ancient  com- 
rades and  neighbors  : 
iend  clasped  friend  in   his  arms  ;  and 

they  who  before  were  as  strangers, 
eetiofl^  in   exile,   became  straightway  as 

niends  to  each  other, 
twn  by  the  gentle  bond  of  a  common 

country  together. 
it  in  the  neighboring  hall  a  strain  of 

music,  proceeding 
om  the  accordant  strings  of  Michael's 

melodious  fiddle, 
oke  up  all  further  speech.    Away,  like 

children  delighted, 
1  things    forgotten    beside,   they  gave 

themselves  to  the  maddening 
liiil  of  the  giddy  dance,  as  it  swept  and 

swayed  to  the  music, 
Kimlike,  with  beaming  eyes  and  the  rush 

of  fluttering  garments. 

Meanwhile,  apart,  at  the  head  of  the 

hall,  the  priest  and  the  herdsman 
itconrersing  together  of  past  and  present 

and  future  ; 
hile  Evangeline  stood  like  one  entranced, 

for  within  her 
Ides  memories  rose,  and  loud  in  the  midst 

of  the  music 
eard  she  the  sound  of  the  sea,  and  an 

irrepressible  sadness 
uae  o'er  her  heart,  and  unseen  she  stole 

forth  into  the  garden, 
isotiful  was  the  night.    Behind  the  black 

wall  of  the  forest, 
pping  its  summit  with  silver,  arose  the 

moon.     On  the  river 
'Q  bere  and  there  through  the  branches  a 

tremulous  gleam  of  the  moonlight, 
^  the  sweet  thoughts  of  love  on  a  dark- 
ened and  devious  spirit, 
fitter  and  round  about  ner,  the  manifold 

flowers  of  the  garden 
mied  out  their  souls  in  odors,  that  were 

their  prayers  and  confessions 
^  the  night,  as  it  went  its  way,  like  a 

silent  Carthusian. 
^  of  fragrance  than  they,  and  as  heavy 

with  shadows  and  night-dews, 
^  the  heart  of  the  maiden.     The  calm 

and  the  magical  moonlight 


Seemed  to  inundate  her  soul  with  indefin- 
able longings. 
As,  through  the  ^irden-gate,  and  beneath 

the  shade  of  the  oak-trees. 
Passed  she  along  the  path  to  the  edge  of 

the  measureless  prairie. 
Silent  it  lay,  with  a  silvery  haze  upon  it, 

and  fire-flies 
Gleamed  and  floated  away  in  mingled  and 

infinite  numbers. 
Over  her  head  the  stars,  the  thoughts  of 

God  ill  the  heavens. 
Shone  on  the  eyes  of  man,  who  had  ceased 

to  marvel  and  worship, 
Save  when  a  blazing  comet  was  seen  on  the 

walls  of  that  temple. 
As  if  a  hand  had  appeared  and  written 

upon  them,  '*  Upharsin." 
And  the  soul  of  the  maiden,  between  the 

stars  and  the  fire-flies. 
Wandered  alone,  and  she  cried, "  O  Gabriel! 

O  my  beloved  I 
Art  thou  so  near  unto  me,  and  yet  I  cannot 

behold  thee  ? 
Art  thou  so  near  unto  me,  and  yet  thy  voice 

does  not  reach  me  ? 
Ah!  how  often  thy  feet  have  trod  this  path 

to  the  prairie  ! 
Ah  I  how  often  thine  eyes  have  looked  on 

the  woodlands  around  me  I 
Ah  I  how  often  beneath  this  oak,  returning 

from  labor, 
Thou  hast  lain  down  to  rest,  and  to  dream 

of  me  in  thy  slumbers  I 
When  shall  these  eyes  behold,  these  arms 

be  folded  about  thee  ?  " 
Loud  and  sudden  and  near  the  notes  of  a 

whippoorwill  sounded 
Like  a  flute  in  the  woods ;    and    anon, 

through  the  neighboring  thickets. 
Farther  and   farther  away  it  floated  and 

dropped  into  silence. 
"  Patience  I '*  whispered  the  oaks  from  orac- 
ular caverns  of  darkness  : 
And,  from  the  moonlit  meadow,  a  sigh  re- 
sponded, "  To-morrow  I " 

Bright  rose  the  sun  next  day ;  and  all  the 

flowers  of  the  garden 
Bathed   his  shining  feet  with  their  tears, 

and  anointed  his  tresses 
With  the  delicious  balm  that  they  bore  in 

their  vases  of  crystal. 
**  Farewell  I  ''  said  the  priest,  as  he  stood  at 

the  shadowy  threshold ; 
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^S—  tlwt  Jim  bruf  u  tlw  iVodifml  Soo 
from  his  fMliii|r  and  faniiM, 

AadfUMHtlM  Foolish  Virfiii«wbotl«pl  when 
the  bridefrooiB  was  coming. 

**  FartwcU  I "  answered  the  maiden,  and, 
smilinf  ,  with  Basil  descended 

Down  to  the  rirer's  brink,  where  the  boat- 
men alread?  were  waiting. 

Thus  beginning  their  joumej  with  morn- 
ing, andsunshine,  and  gladness, 

Swiltlj  they  followed  the  flight  of  him  who 
was  speeding  before  them. 

Blown  hy  the  blast  of  fate  like  a  dead  leaf 
over  the  desert. 

Not  that  daj,  nor  the  next,  nor  jet  the  dar 
that  succeeded, 

Fomid  thev  the  trace  of  his  course,  in  lake 
or  forest  or  river. 

Nor,  after  man j  dajs,  had  thejr  foaad  him  ; 
but  vague  and  uncertain 

Ramors  alone  were  their  guides  through  a 
wild  and  desolate  country  ; 

Till,  at  the  little  inn  of  the  Spanish  town  of 
Adayes, 

Wearj  and  worn,  they  alighted,  and  learned 
from  the  garrulous  landlord. 

That  oo  the  day  before,  with  horses  and 
guides  and  compsnioos, 

Gabriel  left  the  village,  and  took  the  road 
of  the  prairies. 

IV 

Far   in  the  Wt>st  there  lies  a  desert  land, 

where  the  mountains 
Lift,  throu|fh  perpetual  snows,  their  lofty 

and  lumiuous  summits. 
Down    from   their  jagged,  deep    ravines, 

where  the  gnrgr,  like  a  gateway. 
Opens  a  passage  rude  to  the  wheels  of  the 

emigrant**  wagon. 
Westward  thr  <  >regua  flows  and  the  Wslle- 

way  and  i  ^wy  hrr. 
Eastward,  with  drvitms  course,  among  the 

Wind-rtvrr  Mountjuns 
Through  thr   .Swert-wntrr  Viilley  preeipi- 

tate  lca|M  tin*  Nebraska  ; 
And  to  thf*  wHJth,  fmm  Funtaine-qoi-bout 

and  the  Sp«nuh  urmui, 
Frrtted  with  samlt  and    rurks  and  swept 

bv  thr  wiml  tif  the  drnrrt, 
NnmbrrU««  titrrent*.  with  craseless  sooml, 

dr«cend  to  thr  ocean, 
iJke  the  great  cbonli  of   a  harp,  in  luud 

and  solemn  vibrations. 


Spreading  bat  wean  thmm 

wondrous,  beantifal  pnuri 
Billowy  bays  of  ^raat  aver  roUiif 

and  sunshine. 
Bright  with  luxuriant  eluslafft  ol 

purple  amorphaa. 
Orer  them  wandered  the  buffalo 

the  elk  and  the  roebuck  ; 
Over  them  wandered  the  wolvea, 

of  riderless  horses ; 
Fires  that  blast  and  blight,  and 

are  weary  with  travel ; 
Over  them  wander  the  seattere 

Ishmaers  children. 
Staining  the  desert  with  blood  ; 

their  terrible  war*tratb 
Circles  and  sails  aloft,  on  ptaioa 

the  vulture. 
Like  the  implacable  aoul  ol   i 

slaughtered  in  battle. 
By  invisible  stairs  sseandiuf  m 

the  heavens. 
Here  and  there  rise  smokes  frau 

of  these  savage  maraudati 
Here  and  there  rise  groves  fros 

gins  of  swift-running  rivai 
I  And  tlw  grim,  taciturn  bear,  thu 

monk  of  the  desert, 
I  Climbs  down  their  dark  raviwM 

roots  by  the  brook-aide. 
And  over  all  is  the  sky,  the  diaai 

talline  heaven. 
Like  the  protecting  hand  of  Ge 

above  them. 

Into  this  wonderful  land,  at  t 

the  Oxark  Mountains, 
Gabriel  far  had  entered,  w^  b 

trappers  behind  him. 
Day  after  day,  with  their  ladiaa 

maiden  and  Basil 
Followed  his  flying  steps,  and  Ik 

day  to  oertake  nim. 
Sometimes  they  saw,  or  thoudhl 

the  smt>ke  of  his  eampJb^ 
Rite  in  the  morning  air  froos 

plain  ;  but  at  nightfall. 
When    they   had   rearhed   the 

found  onlv  embers  and  ai 
And,  though  their  hearts  were  ai 

aniitheir  bodie«  were  wai 
Hope  AtiU  giiiiled  them  oo,   m 

Ksta  Morgana 
Showed  tlkem  her  lakea  of   ligl 

trrat«d  and  vsaishsd  befu 
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OatoBf  M  they  sat  by  their  ereiuDg  fire, 

there  silently  entered 
IiAo  their  little  camp  an  Indian  woman, 

whoee  features 
Wcie  deep  traces  of  sorrow,  and  patience 

as  great  as  her  sorrow. 
She  WIS  a  Shawnee  woman  returning  home 

to  her  people, 
fnm  the  faroff  hunting-grounds  of  the 

cruel  Camanches, 
What  her  Canadian  husband,  a  Coureur- 

des-Bois,  had  been  murdered. 
Toielied  were  their  hearts  at  her  story, 

and  warmest  and  friendliest  wel- 
come 
Gt?e  they,  with  words  of  cheer,  and  she 

sat  and  feasted  among  them 
Ob  the  bnlFalo-meat  and  the  venison  cooked 

on  the  embers. 
Bit  when  their  meal  was  done,  and  Basil 

and  all  his  companions, 
Worn  with  the  long  oay's  march  and  the 

chase  of  the  deer  and  the  bison, 
fitntehed  themselyes  on  the  ground,  and 

slept  where  the  quivering  fire-light 
Fhihed  on  their  swarthy  cheelu,  and  tiieir 

forms  wrapped  up  in  their  blankets, 
Ihti  at  the  door  of  Evangeline's  tent  she 

sat  and  repeated 
Sosij,  with  soft,  low  voice,  and  the  charm 

of  her  Indian  accent, 
An  the  tale  of  her  love,  with  its  pleasures, 

and  pains,  and  reverses. 
Hfldi  Evangeline  wept  at  the  tale,  and  to 

know  that  another 
Hiplais  heart  like  her  own  had  loved  and 

had  been  disappointed, 
^(ovvd  to  the  depths  of  her  soul  by  pity 

and  woman's  compassion, 
let  ia  her  sorrow  pleased  that  one  who  had 

suffered  was  near  her, 
ohe  tt  turn  related  her  love  and  all  its  dis- 

asters. 
''Btewith  wonder  the  Shawnee  sat,  and 

when  she  had  ended 
^  was  mute  ;  but  at  length,  as  if  a  mys- 

terious  horror 
^Wd  through  her  brain,  she  spake,  and 

repeated  the  tale  of  the  Mowis  ; 
Mowii,  the  brideg^room  of  snow,  who  won 

and  wedded  a  maiden, 
^when   the   morning  came,  arose  and 
p       passed  from  the  wigwam, 
'idiiig  and  melting  away  and  dissolving 

into  the  sunshine, 


Till  she  beheld  him  no  more,  though  she 
followed  far  into  the  forest. 

Then,  in  those  sweet,  low  tones,  that  seemed 
like  a  weird  incantation. 

Told  she  the  tale  of  the  fair  Lilinau,  who 
was  wooed  by  a  phantom. 

That  through  the  pines  o'er  her  father's 
lodge,  in  the  nush  of  the  twilight, 

Breathed  Tike  the  evening  wind,  and  whis- 
pered love  to  the  maiden. 

Till  she  followed  his  green  and  waving 
plume  through  the  forest, 

And  nevermore  returned,  nor  was  seen 
again  by  her  people. 

Silent  with  wonder  and  strange  surprise* 
Evangeline  listened 

To  the  soft  flow  of  her  magical  words,  till 
the  region  around  her 

Seemed  like  enchanted  ground,  and  her 
swarthy  guest  the  enchantress. 

Slowly  over  the  tops  of  the  Ozark  Moun- 
tains the  moon  rose, 

Lighting  the  little  tent,  and  with  a  mys- 
terious splendor 

Touching  the  sombre  leaves,  and  embracing 
and  filling  the  woodland. 

With  a  delicious  sound  the  brook  rushed 
by,  and  the  branches 

Swayed  and  sighed  overhead  in  scarcely 
audible  whispers. 

Filled  with  the  thoughts  of  love  was  Evan- 
geline's heart,  but  a  secret, 

Snbtile  sense  crept  in  of  pain  and  indefinite 
terror. 

As  the  cold,  poisonous  snake  creeps  into 
the  nest  of  the  swallow. 

It  was  no  earthly  fear.  A  breath  from  the 
region  of  spirits 

Seemed  to  float  m  the  air  of  night ;  and 
she  felt  for  a  moment 

That,  like  the  Indian  maid,  she,  too,  was 
pursuing  a  phantom. 

With  this  thought  she  slept,  and  the  fear 
and  the  phantom  had  vanished. 

Early  upon  the  morrow  the  march  was 

resumed  ;  and  the  Shawnee 
Said,  as  they  journeyed   along,  *'0n  the 

western  slope  of  these  mountains 
Dwells  in  bis  little  village  the  Black  Robe 

chief  of  the  Mission. 
Much  he  teaches  the  people,  and  tells  them 

of  Mary  and  Jesus. 
Loud  laugh  their  hearts  with  joy,  and  weep 

with  pain,  as  they  hear  him." 
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Tbcn,  with  a  fuciilcii  aiid  Hocrrt  emotion, 

Kvangvliiie  annwervd, 
**  Let  n«  gu  to  till*  MiMiun,  fur  there  good 

tidiiigi  await  um  !  ** 
Thither  thi*T  tunitil  ihfir  iiteecl»  ;  ami  be- 
hind a  Bpiir  uf  tht'  luuuulaiiM, 
Just  aa  tlie  huii  went  down,  they  heard  a 

niurniur  uf  ruicrf, 
And  in  a  uiesuluw  greeu  and  broad,  hy  the 

bank  uf  a  rivrr. 
Saw  the  teiiti  uf  th«'  (*hri!ttians,  the  tenta 

of  the  Jeiiuit  Mimhhi. 
Under  a  tuwerin^;  imk,  that  stood  in  the 

mid?%t  uf  the  villagi-. 
Knelt  the  Black  KoIm*  «hief  with  hU  chtl- 

drvu.     A  cnii'itii  fastened 
High  on  the  tnink  uf  the  tree,  and  OTer- 

•h^itiuwed  by  |pii|ieviiir.H. 
Looked  with  it»  a^^unized  farr  un  tlie  multi- 
tude kneeliii);  beneatli  it. 
This  wo*  their  rural  chA|M*l.    Aluft,  through 

the  intricate  arches 
Of  its  aerial  rnuf,  arose  the  chant  of  their 

ve«i|N"r»«, 
Mingling  it^  nutes  with  the  soft  snaurriu 

and  ikighft  uf  the  branches. 
Silent,  with  heaiU  um-overed,  the  trarellers, 

ueanT  n)t|)rt»arliing, 
Knelt  un  the  •%ianl«-d  lluiir.  and  joined  in 

th(*  t'%i*iiin)*  drvittuiiiK. 
But  when  thf   M*r%irf  »u%  dune,  anil   the 

lieiieilictiiiH  h.iil  f;illi'n 
Forth  fruiii  the  hand«  uf  tht*  prirst,  like  seed 

fmiii  the   baiitU  ff  the  Mtwi-r, 
Slowly  the  rt* defend   man   atl%anceil  to  the 

stRint^fm,  anil  liatle  thrm 
Welcuine  ;  and  when  th«*.\  n'plied.  he  smiled 

with  liringnant  ripre««i(in, 
liearingthr  hi>iiii-likp  ««*unil««  uf  his  mother- 

tim^iif*  III  tht*  fiir«'%t. 
Ami,  with  «nriU   *>f   kindness.   cunduct4*fl 

tlH'in  iiitii  his  wigwnin. 
Then*  U|M»n  iii.il«  and   skin*  they  n*pnsefl. 

ami  I'n  r.-ik«*4  «if  the  riiiiirr-ear 
Krasted,  ami  «ljlifi|  thrir  tliir«t   fmui  th<* 

wati-r-cvHinl  <tf  the  t«*.-itht  r. 
Smio  was  tlifir  ntury  tuhl  ;  ami  the  prieit 

with  «tili*iiinit\  anitwered    — 
**  Ntit    mv    •iift«    h.iir«i    risen  and   set    sincr 

(iabrirl,  vrati**! 
(>u    tliiB  iii.it    \'y    inv   ftitlr.  where  now  the 

iiiaitl*-n  r**|MHr«, 
Tiitd  ni«*   this    %anii<  ^.vl  t.^lr  :  then 


Soft  was  the  Toice  of  the  prieet« 

■tiake  with  an  accent  of  kiodaaH  5 
But  on  Kvangeliue*s  heart  fell  bia 

in  winter  the  snow-tlakea 
Fall  intu  some  lone  oeit  from 

binK  have  departed. 
**  Far  to  the  north  he  has  gone,' 

the  priest  ;  **  but  in  autumn. 
When  the  chaM*  is  done,  will  ivtora 

to  the  Miiisiun.'* 
Then  Kvaiigeline  said,  and  her 

meek  and  subiniMiTe, 
**  Let  me  n'main  with  thee,  for  mj 

sail  and  afflicted.** 
So  aeeiiieil  it  wise  and  well  onto  all ; 

betimes  on  the  morrow. 
Mounting  hisi  Meiicau  steed,  with  hk  I 

guides  and  comfianiona. 
Homeward  lionil  returned,  and 

staved  at  the  Mission. 


ami  (*4intiiiiii-il  \.t-    ••■irni'\ 


I  •• 


I 


Slowly,  slowly,  slowly  the  days 

each  other,  — 
Dave  and  w«rks  sml  montha  ;  and  Ikt : 

of  maize  that  were  springiaf 
Green  from  the  ground  when  a 

she  came,  now  waring  above  her. 
Lifted    their    slemler    shafta,    wilk  kaf« 

interlacing,  and  forming 
Cloisteni  fur  nirndtcant  crows  and 

pillageil  liy  squirrela. 
'I*hen  in  the  golden  weather  the 

bu.Hkiil.  ahil  the  maidens 
lUnsheil  at  each  Mmiil-red  ear,  for  thilk^ 

titkcm-tl  a  liiTer, 
But  at  the  cr«M.ki*d  laughed, and  calbditt 

thiff  ill  thr  c'oni-tield. 
F.ren   the    bUNNl-red   ear    to   Ki 

brought  not  her  luTer. 
"  Patience  !  "  tlir  priest  would  say  ; 

fiitlh.   aiul    thy  prayer  wall  be  i^ 

kwrrrd  ! 
I^ouk   nt   thisi  %igi>nMis  plant   tbftt  lifb  ili 

ht-ail  from  tlic  meailow. 
See  how  itB  Ica^fn  arr  turned  to  tbe 

OA  true  as  thf  magnet  ; 
'Hiis  is  the  niinp:t«*  tlowrr,  that  tbe 

uf  <ii«l  ha.<  plautrd 
Here  in   the   hou!iele%s   wild,  to  dirtcl  Iftf 

tra%«-ll»r\  journey 
Over  thf  ^•-.i-liki*,  pathless,  limitleas  witf 

of  lh«*  di'M-rt. 
Such  in   thi*   •oil I  of  man   ie    faitb.     1^ 

|l|ii««ii|||«  of 
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r  and  lazoriant  flowers,  are  brighter  and 

fuller  of  fragrance, 
i  tber  beguile  us,  and  lead  as  astray,  and 

tneir  odor  is  deadly, 
ly  this  humble  plant  can  guide  us  here, 

and  hereafter 
vwn  us  with  asphodel  flowers,  that  are 

wet  with  the  dews  of  nepenthe." 

So  came  the  autumn,  and  passed,  and  the 

winter,  —  yet  Gabriel  came  not ; 
ooomed  the  opening  spring,  and  the  notes 

of  the  robin  and  ulueoird 
onded  sweet  upon  wold  and  in  wood,  yet 

Gabriel  came  not. 
it  on  the  breath  of  the  summer  winds  a 

mmor  was  wafted 
rwter  than  song  of  bird,  or  hue  or  odor 

of  blossom. 
t  to  the  north  and  east,  it  said,  in  the 

Michigan  forests, 
ikriel  had  his  lodge  by  the  banks  of  the 

Saginaw  River, 
id,  with  returning  guides,  that  sought  the 

lakes  of  St.  Lawrence, 
jiog  a  sad  farewell,  Evangeline  went 

from  the  Mission, 
lien  over  weary  ways,  by  long  and  peril- 
ous marches, 
•  ksd  attained  at  length  the  depths  of 

the  Michigan  forests, 
and  the  the  hunter's  lodge  deserted  and 

fallen  to  ruin  ! 

Tims  did  the  long  sad  years  glide  on, 
and  in  seasons  and  places 

iveis  and  distant  far  was  seen  the  wan- 
dering maiden  ;  — 

)w  in  the  Tents  of  Grace  of  the  meek 
Moravian  Missions, 

9w  in  the  noisy  camps  and  the  battle-fields 
of  the  army, 

w  in  secluded  hamlets,  in  towns  and 
populous  cities. 

ke  a  phantom  she  came,  and  passed  away 
unremembe  red . 

^  was  she  and  young,  when  in  hope 
began  the  long  journey  ; 

>ded  was  she  and  old,  when  in  disappoint- 
ment it  ended. 

^h  laeceeding  year  stole  something  away 
from  her  beauty, 

MiTing  behind  it,  broader  and  deeper,  the 
gloom  and  the  shadow. 


Then  there  appeared  and  spread  faint 
streaks  of  eray  o'er  her  forehead. 

Dawn  of  another  life,  that  broke  o'er  her 
earthly  horizon, 

As  in  the  eastern  sky  the  first  faint  itreaks 
of  the  morning. 


In  that  delightful  land  which  is  washed  by 

the  Delaware  waters. 
Guarding  in  sylvan  shades  the  name  of 

Penn  the  apostle. 
Stands  on  the  banks  of  its  beautiful  stream 

the  city  he  founded. 
There  all  the  air  is  balm,  and  the  peach  is 

the  emblem  of  beauty. 
And  the  streets  still  re^ho  the  names  of 

the  trees  of  the  forest. 
As  if  they  fain  would  appease  the  Dryads 

whose  haunts  they  molested. 
There  from  the  troubled  sea  had  Evange- 
line landed,  an  exile, 
Finding  among  the  children  of  Penn  a  home 

and  a  country. 
There  old  Ren^  Leblano  had  died ;  and 

when  he  departed. 
Saw  at  his  side  only  one  of  all  his  hundred 

descendants. 
Something  at  least  there  was  in  the  friendly 

streets  of  the  city. 
Something  that  spake  to  her  heart,  and 

made  her  no  longer  a  stranger  ; 
And  her  ear  was  pleased  with  the  Thee  and 

Thou  of  the  Quakers, 
For  it  recalled  the  past,  the  old  Acadian 

country. 
Where  all  men  were  equal,  and  all  were 

brothers  and  sisters. 
So,  when  the  fruitless  search,  the  disap- 
pointed endeavor. 
Ended,  to  recommence  no  more  upon  earth, 

uncomplaining. 
Thither,  as  leaves  to  the  light,  were  turned 

her  thoughts  and  her  footsteps. 
As  from  the  mountain's  top  the  rainy  mists 

of  the  morning 
Roll  away,  and  afar  we  behold  the  land- 
scape below  us, 
Snn-illummed,  with  shining  rivers  and  cities 

and  hamlets, 
So  fell  the  mists  from   her  mind,  and  she 

saw  the  world  far  below  her. 
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Dmik  DO  lottMri  but  all  illumiiied  witli  lo?«  ; 

and  Um  palbwaT 
Whkh  the  had  dimhiwl  to  far,  lyiof  0*00111 

and  fair  in  tbo  diatanoo. 
Gabffiol  was  not  forgoUea.      Within  bar 

haari  was  his  imagv, 
Clothod  in  tho  beautr  of  love  and  jooth,  as 

last  she  behold  him. 
Only  oiore  boautif ul  made  by  his  doath-liko 

siloaeo  and  absence. 
Into  bar  thooghts  of  him  time  ontored  not, 

for  it  was  not. 
Oror  him  years  had  no  power ;  ho  was  not 

ebanged^  but  transfigured  ; 
He  had  become  to  her  heart  as  one  who  is 

dead,  and  nut  absent ; 
Patianoe  and  abnegation  of  self,  and  devo- 
tion to  others. 
This  was  the  lesson  a  life  of  trial  and  sor- 
row had  taught  her. 
80  was  her  love  diffused,  but,  like  to  some 

odorous  spioes. 
Suffered  no  waste  nor  loss,  though  filling 

the  air  with  aroma. 
Other  hope  had  she  none,  nor  wish  in  life, 

but  to  follow 
Meeklj,   with   reyerent  steps,   the  saersd 

feet  of  her  Saviour. 
Thus  many  years  she  lived  as  a  Sister  of 

Merry  ;  fre<|uenting 
Lonely  and  wrptcbcd  roofs  in  the  crowded 

lanes  of  the  city,  t 

Where  distress  and  want  coocealad  tbem- 

selves  from  the  sunlight. 
Where  disease  and  sorrow  in  garrets  lan- 
guished neglected. 
Kight  after  night,  when   the   world   was 

asleep,  as  the  watchman  repeated 
Loud,  through  the  gusty  streets,  that  all 

was  wrll  in  the  rity. 
High  at  some   ItMirly  window  be  saw  the 

light  of  her  taper. 
Day  after  day,  in  the  gray  of  the  dawn,  as 

slow  through  thr  suburbs 
Plodded  the  (»rnnan  farmer,  with  flowers 

and  fruits  for  thr  market. 
Met  be  that  mrrk,  im\r  face,  returning  home  ' 

from  its  waichiugB. 

Then  it  came  to  pass  that  a  pestilenoa 

fell  on  the  ritr, 
Pisaagi  il  by    wondrcMis  signs,  and  mostly  ' 

by  flocks  of  wild  pigeons,  j 

Darkaaiag   the    sun  in    their  flight,   with  ! 

naught  in  their  craws  but  an  aeom.    | 


And,  as  the  tides  of  tha  aaa 

month  of  SapCambar, 
Flooding  some  silver  strsam,  till  II 

So  daath  flooded  life,  and,  o'ailkf* 

natural  margin, 
Spread   to    a    brackish    laka,  Ihi 

stream  of  azistenca. 
Wealth  had  no  power  to  bfiba»  wm 

to  charm,  the  oppressor  ; 
But  all  perished  alike  beneath  tha 

of  his  anger  ;  — 
Only,  alas  I    the  poor,  who 

friends  nor  attendants. 
Crept  away  to  die  in  the 

of  the  homeless. 
Then  in  the  suburbs  it  stood,  in  tl 

of  meadows  and  woodlaada ; 
Now  the  city  surrounds  it ;  bat  il 

its  gateway  and  wicket 
Meek,  in  the  midst  of  splandoTi  ka 

walls  seemed  to  echo 
Softly  the  words  of  the  Lord  :  «1 

ye  always  have  with  yov." 
Thither,  by  nieht  and   ^^Tt  * 

Sister  of  Merrv.    The  dyiaf 
Looked  up  into  her  face,  aad  thai 

deed,  to  behold  thara 
Gleanu  of  rrlrntial  light  anriirla  I 

head  with  splendor. 
Such  as  the  artist  paints  o*ar  tha  I 

saiuts  and  apostles. 
Or  such  as  hangs  by  night  o*ar  a  i 

at  a  distance. 
Unto  their  eyrs  it  seemed  tha  laJBfl 

city  crlrstial. 
Into  who«e  shining    gates    artlo^ 

spirits  would  enter. 

Thus,  on  a  Sabbath  m€>rB,  tbra 

strertA,  drM*rted  and  sileal. 
Wending   hrr  <iiiirt  way,  ska  aals 

door  of  tne  almshoosa. 
Sweet  on  the  summer  air  waa  Ika 

flosrrrs  ill  tlie  garden  ; 
And  she  paused  on  her  way  to  gat 

faifvtt  among  them. 
That  the  d>ing  oner  more  might  tl 

their  fragrance  and  beaaty. 
Then,  aft  %hr  iiuMinted  the  stairs  to 

ridor^,  c«MBlr<l  by  the  eaat-wv 
Distant  anil  *i»ft  on  her  ear  fall  ths 

from  the  belfry  of  ChrMt  Ck 
While,  intermingled  with 

D»eadoari  were  wafted 
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fioudf  of   psalmSy   that    were   sung    by 
the  Swedes  in  their  ohuroh  at  Wi- 


Soft  ai  desoendiog  wings  fell  the  calm  of 

the  hour  on  her  spirit :  v 

ft— »**>»»"g  within  her  said,  **  At  length  thy 

trials  are  ended  ; " 
Aad,  with  light  in  her  looks,  she  entered 

the  chambers  of  sickness. 
HdMleesly  moved    about    the  assiduous, 

careful  attendants, 
Moistemng  the  feverish  lip,  and  the  aching 

brow,  and  in  silence 
Ckaiiig  the  sightless  eyes  of  the  dead,  and 

concealing  their  faces. 
Whereon  their  pallets  they  lay,  like  drifts 

of  snow  by  the  roadside. 
MiBj  a  languid  head,  upraised  as  Evange- 
line entered, 
Tkned  on  its  pillow  of  pain  to  gaze  while 

she  passed,  for  her  presence 
Fen  oo  their  hearts  like  a  ray  of  the  sun  on 

the  walls  of  a  prison. 
Asd,  as  she  looked  around,  she  saw  how 

Death,  the  consoler, 
Uyiog  his  hand  upon  many  a  heart,  had 

healed  it  forever. 
Htty  familiar  forms  had  disappeared  in  the 


night  time  ; 
t  their 


Vatut  their  places  were,  or  filled  already 

Mdenly,  as  if  arrested  by  fear  or  a  feel- 
ing of  wonder, 

Sifll  the  stood,  with  her  colorless  lips  apart, 
while  a  shudder 

«ss  through  her  frame,  and,  forgotten, 
the  nowerets  dropped  from  her  fin- 

M  from  her  eyes  and  cheeks  the  light 

and  bloom  of  the  momine. 
^Wb  there  escaped  from  her  lips  a  cry  of 

sneh  terrible  anguish, 
^kt  the  dying  heard  it,  and  started  up 

from  their  pillows. 
^  the  paUet  before  her  was  stretched  the 

form  of  an  old  man. 
^g,  and  thin,  and  gray  were  the  locks 

that  shaded  his  temples  ; 
°^  as  he  lay  in  the   morning  light,  his 

face  for  a  moment 
^^ttned  to  assume  once  more  the  forms  of 

its  earlier  manhood  ; 
^  aie  wont  to  be  changed  the  faces  of 

those  who  are  dying. 


Hot  and  red  on  his  lips  stUl  burned  the 

flush  of  the  fever. 
As  if  life,  like  the  Hebrew,  with  blood  had 

besprinkled  its  portals. 
That  the   Angel  of  Death  might  see  the 

sign,  and  pass  over. 
Motionless,  senseless,  dying,  he  lay,  and 

his  spirit  exhausted 
Seemed  to  be  sinking  down  through  infi- 
nite depths  in  the  darkness, 
Darkness  of  slumber  and   death,  forever 

sinking  and  sinking. 
Then  through  those  realms  of  shade,  in  mul- 
tiplied reverberations. 
Heard  he  that  cry  of  pain,  and  through  the 

hush  that  succeeded 
Whispered  a  eentle  voice,  in  accents  tender 

and  saint-like, 
**  Gabriel  1  O  my  beloved  1 "  and  died  away 

into  silence. 
Then  he  beheld,  in  a  dream,  once  more  the 

home  of  his  childhood  ; 
Green     Acadian    meadows,    with    sylvan 

rivers  among  them. 
Village,  and  mountain,  and  woodlands  ;  and, 

walking  under  their  shadow. 
As  in  the  days  of  her  youth,  Evangeline 

rose  in  his  vision. 
Tears  came  into  his  eyes  ;  and  as  slowly  he 

lifted  bis  eyelids. 
Vanished  the  vision  away,  but  Evangeline 

knelt  by  his  bedside. 
Vainly  he  strove  to  whisper  her  name,  for 

the  accents  unuttered 
Died  on  his  lips,  and  their  motion  revealed 

what  his  tongue  would  have  spoken* 
Vainly  he  strove  to  rise  ;  and  Evangeline, 

kneeling  beside  him. 
Kissed  his  dying  lips,  and  laid  his  head  on 

her  bosom. 
Sweet  was  the  light  of  his  eyes  ;  but  it  sud- 
denly sank  into  darkness. 
As  when  a  lamp  is  blown  out  by  a  gust  of 

wind  at  a  casement. 

All  was  ended  now,  the  hope,  and  the 
fear,  and  the  sorrow. 

All  the  aching  of  heart,  the  restless,  unsat- 
isfied longing. 

All  the  dull,  deep  pain,  and  constant  an- 
guish of  patience  I 

And,  as  she  pressed  once  more  the  lifeless 
head  to  her  bosom. 

Meekly  she  bowed  her  own,  and  murmured, 
«<  Father,  I  thank  thee  I  ** 
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Still  ftUuidt  the   format  nrimeTal ;  but  far 

awav  from  tin  »hauow. 
Side  by  mJc,  id  ibrir  muueleas  graret,  the 

luTen  are  tlerpini;. 
Under  the  humble  walls  of  the  little  Catho- 
lic vhurrhTard, 
In  the  h<*art  of  the  oitr,  thejr  lie,  oDknowD 

and  unDotic<*d. 
Dailjr  the  tid«r«  of  life  go  ebbing  and  flow- 

ifig  benide  them, 
Thouiaiiu*    uf    thrubbtug    hearts,    where 

theirs  are  at  rv»t  and  furerer. 
Thousands  uf  ai'hing  brains,  where  theirs 

no  longer  are  bu«y, 
Thousands  of   toiling  hands,  where  theirs 

have  ceased  from  their  labors, 
TbousamlA  of  wearr  feet,  where  theirs  have 

completed  their  joumejr  I 
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Still  stands  the  forest  primrval 

der  the  shade  of  its  Urandi 
Dwells   another   race,  with  otbei 

and  language. 
Only  along  the  shore  of  the  men 

minty  Atlantic 
Linger  a  ffw  Acadian  paaianta, 

thers  fn>ni  enle 
\Vanden*d  back  to  their  aatire  li 

in  it.4  bcMom. 
In  the  h^hrrinairn  cot  the  whce 

loom  an*  still  busy  ; 
Maidens  still  wear  their  NomMUi 

their  kirtirs  of  homespun. 
And  by  the  evening  firerepnt  Kr 

sti»rT, 
While  fn»ni   its   rocky  cmTema 
I  voinMl.  neighboring  oeeaa 

I  Speaks,  and  in  accents  dtscoaaoUt 
i  the  wail  of  the  forest. 
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After 


« tWMblkstioQ  of  A'MtifWin^, 
Wo  Mr.  Lofl»llow*«  luoud  wm  a 


ao(  •  MFiu  ui»». 
H*  pi— ni  biiMpU  vith  wntiuc  ^^  UW  ul  iCjt^magh, 
but  thrnf  mrm  trm»»mt  laiawita  la  hu  4tMry  at  tua  ui». 
prwIiK-livviMM ;  tbAt  tW  g^Mmm  4ay*  •*  <Vteb«r,  imu- 
•III  ao  (nutful  la  vvrw,  latWl  •wmy  mu4  Irtl  n*t  liar* 
wnCtMi .  thAt  hi*  f  rowiac  Imm*  brouitbt  hiw  oualiprlM* 
Itamilitimn.  ftad  IhM  tiM  mmUim  of  bto  mUaga  wurk 
WM  barutuitic  uiioUrabU.  9(a«  mmi  (!•»•  «  |m»ui  rAia* 
to  huB,  M»J  ba  a«a«  i»il»  hallway  wiiJa  a  «lrsMaUc 
rMaa»-»  n(  tW  a««  ol  Limia  XIV  .  biM  abMi4ww«l  th* 
«vrb  Anailj.  It  vaa  t«o  y*af»  altar  ftaiahing  A'rua- 
0fitm»  t»(itr»  ha  bail  at-<*uiAul«ta«l  auA«iant  ■Ml#n*l 
to  warr Mil  htiu  In  pluimnv  a  Ma*  *>*luioa  of  tawma 
rW  >'  :*«•/#  .tnJ  tk0  f\rt9uU  waa  puMiabad  ia  !io«*M- 
bar.  I^U,  •lib  fU  BntLtim^  ^f  lk§  HIUp  aa  tba  Icoaiaf 


Tliv  fiifiB  of  tha  piwm  *aa  riearly  aung*  ■!■  i|  hj 
•cbUl«r'»>tf«/  -/  tkm  Heit,  otiK-b  baa  matm  than  nm 
aarvail  |up««  aa  a  is  «|rl.  S^uuirr  imaj  ba  aa^l  U>  bata 
latri«lur»|  a  ua*  arliatir  funa,  aa>l  Mr.  Lnaffallito.  la 
adufitiac  tb«  gaakrral  M-ba*fMP.  •bowoii  bla  ap|wvUaaiM« 
of  ita  rafiariiy  bv  iu«  abi!!  Otib  abicb  ha  bh>«v<1  Inwa 
o«a  paaaa^  to  at*  ttb^r.  uuo<  lb*  •buH  lla#«  t'l  nprrM 
tba  t|u»^hrr.  m  ir«  au  l-J'V.  nr  hiirno4  arlliw,  lh«  li'tif  r 
to  tnlM^l*  lin«»rtnc.  tn  kl^ralo  vtAoo  t»r  rvlWtttoa. 
Tba  iiratiiri  al  •  !>•#«•  t*r  tif  tba  puMB,  •>  t«>  afwak.  haa 
•loays  ra-.i^bt  tin*  »ar.  aal  it  la  iut««**titi4  lu  fawl  id 
Um  poat'tt  «|iarir  alwftJj  aftar  tba  pMblKoiMa  uf  tba 
boob,  tbu  mutit 

'•rabff^arr  1.'.  IVi**  la  tba  r«a«iin«  Mr«  Kamhla 
raotl  t*r.ir«  ib*  M^rrsntiW  Lilrari  AMi-iatfA,  to  aa 
•ul>atw*.<f  iE..irf>ll*an  tUrwi*  tt*ti„*«»l.  t«ir1»o«i  uf  A» 
)'»«  tOa  /f  .  t£«*a  ru  /fa  .  !«•»/  .-MU  ^K*f.,  aCaa-ltHtf 
«rt  apua  iba  platfifna,  l>«>b  in  I»mkI,  trrtaMnc.  |ial|4- 
bOiaff,  aa«l  aaofMOf,  aa>l  ftvti^  ••wty  •ar<l  lU  trua 
walabt  anl  amikbMta.  iUm  |itafaio4  Iba  r*rit^  b^  a 
law  otw4a,  to  tbia  affari ,  thai  abaa  m»m  ftral  aao  tba 
9«i»,  aba  d«Mff«il  ttf  r«af4  U  baCafa  a 


ukI  Aba  bflpail  aba  voald  ba  abia  fa 
auiiiiiW  til  that  fnal  BiiUtitaila. ** 

H>  this  Kracaful  artHm  Mrm.  EaaaMa  m» 
thruwa  luto  ria>rrvta  form  tba  baaa  will 
Liiocfallim  cloaaJ  tba  aoaaai  nmmmmmm 

!««•,  - 

O  happy  Poat  *  .  .  . 

Hi»«  niual  tb>  lialaaUm  apMl  aav 

1v  ba  utt«r|>rvtaU  by  atM.b  a 


Bat  It  la  to  ba  auapKtnl  tbal  tba  tmI  ■ 
alirrril  U*  n*  •Irfitba  ik4  au  Much  bf  tto  I 
{•loiaoaaa  i4  lb*  rM»liti<-«.  aa  by  Cba  l»Mi 
with  abirh  Iba  piwia  rkMaa,  a»4  wm5i 
liatbw  PM*  bi  tl.-  ilava  agUatiaa  af  Iba  • 
\<d-  Mt  >.«h  Uf*- k«  III  bto  pafar  aa  I 
a-yiuiti.  t  ,>,ri**.eT'M  .V«m/4/jr,  Aafaal,  10! 
tbal  ba  fttuinl  ibm  Ptaaiilaat  ««•  4ay  aMfWH 
alamaa.  qu<  t«<i|  lu  a  political  apaac^  *"  j 
ab«>la  puvH."  I«  aiMa,  **  aa  <«a  of  i^  •« 
la  r«rttatt<4i.  I  bafait    at  hia 


ll»  « 


li*«  t'f  IJ.**  Uutit  h  ill  tba  alJp,  im4  layaiii 
ant]  A*  b#  l»l«>s>ai|  U*  tbo  ImI  llMai,  y 
altb  t**r«,  aivi  tia  rbavb*  aara  atf.  Ba  4 
f I'r  at'Oi*  h  tfiiilv*.  Uit  floall j  aaa4,  all^  ifti 
la  a  wiitKlrrfi.l  fift  to  b»  abla  to  wU» 
iH  Wi!l.»n.  iCtrrvIt,  la  bu  raa.arba 
rl.UMrfIa  ILat.-viial  li>«irly.  a(t*r 
ljntiti^lh--m ,  r«lla*|  atUDt«<«  to  tbo  M 
tU.*  •!  .r.t#«l.  Uipaful  Umm  U  H 
Uli«»i  ft  m  *•  tj 

It!  (..•  •1i«r>.  ui»4ar  4lala  at  Marrb  3.  IW 
f»U.«  mt,wm  •'  f  aal  ImiI  r.al-irv«a  f««  Iba 
tli'tr  (rvai  -iri.^M.  4'  In  giaat  aad  |ay«aa 
•  III  h  br  aix  wa^f  by  Iba  aua«  vc4al4i 
alf  •*■!  Km  i-iiiy  la  iJa  ayva,  aoJ  looltai  € 
TTio  taat.Cif  oaa  !•<  tlfaia  aa  «rmai4  aa  tba  i 
l*L  t<«  fTiwf%  lip  •  hiUrra.  Wbf  aal 
AtM^  »/  f  JU  l«04f  tlMirwrn  f  ** 
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DEDICATION 

Ab  one  wlio,  walking  in  the  twilight  gloom, 
Hears  round    about  him    yoioes  as  it 
darkens. 
And  seeing  not  the  forms  from  which  they 
eome, 
Fuises  from  time  to  time,  and  turns  and 
hearkens  ; 

So  walking  here  in  twilight,  O  my  friends  ! 
I  hear  your  Toices,  softened  by  the  dis- 
tance. 
And  paose,  and  turn  to  listen,  as  each  sends 
His  words  of  friendship,  comfort,  and 
assistance. 

II  tny  thought  of  mine,  or  sung  or  told, 
Hm  eTer  given  delight  or  consolation, 

le  hare  repaid  me  back  a  thousand-fold, 
fij  every  friendly  sign  and  salutation. 

Tlaoks  for  the  sympathies  that  ye   have 
shown ! 
Tbanks  for  each  kindly  word,  each  silent 
t<^n, 
^^  teaches  me,  when  seeming  most  alone, 
Fiiends  are  around  us,  though  no  word 
be  spoken. 

IW  nj««^  th.t  pa«.  fron.  land  to 

Kind  letters,  that  betray  the  heart's  deep 

history, 
**  which  we  feel  the  pressure  of  a  hand,  — 
Oae  toooh  of  fire,  —  and  all  the  rest  is 

mystery ! 

%  pleasant  books,  that  silently  among 
Oar  household  treasures  tsJce  familiar 
places, 

^  are  to  us  as  if  a  livine  tongue 
Spake  from  the  printed  leaves  or  pictured 

^Kriiaps  on  earth  I  never  shall  behold. 
With  eye  of  sense,  your  outward  form 
and  semblance  ; 
^Wefore  to  roe  ye  never  will  grow  old, 
But  live  forever  young  in  my  remem- 
brance ! 

^^▼er  grow  old,  nor  change,  nor  pass  away  ! 
Tour  gentU  voices  will  flow  on  forever. 


When  life  grows  bare  and  tarnished  with 
decay. 
As  through  a  leafless  landscape  flows  a 
river. 

Not  chance  of  birth  or  place  has  made  us 
friends. 
Being  oftentimes  of  different  tongues  and 
nations. 
But  the  endeavor  for  the  selfsame  ends. 
With  the  same  hopes,  and  fears,  and  as- 
pirations. 

Therefore  I  hope  to  join  your  seaside  walk, 
Saddened,  and  mostly  silent,  with  emo- 
tion ; 

Not  interrupting  with  intrusive  talk 
The  g^rand,  majestic  symphonies  of  ocean. 

Therefore  I  hope,  as  no  im  welcome  g^est. 
At  your  warm  fireside,  when  the  lamps 
are  lighted. 
To  have   my   pljice   reserved  among   the 
rest, 
Nor  stand   as  one   unsought  and  unin- 
vited 1 


BY  THE  SEASIDE 
THE  BUILDING  OF   THE   SHIP 

**  Build  me  straight,  O  worthy  Master  ! 

Stanch  and  strong,  a  goodly  vessel. 
That  shall  laugh  at  all  disaster. 

And  with  wave  and  whirlwind  wrestle  !  ** 

The  merchant's  word 

Delighted  the  Master  heard  ; 

For  his  heart  was  in   his  work,  and  the 

heart 
Giveth  grace  unto  every  Art. 
A  quiet  smile  played  round  his  lips, 
As  the  eddies  and  dimples  of  the  tide 
Play  round  the  bows  of  ships, 
That  steadily  at  anchor  ride. 
And  with  a  voice  that  was  full  of  glee, 
He  answered,  '*  Erelong  we  will  launch 
A  vessel  as  goodly,  and  strong,  and  stanch. 
As  ever  weathered  a  wintry  sea  1  " 
And  first  with  nicest  skill  and  art, 
Perfect  and  finished  in  every  part, 
A  little  model  the  Master  wrought, 
Which  should  be  to  the  larger  plan 
What  the  child  is  to  the  man. 
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lu  I'uuuleqiart  in  niinimturp  ; 
That  with  A  IuumI  more  awift  and  sure 
Tb«  gri'Aler  labur  might  be  brought 
To  aiuwrr  to  hii  iiiwHrd  thoughL 
And  M  he  Uhurvtl,  hm  mind  ran  o'er 
The  Tsrioua  ahipi  that  were  built  of  Torp, 
And  aliore  thfui  hH,  and  itrangrat  of  all 
Toweml  the  (treat  llarrv,  crank  and  tall, 
Whuir  picture  was  hany^inf^  un  the  wall. 
With  bowB  and  atern  raiavd  hi|;h  in  air, 
And  balconiea  hanpng  here  and  there, 
And  aignal  lanterns  and  tlag«  aHuat, 
And  eiffht  round  towcra,  like  those   that 

frown 
From  aome  old  castle,  looking  down 
rpon  the  drawbrid^'r  and  th«*  nmat. 
Ami  he  aaid  with  a  mnili*,  **  Our  ahi|i,  I  win. 
Shall  tie  of  ancithrr  fonn  than  thia  !  ** 
It  waa  uf  antitlu'r  furui,  indrrd  ; 
liuilt  fur  frvif'ht,  ami  yet  fur  apeed, 
A  beauliful  and  ii^llant  craft  ; 
iirtiod  in  ihf  bt-am,  that  the  atress  of  the 

Ma-ot. 
Fn-iiikin);  ihiwij  u|nmi  Kail  ami  nia^t. 
Might  nnt  thr  iiliur|i  Imiwh  ovrrwhrlm  ; 
hr«iad  in  thr  U-ain,  Imt  nlnpin;;  aft 
With  grai-rfiil  our\f  and  altiw  d«-grpe«, 
That  »1h'  iiiif^ht  \tv  fliH'ilr  io  the  brim. 
And  tliat  thr  mrrvntA  uf  iiartt-d  aras, 
ritMing  lirhiiul.  mth  nii^litv  ftifrt-, 
Mi|;ht  aid  ami  not  imprdi*  her  cuurBe. 

In  the  ship-rani  %%tum\  thrMastrr, 
With  thr  nitiilrl  of  thr  rrsiarl. 
Tliat  tkh«ialil  lau);h  at  all  disaster. 
And  with  wair  ami  whirl wiml  nrrstle  ! 

Ctivrnni;  niany  a  rmMl  cif  gn>iind. 

\jk\  th«*  tiii.UT  pilfil  ariiiiiiil  : 

'I'lnikirr  of  rhr^itiiiit.  and  ilni.  ami  itak« 

Ami  sratlrnil  hrn*  and  thrn-.  with  thfM>, 

Tlir  kn:«rnMi  aiitl  rriMtkril  rrtiar  knrra  ; 

lir«m(;lit  fniiii  rfpoim  far  await, 

I" rorn  I'a**  a '<  1111.1 '*  Gianni  ba\, 

Aiiil  th«-  t>iiik«  iif  ihr  roariiihr  H«ianokr  ! 

Ah  \   what  a  wntplriMi*  linn^  it  1^ 

I'o  n4i(r   litiw    in4tl>    witrt  I«  uf  ti*Ll 

Oiir  thoii^'l.t,  our  wiini,  ran  ««{   >n  inolion  *. 
'Ilirrr  '«  lift  a  «lii|i  I  hat  miiN  thr  iM*t-aii, 
Utit  rirri   rliiiiati'.  r\-ry  •••il. 
Mu«t  ^v.iii;  i(«  Iribiitr,  iT^  ■*'  "f*  *niall. 
And  hrl|i  til  Imilii  thr  moudni  mall  ! 

Th*  "iin  wa^  rMiii^  nVr  the  %r%. 

And  l"li|;  thr  Irvrt  khailflWS  U% . 

\%  if  thrv,  too.  thr  linAms  wii  .tij  ^ir 


Of  aome  grrat,  airr  arguaj, 

Framed  and  launclied  m  a  aingU  6bj. 

That  ailent  architect*  the  aoa. 

Had  bewD  and  laid  then  •▼«▼  om* 

Kre  the  work  of  man  wmi  yet  Drg«& 


beaide  the  Maater,  when  oe  apoke, 
A  youth,  againat  an  anchor  leaaiag, 
Listened,  tu  catch  hia  alighteat 
Only  tlie  long  wavea,  aa  they  brviht 
In  ripplea  on  the  iM'bbly  beach, 
Interrupted  the  old  man'a  apeee^ 

iWautiful  they  were,  in  aootb. 
The  old  man  and  ttie  fiery  joatb  I 
The  old  man,  in  whoae  busy  bnui 
Many  a  ahip  that  aailed  the  main 
Waa  mmlelled  o'er  and  o'er  agaia  ;  ^ 
The  fiery  youth,  who  waa  to  be 
,  The  heir  uf  hia  dexterity, 
'l*be  hrir  of  hia  house,  and  bit 

hand. 
When  he   had   built  and  UoaehiA 

laud 
What  the  elder  head  had  plaaDcd. 


It 


Thus."  aaid  he,  ••  will  we  b«iU  OmdH^l 
Ijiy  aquare  the  Mucka  upon  the  alip^ 
And  follow  well  this  plan  of  mine. 
Chooae  thr  titiilirni  with  greatcal 
( )f  all  that  M  uusouml  beware  ; 
Kfir  only  what  is  s<iiiiid  and  atroBg 
I'u  this  vevM'l  shall  briong. 
Cttlar  of  Maim*  and  f  te«irgia  pu 
Hrrr  togrthrr  shall  combine. 
A  pKjdIy  f  niiiir,  and  a  goodly 
And  thr  I'mhn  In*  hrr  name  t 
For  thr  day  that  givrs  her  to  the  aitt 
Mialt  give  my  daughter  unto  thee  I* 


The  MaAtrr'*  word 

Knmpiuntl  th<-  >oiing  man  heavd  ; 

And  a«  hr  tiiriir«|  hiA  face  a^ide. 

With  a  look  of  j«iy  and  a  thrill  of 

>taml>ii^  U-for«* 

Hrr  fathrr'ik  do<»r, 

Mr  Mw  thr  form  «•(  his  nromiacd  briitk 

I'lir  «iin  «h«»iir  on  hrr  y;oldrn  hair, 

\iiil    hrr  chrrk    wa»    gluwing 

f.iir. 
With  thr  brraih  of  mum  and  the 

atr. 
Likr  a  |iraii!roii«  k«r|^  waa  ahe, 
Mill  at  tr^t  iin  thr  naiiily  beach, 
.liist  .iTTomi  the  billow's  rear h  ; 
lint  he ' 
Waa  the  reatleaa,  aeethiag,  atorflij 


THE  BUILDING  OF  THE  SHIP 


loi 


ilf  ul  grows  the  band 
th  Love's  command  I 
ut,  and  not  the  brain, 
higbest  dotb  attain, 
3  foilowetb  Love's  bebest 
tb  all  tbe  rest  1 

he  risine  of  tbe  sun 

ble  task  Deeun, 

irougbont  tbe  sbip-jard's  bounds 

i  tbe  intermingled  sounds 

d  of  mallets,  plied 

ous  arms  on  every  side  ; 

ftly  and  so  well, 

ie  sbadows  of  evening  fell, 

f  oak  for  a  noble  sbip, 

i  bolted,  straigbt  and  strong, 

ready,  and  stretcbed  along 

,  well  placed  upon  tbe  slip. 

ice  bappy,  every  one 

lis  labor  well  beeun, 

rplexed  and  multiplied, 

iting  for  time  and  tide  ! 

tbe  bot,  long  day  was  o'er, 
man  at  tbe  Master's  door 
le  maiden  calm  and  still, 
I  tbe  porcb,  a  little  more 
»eyond  tbe  evening  chill, 
sat,  and  told  them  tales 
in  the  great  September  gales, 
coasting  tbe  Spanish  Main, 
that  never  came  back  aeain, 
i  and  change  of  a  sailors  life, 
plenty,  rest  and  strife, 
fancy,  like  tbe  wind, 
ing   can  stay  and   nothing  can 

*t 

agic  charm  of  foreign  lands, 

ows  of  palms,  and  shining  sands, 
tumbling  surf, 
»ral  reefs  of  Madagascar, 
B  feet  of  tbe  swarthy  Lascar, 
&lone  and  asleep  on  the  turf, 
embling  maideu  held  her  breath 
:s  of  that  awful,  pitiless  sea, 
s  terror  and  mystery, 
lark  sea,  so  like  unto  Death, 
es  and  yet  unites  mankind  ! 
lever    tbe    old    man   paused,    a 
im 

bowl  of  his  pipe  would  awhile 
me 

group  in  the  twilight  gloom, 
^htful  faces,  as  in  a  dream  ; 


And  for  a  moment  one  might  mark 
What  bad  been  bidden  bv  tbe  dark. 
That  tbe  bead  of  tbe  maiden  lay  at  rest. 
Tenderly,  on  the  young  man's  breast ! 

Day  by  day  tbe  vessel  grew, 

With  timbors  fashioned  strong  and  true, 

Stemson  and  keelson  and  stemson-knee, 

Till,  framed  with  perfect  symmetry, 

A  skeleton  ship  rose  up  to  view  I 

And  around  tbe  bows  and  along  tbe  side 

Tbe  heavy  hammers  and  mallets  plied. 

Till  after  many  a  week,  at  length, 

Wonderful  for  form  and  strength, 

Sublime  in  its  enormous  bulk. 

Loomed  aloft  tbe  shadowy  bulk ! 

And  around  it  columns  of  smoke,  apwreatb- 

Rose  from  tbe  boiling,  bubbling,  seething 

Caldron,  that  glowed. 

And  overflowed 

With  tbe  black  tar,  heated  for  tbe  aheatb- 

And  amid  tbe  clamors 

Of  clattering  hammers. 

He  who  listened  beard  now  and  then 

The  song  of  tbe  Master  and  his  men  :  -— 

"  Build  me  straigbt,  O  worthy  Master, 
Stanch  and  strong,  a  goodly  vessel. 

That  shall  laugh  at  all  disaster. 

And  with  wave  and  whirlwind  wrestle  !  ** 

With  oaken  brace  and  copper  band. 

Lay  tbe  rudder  on  the  sand. 

That,  like  a  thought,  should  have  control 

Over  tbe  movement  of  the  whole  ; 

And  near  it  tbe  anchor,  whose  giant  hand 

Would  reach  down  and  g^pple  with  tbe 

land. 
And  immovable  and  fast 
Hold  the  great  ship  against  tbe  bellowing 

blast ! 
And  at  the  bows  an  image  stood. 
By  a  cunning  artist  carved  in  wood. 
With  robes  of  white,  that  far  behind 
Seemed  to  be  fluttering  in  the  wind. 
It  was  not  shaped  in  a  classic  mould. 
Not  like  a  Nvmph  or  Goddess  of  old. 
Or  Naiad  rising  from  the  water, 
But  modelled   from  tbe  Master's  daugh- 
ter! 
On  many  a  dreary  and  misty  night, 
'Twill  be  seen  by  the  rays  of  tbe  signal 
light. 


I02 


THE   SEASIDE  AND  THE   FIRESIDE 


8pe«diu^  aluiig  tiiruugh  the*  mm  and  Um 
(Urk, 

Like  a  k'**'*^  '"  ^^*  •  now-white  aark, 
Tbe  pilut  uf  Miiiir  pliaiituiu  bark, 
(iuidiii^  the  Vf»M.*l,  111  ita  flight, 
Bj  a  |iath  uuiw  utlicr  know*  aright  I 

Brhuia,atla»t, 
¥ju:h  tall  and  tapering  mast 
Itt  Bwuug  intu  it»  plai-e  ; 
Shruudft  and  »la%  % 

m 

Holding  It  linu  and  fa»l  f 

l^ug  ago, 

in  thi'  dver-hauut4*d  fure»t»  of  Maine, 

When  u|ion  uiuuuLaiu  aiui  pUiii 

La}-  the  ftuow, 

'Ihev  ffll,  —  thuMf  lordlv  pines  ! 

ThuM*  grand,  luajt-ktir  piiivs  ! 

'Mid  » hunts  and  i-beera 

llie  jadrd  »trrr>, 

Panting  liriirath  thr  gi*ad, 

Uraggt'il  down  ihr  wriir\,  winding  mad 

ThiMM*  captivr  kingn  Mt  straight  and  tall, 

Tt>  U*  i»liorn  iif  thfir  »trt*aniing  hair, 

And  nakfd  and  ban*. 

To  frt- 1  thr  »tre««  and  thr  strain 

Of  thf  wind  Hiul  the  rctrling  main, 

WhiNie  n>ar 

Would  n-iiiind  tbi'Ri  fcirrvrmion' 

C>f  tbrir  nati\r  furt-sts  thrT  ihuuld  not  m.'1' 

m 

agHiii. 

And  rTrp-fihfPr 
Thr  ulriiilrr.  gnirrfnl  upars 
I'lMM*  «liift  ill  thr  air, 
Aiiii  At  thr  nia«i-hrail, 
Whilr,  Miir.  aiiii  rril, 
A  flag  iinrtilU  tlir  Atn|ir«and  "tar*. 
Ah  '.  whi'M  ihf  waiidrrt-r.  h>iii-l\.  fnriidlr^*. 
In  f'lri-ign  harUir^  «hall  tirhi*M 
Tli:it  !i:ig  Ulirillrd. 
"1'  will  \f  »%  a  frt«'ndlv  han<l 
Stn  ti-h**il  nut  fmni  hi«  n:ili«f  land, 
Killiii;;   h:-  hi  .irt  vilU   liiriiiurir*  swert  aiai 
riidh-*'  f 

All  i«  t'liiioh'-il  *  .-irxl  at  Irngth 
lla«  •'••rrr  th«-  l'r>>l.il  A^x 
(If  lvaii!\  aiiil  of  •tri-ni^th. 
Ii»-ila\   Ihf  \r««f  I  *hiil  i«-  l.iniichrd  ! 
\\  ith  tli-»*t-\   I  111  nit  thr  %k\   i«  t<lan«'hr«l. 
And  i»Vr  thi'  li^%, 
Slii«i\.  Ill  all  hi«  •|i1rti«!iir«  ili^Yit, 
Tbr  gnat  iiiu  ri%«-«  tu  twh«>l'i  tlir  »ight. 


Tbe  ocean  old, 

C'cnlurirs  old, 

Strung  aa  }  uuth,  and  as  uncooiroUtdt 

I'aces  restli'AS  to  ;uid  f ru, 

I'p  and  duwn  thf  HauiU  of  guld. 

Uu  beating  bi-Art  u  nut  at  ml ; 

And  far  ami  widr. 

With  vraarltiM  lluW, 

111*  bearvl  of  miiuw 

Uravrft  with  thi*  heaving  of  bit  bmik 

He  waiu  iin|.utirnl  fur  bis  bride. 

There  fthe  ntands, 

Wiih  her  fuut  upon  the  samls, 

Dec'kL-d  with  tiagn  and  strrauien gaj, 

I  n  hunur  of  ber  marriage  day, 

Ilvr  snuw-whita   signals  fluUcnng.  U 

Ronnd  hrr  like  a  veil  deaoenditig. 

Iteadv  to  be 

The  bridv  of  tb«*  gray  old  ac^ 

On  thr  dei-k  another  bride 
lit  standing  b\  hrr  lo\er*»  aide. 
MimIuws  fruni  thr  tiagu  and  sbrowdi^ 
Like  thr  hh;uii>Ms  ca»t  b\  cluuda* 
Hrokrn  by  many  a  sudden  Heck, 
Fall  around  them  on  tiie  deck. 

llie  pra\er  U  said, 

Thr  M*r\u-r  rrail, 

Thr  j«i\ouH  Lrid«  gnMiin  bows  bia  bnJ; 

Anil  in  trar^  tin-  gfutl  old  Master 

Shakrs  thr  bni«n  hand  of  hi«  um, 

KiHM*H  hi»  daiih:hi«-r'»  glumug  rback 

In  Mlfiifr,  for  hr  can  nut  s|>eak. 

And  r\i'r  fa^lt-r 

Ihmii  hi^  limn  thr  tram  begin  to  n& 

'Pir  worthy  1*^*11  ^r 

'Ilir  nhi'pli*  ril  «•!'  (hut  wandrring  flockt 

That  h:iH  thf  !■«-«  an  f>  .   it«  nulil, 

'fliat  li.i«  th*   ^r-^*  1  tfi  r  lU  fold, 

lii'aping  i-M-r  fr^'iu  r«<-k  tu  ruck  — 

>i*akr.  With  airi  iil!k  niild  and  rUaf. 

WiinU  nf  warning'.  •••nU  id  iheer. 

Hut  trdiiiii^  tti  tilt-  bniii  gnutin's 

IW  knrw  till-  t-h.irt 

Of  thr  «:iiliir*«  li*    it. 

All  it«  plr:tiiiin  %  aiul  it^  gnrfs. 
All  ii«  ^halhiw^  4iid  nn.-l»}  rrefa. 
All  tliMM*  «<'i'p-t  I  iirrriit^,  that 
With  «-ii-h  rf«i«t'.i  ««  iinilrrf>*«. 
And  lit!    tnd  lirtit.  «kth  trrnble  fofWi 
Oil"  will  friini  it^  ir-Niring^  ami  its 
rbrr«*fi>n*      hr      ^p.tkr,      ami 
hr 
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t  ships  far  off  at  sea, 

r  homeward  bound,  are  we. 

liud,  and  all  around, 

swings  the  horizon's  bound, 

s  distant  rim  to  rise 

the  crystal  wall  of  the  skies, 

gain  to  turn  and  sink, 

>uld  slide  from  its  outer  brink. 

ot  the  sea, 

e  sea  that  sinks  and  shelves, 

res 

ind  rise 

ss  and  uneasy  motion, 

ing  the  very  skies, 

g  into  the  depths  of  ocean. 

souls  but  poise  and  swing 

mpass  in  its  brazen  ring, 

and  ever  true 

and  the  task  we  have  to  do, 

lil  securely,  and  safely  reach 

nate     Isles,  on   whose    shining 

we   see,  and   the  sounds   we 

f 

»se  of  joy  and  not  of  fear  I  ** 

laster, 

ture  of  command, 
hand ; 
word, 

udden  there  was  heard, 
them  and  below, 
of  hammers,  blow  on  blow, 
kway  the  shores  and  spurs, 
he  stirs  ! 
—  she   moves,  —  she  seems  to 

>f  life  along  her  keel, 
ing  with  her  foot  the  g^und, 
xulting,  joyous  bound, 
ato  the  ocean's  arms  1 

om  the  assembled  crowd 

a  shout,  prolonged  and  loud, 

!  ocean  seemed  to  say, 

,  O  bridegroom,  old  and  g^y, 

3  thy  protecting  arms, 

iT  youth  and  all  her  charms  1 " 

iful  she  is  !     How  fair 
thin  those  arms,  that  press 
vith  many  a  soft  caress 
ess  and  watchful  care  ! 
Dto  the  sea,  O  ship  ! 


Through  wind  and  wave,  right  onward  steerl 
The  moistened  eye,  the  trembling  lip. 
Are  not  the  signs  of  doubt  or  fear. 

Sail  forth  into  the  sea  of  life, 
O  gentle,  loving,  trusting  wife, 
And  safe  from  all  adversity 
Upon  the  bosom  of  that  sea 
Thy  comings  and  thy  goings  be  I 
For  gentleness  and  love  and  trust 
Prevail  o'er  angry  wave  and  g^t ; 
And  in  the  wreck  of  noble  lives 
Something  immortal  still  survives ! 

Thou,  too,  sail  on,  O  Ship  of  State ! 
Sail  on,  O  Union,  strong  and  great  I 
Humanity  with  all  its  fears, 
With  all  the  hopes  of  future  years. 
Is  hanging  breathless  on  thy  fate  I 
We  know  what  Master  laid  thy  keel. 
What  Workmen  wrought  thy  ribs  of  steel. 
Who  made  each  mast,  and  sail,  and  rope. 
What  anvils  rang,  what  hammers  beat, 
In  what  a  forge  and  what  a  beat 
Were  shaped  the  anchors  of  thy  hope  1 
Fear  not  each  sudden  sound  and  shook* 
'T  is  of  the  wave  and  not  the  rock  ; 
T  is  but  the  flapping  of  the  sail. 
And  not  a  rent  made  by  the  gale  I 
In  spite  of  rock  and  tempest^  roar. 
In  spite  of  false  lights  on  the  shore. 
Sail  on,  nor  fear  to  breast  the  sea  ! 
Our  hearts,  our  hopes,  are  all  with  thee, 
Our  hearts,  our  hopes,  our  prayers,  our 

tears. 
Our  faith  triumphant  o'er  our  fears, 
Are  all  with  thee,  —  are  all  with  thee  ! 


SEAWEED 

When  descends  on  the  Atlantic 

The  gigantic 
Storm-wind  of  the  equinox, 
Landward  in  his  wrath  he  scourges 

The  toiling  surges. 
Laden  with  seaweed  from  the  rocks 

From  Bermuda's  reefs  ;  from  edges 

Of  sunken  ledges. 
In  some  far-off,  bright  Azore  ; 
From  Bahama,  and  the  dashing. 

Silver-flashing 
Surges  of  San  Salvador  ; 
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From  tW  tumbliiif  tarf,  ibat  biiri« 

The  Orknejma  tkerriM, 
Aatweriof  Um  boATM  Hebrklos ; 
Awl  from  wrecki  of  abipA,  and  drifting 

Sparit  npUflan^ 
On  Um  de«oUt«,  rmukj  seas  ;  — 


ETer  drifting, 

On  the  shifting 
Cnrrent*  ol  tbo  ro^lem  main 
Till  in  tboltared  eoret,  and 

Of  aandj  beacbea. 
All  have  found  repoae  again. 

80  when  ftormt  of  wild  emotion 

Strike  the  oeean 
Of  the  poet'a  ■oal,  erelong 
FVom  each  care  and  rocky  faitneei, 

In  its  Tastoete, 
Floats  10010  fragment  of  a  toog : 


And  Um  gloam  of  that  nglo  al 
la  oTor  rtfolgent,  toft,  and  ti 

Cbnraaor,  rising  oot  of  tW  Ma, 
Showed  thus  gloriooa  and  Ika 

Learing  tbe  arms  of  Callirrhoi, 
Forever  tender,  aoltt  and  trti 

Tbna  o'er  the  ocean  faint  and  fi 
Trailed  the  gleam  of  his  Ukkit 

Is  it  a  God,  or  is  it  a  star 
That,  entranced,  I  gaaa  on  m 


THE   SECRET  OF  TBI 


FVom  the  far-off  isles  enchanted, 

HeaTen  has  nlanted 
With  the  golden  fruit  of  Tmth  ; 
From  the  flashing  surf,  whoic  risaoo 

Gleams  Eljsian 
In  the  tropic  clime  ol  Youth  ; 

From  the  strong  Will,  and  the  EadeaTor 

That  fcweTer 
Wrestle  with  the  tides  of  Fate  ; 
From  the  wreck  of  Hopes  far  seattr red, 

Tcmpest-shatterfd, 
Floating  waste  and  desoUte  ;  — 

Eyer  drifting,  drifting,  drifting 

On  the  shifting 
Carrents  of  tbe  restless  heart  ; 
Till  St  length  in  Uiokt  recorded. 

The?,  like  haanled 
lloosehoid  words,  no  more  depart. 


CHRYSAOR 


la  tk*  int 


JrsT  shove  TOO  MUidr  bar, 

A*  tbe  d«T  tftrm%  /aintrr  and  dimmer, 
LonrU  aikI  lovrlir,  s  singlr  star 

laglits  tbe  air  with  a  dusky  glimmer. 

Into  the  neean  faint  and  far 

KalU  the  trail  of  ita  golden  ■pleaded. 


Ah  I  what  pleasant  nsioas  hi 
As  I  gaze  upon  the  sea  ! 

All  the  old  romantic  legends. 
All  my  dreams,  cone  back 

Sails  of  silk  and  ropes  of  sand 
Such  as  gleam  in  ancient  b 

And  the  singing  of  the  sailon 
And  the  answer  from  tbe  a 

Most  of  all,  tbe  Spanish  bnUa 
Haunu  Die  oft,  and  tsrrias  1 

Of  the  noble  Count  Amaldoa 
And  tbe  Hulor*s  mjstic  sosi 

Like  tbe  long  wares  on  a  tan- 
Where  the  sand  as  silrcr  si 

With  a  soft,  moaotooons  ends 
Flow  its  unrbTmed  Ijrric  lis 

Telling  how  the  Count  Anmli 
Witn  bit  ba«k  upon  bis  ha 

Saw  a  fair  ami  stateW  gallej. 
Steering  onward  to  uo  mm 

How  be  brard  the  ancient  hcl 
Chant  a  song  so  wild  and  t\ 

That  tbe  sailing  sea-bird  slow 
Poitrd  upon  the  mast  to  be 

Till  bit  MMil  was  full  of  longii 
And  be  rrie«l.  with  impulse 

**  Hrlmnman  !  for  tbe  lore  of 
Tearb  mr,  too,  that  wondfC 

**  Woublat  tb^m,**  ^  so  tbe  he 
•werrd, 
**  Learn  tlie  leeret  of  tba  so 
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Onlj  dioM  who  braTe  its  dansen 
Compzehend  its  myateiy  I " 

h  eaeh  sail  that  skims  the  horizoii» 
In  etueh  hmdward-blowing  fareexe, 

I  behold  that  stately  galley. 
Hear  those  monrnf  al  melodies ; 

Tin  my  sool  is  foil  of  longiog 

For  the  secret  of  the  sea, 
And  the  heart  of  the  great  ooean 

Sends  a  thrilling  pulse  through  me. 


♦      TWILIGHT 

Tri  twilight  is  sad  and  cloody, 
The  wind  blows  wild  and  me, 

And  like  the  wings  of  sea-birds 
Fksh  the  white  caps  of  the  sea. 

Bat  in  the  fisherman's  cottage 
There  shines  a  ruddier  light. 

And  a  little  bice  at  the  window 
Peers  oat  into  the  night. 

Cloie,  close  it  is  pressed  to  the  window, 

Ai  if  those  ohudish  eves 
Were  looking  into  the  cfarkness 

To  tee  some  form  arise. 

Aad  a  woman's  waring  shadow 

!•  passing  to  and  fro, 
Now  riling  to  the  oeilinff, 

Kow  bowing  and  ben£ng  low. 

What  tale  do  the  roaring  ocean. 
And  the  night-wind,  bleak  and  wild, 

^  they  beat  at  the  crazy  casement. 
Tell  to  that  Uttle  child  ? 

^^  why  do  the  roaring  ocean. 
And  the  nigfat-wind,  wild  and  bleak, 

^  they  beat  at  the  heart  of  the  mother 
iHire  the  color  from  her  cheek  ? 


SIR  HUMPHREY  GILBERT 

SoUTHWABD  with  fleet  of  ice 
Sailed  the  corsair  Death  ; 


Wild  and  fast  blew  the  blast, 
And  the  east-wind  was  his  breath. 

t 

His  lordly  ships  of  ice 

Glisten  in  the  sun  ; 
On  each  side,  like  pennons  wide. 

Flashing  crystal  streamlets  run. 

His  sails  of  white  sea-mist 

Dripped  with  silver  rain  ; 
But  where  he  passed  there  were  cast 

Leaden  shadows  o'er  the  main. 

Eastward  from  Campobello 
Sir  Humphrey  Gilbert  sailed  ; 

Three  days  or  more  seaward  he  bore, 
Then,  alas !  the  land-wind  failed. 

Alas  I  the  land-wind  failed. 
And  ice-cold  grew  the  night ; 

And  nevermore,  on  sea  or  shore. 
Should  Sir  Humphrey  see  the  light 

He  sat  upon  the  deck, 

The  Book  was  in  his  hand  ; 
**  Do  not  fear  !  Heaven  is  as  near," 

He  said,  **  by  water  as  by  land  1 " 

Li  the  first  watch  of  the  niffht, 

Without  a  signal's  sound. 
Out  of  the  sea,  mysteriously, 

The  fleet  of  Death  rose  all  around. 

The  moon  and  the  evening  star 
Were  hang^g  in  the  shrouds  ; 

Every  mast,  as  it  passed. 
Seemed  to  rake  the  passing  clouds. 

They  grappled  with  their  prize. 
At  midnight  black  and  cold  ! 

As  of  a  rock  was  the  shock  ; 
Heavily  the  g^und-swell  rolled. 

Southward  throueh  day  and  dark. 
They  drift  in  close  embrace. 

With  mist  and  rain,  o'er  the  open  main  ; 
Yet  there  seems  no  change  of  place. 

Southward,  forever  southward. 
They  drift  through  dark  and  day  ; 

And  like  a  dream,  in  the  Gulf-Stream 
Sinking,  vanish  all  away. 
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THE   LIGHTHOUSE 

Thb  rockjr  Mgv  miis  far  into  the  ma, 
Aod  oo  iU  outer  point,  loiiM  milM  awmj, 

Tb«  Ltehthouie  lifts  it*  maMiye  maaonrj, 
A  piUtf  of  fire  bjr  nigbt,  of  cloud  bjr  day. 

Even  at  thie  distanee  I  ean  Me  tbo  tidee, 
UpbeaTing,  break  unheard  along  ite  baee, 

A  speechleie  wrath,  that  rties  and  subsidee 
In  the  white  lip  and  tremor  of  the  face. 

And  as  the  CTening  darkens,  lo  t  how  bri^t. 

Through  the  deep  purple  of  the  twilight 

air, 

Beams  forth  the  sudden  radiance  of  its  light 

With  strange,  unearthly  splendor  in  the 

glare  ! 

Not  one  alone  ;  from  each  projecting  cape 
And  perilous  reef  along  the  ocean's  rerge, 

Starts  mto  life  a  dim,  gigantic  shape. 
Holding  its  lantern  o^r  the  rwtleas  sorge. 


It  sees  the  ocean  to  its  boeon  elm 
llie  rocks  and  lea  sand  with  t 
peace  ; 

It  sees  the  wild  winds  lift  it  ia  th 
And  hold  it  up,  and  ihaka  it  lik 

The  startled  waTea  leap  over  it ; 

Smites  it  with  all  the  sconrges  o 
And  steadily  against  iii  solid  fon 

Press  the  great  shooldets  of  ( 


The  sea-bird  wheeling  rooad  it, 

din 

Of  wings  and  winds  and  aolilai 

Blinded  and  maddened  by  the  tig 

Dashes  himself  against  the  | 

dies. 

A  new  Prometheus,  chatoed  opoo 
Still  grasping  in  bis  hand  the  fli 

It  does  not  bear  the  cty,  aor 
shock. 
But  hails  the  mariner  with 


«  the  great  giant  Christopher  it  stands 

Upon  the  brink  of  the  tempestuous  wave. 
Wading  far  out  an*Mig  the  rocks  and  sands. 
The  night-o*ertaken  mariner  to  saTe. 

And  the  great  shins  sail  outward  and  retam. 
Bending  and   bowing  o'er  the   billowy 
swells. 
And  ever  joyful,  as  they  see  it  bum. 
They    wsre   their  silent   welcomes  and 
farewells. 

They  eome  forth  from  the  darkness,  and 
their  sails 

(fleam  for  a  moment  oolr  in  the  blaie. 
And  e«grr  fares,  as  the  ligkt  unreils, 

(•ase  St  the  tower,  and  Tanish  while  they 


•«SaU  on!*'  it  says,   -sail  oo,  ; 

ships  I 

And  with  your  floating  bridge 

span; 

Be  mine  to  guard  this  light  Irooi  i 

Be    yours   to  bring    man    oai 


I 


THE    FIRE   OF  DRIFT-1 


DEVERKUX   PARM,  NKAR   MAM 


The  mariner  remembers  when  a  child. 
On  hit  flmt  vorsgr,  he  saw  it  fade  and 
•ink  ; 

And  when,  returning  from  sflventurrs  wild. 
He  Miw  it  rise  again  o'er  ocean's  bnnk. 

Steadfast,  serene,  inimorable,  the  seme 
Year  after  year,  thriMigh  all  the  silent 
night 

Burm  uQ  f urererm«»re  tliat  i|oenrhle«s  llaroe, 
blunes  uo  that  ineitinin«uhabU  light  ! 


3.  ISM.     a 
tliro««li  MaUmi  •mi  Ljtm  I* 
W.  u  tlM  Urvvmui   Vvm  by  %km  i 
arrtMtlW  bMutiful  «m4.      W|mI  • 

liu*  of  Ife*  Ihia   ws»««  •{ 
UghUr  amJ  tiM  ilMMf  gffw*,  l»  s  licfc 
honaotL      W«  ffvcalM  IW  U»m  ff^t, 
•  hMi   ••    ««r»  mi   MaImbL      ~ 

tmrmhoum,    «itb    kiw 

railing  in  th*  iw»  b>w»i 

pnmm  tba  'olbm*.     U  «  Mtor  la  ICt  to 

v«l  vbe  b*l  r«Ma4  •  aaCtor-«f •Cart  •ifsrtl 

(»U»«  nmiUtf  MbBittMl  UMt  tkm  barbsr  m 

Mliirk  ba  vtMtorf  thm   MMM*  4ay.  «a«li  «^ 
tlw  « tuAomm  *4  tb»  fann-boua*. 


I 


W»  nat  within  the  fi 

WluMe  windows,  looking  o'oi 
(laire  to  the  •ra-breese  daaip  m 

An  ea«y  ratrmnce,  niglit  and 
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away  we  saw  the  port, 
zange,  old-fashioned,  silent  town, 
thouse,  the  dismantled  fort, 
ooden  houses,  quaint  and  brown. 

ind  talked  until  the  night, 
adinff,  filled  the  little  room  ; 
!8  faded  from  the  sight, 
dices  only  broke  the  gloom. 

:e  of  many  a  vanished  scene, 
lat  we  once  had  thought  and  said, 
r  had  been,  and  might  have  been, 
t?ho  was  changed,  and  who  was 
sad  ; 

that  fills  the  hearts  of  friends, 
first  they  feel,  with  secret  pain, 
es  thenceforth  have  separate  ends, 
ever  can  be  one  again  ; 

.  slight  swerving  of  the  heart, 
rords  are  powerless  to  express, 
re  it  still  unsaid  in  part, 
r  it  in  too  great  excess. 

r  tones  in  which  we  spake 
something    strange,   I  could    but 
lark  ; 

'es  of  memory  seemed  to  make 
imful  rustling  in  the  dark. 

the  words  upon  our  lips, 
idenly,  from  out  the  fiire 
the  wreck  of  stranded  ships, 
ames  would  leap  and  then  expire. 

their  splendor  flashed  and  failed, 
lought  of  wrecks  upon  the  main, 
dismasted,  that  were  hailed 
ent  no  answer  back  again. 

dows,  rattling  in  their  frames, 
oean,  roaring  up  the  beach, 
ty  blast,  the  bickering  flames, 
mgled  vaguely  in  our  speech  ; 

ey  made  themselves  a  part 
icies  floating  through  the  brain, 
^-lost  ventures  of  the  heart, 
lend  no  answers  back  again. 

»    that    glowed  I     O    hearts  that 

earned  ! 

were  indeed  too  much  akin. 


The  drift-wood  fire  without  that  burned. 
The  thoughts  that  burned  and   glowed 
within. 


BY  THE  FIRESIDE 
RESIGNATION 

Writt«o  in  theMtnnin  of  1848,  after  the  desth  of  his 
little  dMiffhter  Fanny.  There  is  a  paeaage  in  the  poet'a 
diaiT,  ondBr  date  of  Norember  12,  in  which  he  says : 
**  I  feel  reryaad  to-day.  I  miaa  very  mach  my  dear  lit- 
tle Fanny.  An  inappeaaable  longing  to  see  her  oomaa 
orer  me  at  timea,  which  I  can  hardly  oontroL*' 

Thebe  is  no  flock,  however  watched  and 
tended. 

But  one  dead  lamb  is  there  ! 
There  is  no  fireside,  howsoe'er  defended. 

But  has  one  vacant  chair  ! 

The  air  is  full  of  farewells  to  the  dying. 

And  mournings  for  the  dead  ; 
The  heart  of  Rachel,  for  her  children  crying, 

Will  not  be  comforted  I 

Let  us  be  patient  I    These  severe  afflictions 

Not  from  the  ground  arise. 
But  oftentimes  celestial  benedictions 

Assume  this  dark  disguise. 

We  see  but  dimly  through  the  mists  and 
vapors  ; 

Amid  tnese  earthly  damps 
What  seem  to  us  but  sad,  funereal  tapers 

May  be  heaven's  distant  lamps. 

There  is  no  Death  I    What  seems  so  is 
transition  ; 

This  life  of  mortal  breath 
Is  but  a  suburb  of  the  life  elysian, 

Whose  portal  we  call  Death. 

She  is  not  dead,  —  the  child  of  oar  affec- 
tion, — 
But  gone  unto  that  school 
Where  she  no  longer  needs  our  poor  pro> 
tection. 
And  Christ  himself  doth  rule. 

In  that  great  cloister's  stillness  and  seclu- 
sion, 
By  guardian  angels  led, 
Safe  from  temptation,  safe  from  sin's  pollu- 
tion. 
She  lives,  whom  we  call  dead. 
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Dmr  aft«r  fUj  we  Uiink  what  the  it  doing 

In  thoM  bnght  realms  of  air ; 
Year  afler  year,  ber  tender  itepa  pomainf » 

Bcliold  lier  grown  more  fair. 

Thus  do  we  walk  with  ber,  and  keep  nn- 
broken 
Tbe  bond  wbicb  nature  giTee* 
Tbinking    tbat  our  remembrance,  tboagb 
unipoken. 
May  reacb  ber  wbere  tbe  lires. 

Not  as  a  cbild  sball  we  again  bebold  ber  ; 

For  when  witb  rapturt**  wild 
In  our  embraces  we  again  enfold  ber, 

hbe  will  not  be  a  child  ; 

But  a  fair  maiden,  in  ber  Fatber*s  mansion, 

CIutbe«l  with  c«'le»tial  gnu^e  ; 
And  U>autiful  with  all  the  soul's  expansion 

Sliall  we  behuld  ber  face. 

And  though  at  times  impetuous  witb  emotion 

And  angiiinh  long  suppreM4»«l« 
Tht*  swelling  hrart  hrares  moiining  like  tbe 
on'an, 

Tbat  (*anuot  be  at  rest,  — 

Wi*  will  be  patient,  and  assuage  tbe  feeling 

\Vr  niav  not  whollT  stav  ; 
PT  «ilrnoe  Kanctifrinf*.  not  otmoealing, 

Tbe  grief  tliat  iiiu.4t  have  way. 


TUT.    BIII.DKRS 

All  are  an*  hi  tret  <i  of  Katf*, 

Wiirkinf*  in  th«'v  wall*  of  Time  ; 

Sonir  with  ni«A«iTr  d«'r<U  mhI  grrat, 
Sonifl*  with  ornameutA  of  rhrnir. 

Ntithini*  uirle«i  i«,  <ir  li*w  ; 

Kat-h  thini;  in  if«  pl.-irr  i«  \w*t  ; 
And  what  «f-fiii«  Kut  iillt*  «}hiw 

Stn-n^tliru^  «imI  mipiMirtii  the  rr*!. 

For  t\w  *!r'n«iirr  tliAt  *<•  rai«r, 
Tuii'-  i«  With  nintrnaU  tillr«l  ; 

Arr   thr  lihM'ks  with  whirb  wr  build. 

Trulr  ilui|fr  mid  fashion  tlt«-«r  ; 

l.ir«vr  n«>  ^lawnini;  K^i**  lirtwrrn  ; 
Think  not,  Iwrauw  nn  ntaii  ftre«, 

>urh  thing*  will  rvmain  unseen. 


In  tbe  elder  days  of  Afft« 
buildera  wrougbl  with 

Each  minute  and  uneeen  part ; 
For  tbe  Gods  aee  • 


Let  us  do  our  work  at  well, 
both  tbe  unseen  and  tbe 

Make  the  boute,  wbere  Gods  i 
Beautiful,  entire,  and  clean. 


onr  liTet  are  incomplete. 
Standing  in  these  walls  of  Tbnt^ 
Broken  stairways,  wbere  the  feel 
ft»tumble  at  they  teek  to  eliaik 

Build  to-day,  then,  strong  and  mu^ 
With  a  firm  and  ample  base  ; 

And  ascending  and  secure 
Shall  to-morrow  find  its  plaaa. 

Thus  alone  can  we  attain 

To  those  turrets,  where  tbe  ey« 
Sees  the  worM  as  one  ratt  pfauMt 

And  one  boundless  reach  ol  il^. 


SAND  OF   THK    DESERT   IM 
HOUK-GLASS 


A    itANnri'L  of  red   sand,  fi 
clime 

Of  Arab  drsertt  broogfal. 
Within  this  yrlaAA  becomes  tbe  ipy  ef  Til 

The  miui»trr  uf  Thought. 


How  nianT  wrarT  eenturirs  has  it 
AUmt  thoM*  «lrserts  blown  I 

How  many  Rtrangr  « icitMtudes  hi 
How  niani  hi»turies  known  I 


PiThap^  thr  ranirU  of  thr  Isbl 
Tn inplril  and  |iaMed  it  o'er, 

Whrn  into  Kf^ypt  from  tbe  palnaicklia 
Hit  favohttr  s«inthf*y  bore. 

TerhaiM  (hi-  f«f*t  of  Motte«,  burnt  and  I 
('niOif-d  It  U'nrath  thrir  tfvad. 

Or  l*lianioh*«  tU.«hing  wbr«'lsiate 
Srattrrt* d  it  a«  thvy  s|ied  ; 


Or  Mtnr.  with  thr  ('hri«t  of 

!!•  M  •  I'HM'  III  h**r  i*ar(r«s, 
Whi"*«»  |>il«;riina|*i'    of  hope 
faith 
Illumr«i  the  wilde 
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I  beneath  Eneaddi'i  palmi 
he  Dead  Sea  oeach, 
(low  their  old  Armenian  psalms 
LTticulate  speech ; 

that  from  Bassora's  gate 
istward  steps  depart ; 
ilgrims,  confident  of  Fate, 
>lute  in  heart  I 

passed  over  it,  or  may  have 

i! 

his  crystal  tower 

y  some  curious  hand  at  last, 

I  the  passing  hoar. 

izCf  these    narrow  walls   ex- 

ly  dreamy  eye 

desert  with  its  shifting  sand, 
peded  sky. 

oft  by  the  sustaining  blast, 
e  golden  thread 
k  column  high  and  vast, 
>f  fear  and  dread. 

and  across  the  setting  sun, 
le  boundless  plain, 
md  \ta  broader  shadow  run, 
ght  pursues  in  vain. 

nishes  !     These  walls  again 
the  lurid  sun, 
lot,  immeasurable  plain  ; 
-hour's  sand  is  run  I 


OPEN    WINDOW 

»j  the  lindeius  is  what  wm  known  m  the 
rhich  formerly  Htood  on  Brattle  8tr«>«t, 
Street,  in  Cambrid^^  It  wm  in  thia 
Riedeael  was  quartered  as  prisoner  of 
render  of  Burfj^jme,  and  the  window- 
iihown  on  which  the  Baroneaa  wrote 
diamond. 

house  by  the  lindens 
sileut  in  the  shade, 
he  gravelled  pathway 
^ht  and  shadow  played. 

3  nursery  windows 
open  to  the  air  ; 
■aces  of  the  children, 
rere  no  longer  there. 


The  large  Newfoundland  home-dog 
Was  standing  by  the  door  ; 

He  looked  for  his  little  playmates, 
Who  woold  return  no  more. 

Thej  walked  not  under  the  lindens, 
Tney  played  not  in  the  hall ; 

But  shaaow,  and  silence,  and  sadness 
Were  hanging  oyeralL 

The  birds  sang  in  the  branches. 
With  sweet,  familiar  tone  ; 

But  the  voices  of  the  children 
Will  be  heard  in  dreams  alone  1 

And  the  boy  that  walked  beside  me. 

He  conld  not  understand 
Why  closer  in  mine,  ah  !  closer, 

I  pressed  his  warm,  soft  hand ! 


KING    WITLAFS   DRINKING- 
HORN 

**  Septembeir  30, 1848.  Worked  npoo  JTavanaah  all 
the  momiitt;  and  wound  ap  with  King  WwiS*9 
DHnking-Hom^  which  I  paintad  with  a  airaep  of  th* 
pencil  Just  bafora  diimer.'' 

WiTLAF,  a  king  of  the  Saxons, 
Ere  yet  his  last  he  breathed. 

To  the  merry  monks  of  Croyland 
His  drinking-horn  bequeathed,  — 

That,  whenever  they  sat  at  their  revels. 
And  drank  from  the  golden  bowl. 

They  might  remember  the  donor. 
And  breathe  a  prayer  for  his  souL 

So  sat  they  once  at  Christmas, 

And  bade  the  goblet  pass  ; 
In  their  beards  the  red  wine  glistened 

Like  dew-drops  in  the  grass. 

They  drank  to  the  soul  of  Witlaf  , 
They  drank  to  Christ  the  Lord, 

And  to  each  of  the  Twelve  Apostles, 
Who  had  preached  his  holy  word. 

They  drank  to  the  Saints  and  Martyrs 

Of  the  dismal  days  of  yore. 
And  as  soon  as  the  horn  was  empty 

They  remembered  one  Saint  more. 

And  the  reader  droned  from  the  pulpit. 
Like  the  murmur  of  many  bees. 


no 
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TIm  Irgrml  of  (^inmI  S«iut  <»utkLu*, 
And  Nuut  liaail'i  buiuiiitm  ; 

Till  the*  fpvAt  bflU  of  tkr  cunvrot, 
Krutii  their  i>ri»oti  iu  tbi*  tuwrr, 

GutbUc  aiul  HMtliulunini.1, 
lYuclaiuMHi  the  iuiduif;lit  hour. 

Aiul  the  Yuh*-lofrrnirk«*f|  in  the  chitnury. 
Ami  the  AhUtt  Uiwisl  Iua  hfuil. 

Ami  thfl»  tUuiiflrtA  thi]>|»e(l  ami  Hickrred, 
Hut  the  Abbot  i«a»  htmrk  ami  dead. 

Yet  *till  in  hi«  |iallid  tinp*ni 
He  elutchetl  tin-  ^old«  ii  bowl, 

III  which,  like  a  |M'Mrl  diftsMi|%-in^, 
Hail  suuk  ami  diMoWed  his  «uul. 

But  not  for  tbi*  their  re%*eU 

The  jovial  tuoukn  forb«irr, 
Fur  tlu*v  erietl,  **  Fill  hi);b  the  gi»blet  ! 

W«  uuftt  driuk  to  one  Saint  more  !  ** 


(;ASI*AR  HKCIIKKA 

This  porm  app>M»  lo  b««r  tw«n  nifvMird  bj  •  pa»- 

H^  tu  Mvrlil^**  ^f-fntiK  /'idn/^rj,  uLtt-h  Mr.  I^Miff- 
friliiw  mm  rrariii.f  at  lti»- 1  ar  «it>t  ftwml  |>W«aur».  H» 
hAil  •MhP  UKMifhl  vi  wnt.itf  a  drjui.a  bAsni  «•  Btrr> 

Hy  IiU  rrrninif  Arr  tlie  arti»t 
I'linderiMl  iiVr  hi«  fHH*r«-t  hhame  ; 

liafHetl,  wt'ary.  and  disheartened. 
Still  he  niu«<-«l,  and  dn'aiiit*d  of  fame. 

*T  wa*  an  iniaii^r  «tf  the  Virf^n 
That  had  t»«ke4i  bin  iitiniMt  ftkill  ; 

Mat,  al:»«  !   his  fair  ideal 

Vaiii«tie<l  awl  e«ea|iril  him  itill. 

Kmiii  a  distant  fla«t«-ni  i«laml 

Hail  ihr  |in-«'iiiii9  wimnI  lieen  brtm^ht  : 
iHiv  Atul  111;: III  I  tit*  auiKHis  master 

At  Ins  t>iil  untiring  wr«iii);bl  ; 

Till,  disffiiir.it^i**!  and  di  s|iiHidiii|;, 

>4t  hf  n<'W   :ii  s||ii1ii«i«  der|i. 
And  f^!*-  il.ix'si  (iiinidialiiMi 
K«nii!  1  ••Mi^tiin  III  slcrp. 

Th«*n  .1  \iiifw  i-rir*!,  ••  Kim-.  <»  nuvter  ! 

I'riini  tlif  bHrtiiiri^  hminl  of  imk 
Slui|w*  tli«*  Cbmii^K*  tfi  kt  afirs  within  thee  *" 

And  llie  itanlrd  artiit  wttke,   - 


Woke,  and  from  the  amokiiif  embcn 
Seized  ami  quenched  the  gloi 

Awl  therrfrom  he  canred  aa 
And  be  saw  that  ii  was  good. 

O  thou  sculptor,  painter,  poet  I 
Take  this  lewum  to  tbr  heart : 

That  is  best  which  lieth  nearert  ; 
Shape  from  that  thy  worii  of  aiC 


pec;asls  in  pound 

Written  w  |«rnrai  to  Th*  A'dfray,  s< 
•dMwl  by  Mr.  LocifffcUow. 

Oncf  into  a  quiet  villaffc. 
Without  lui-ste  and  withoat 

In  the  golden  prime  of  muruiag, 
StraTi*«l  the  poet*s  winged 


It  was  Autumn,  ami  inmianf 
I'i|)e«l  tlie  quails  from  sboeka 

And,  likr  li\in|f  coals,  tlie  applet 
Humed  among  the  withering  k 

Loud  the  clamorous  bell  waa 
From  itM  lie  1  fry  gaunt  and 

"T  was  the  daily  call  to  labor, 
Nf>t  a  triumph  meant  for  him. 

Not  tlie  lew  he  saw  the  landaeapat 
In  itA  gleaming  vaiM>r  veiled  ; 

Nut  the  lens  he  bn-atbed  the  odon 
That  the  d\ing  leaves  e&haWd. 

Thus,  U|ioii  tlie  \  lUage  ComOKMi, 
lij  the  M  litMil-lHi\ »  he  waa 

And  tlie  «is«*  mm.  in  their  wt 
l*ut  htm  Mt might wa}  into 


Then  the  Mtinbrr  village  crier. 
Kinging  liiud  hm  braxen  brll, 

Waiidi-n'il  down  the  street 
Then*  was  an  estra^  l«>  sell 

Ami  the  «-uriiius  muntry  pe«iple« 
Kit'h  anil  |MHir,  and  >oung  and  oy» 

i'ani«<  in  histt*  lo  im-«*  this  wundrOMi 
Wini;til  -ti'fti,  viitli  mane  of  fold. 


'Dins  tbf  ii:i\  p:iss«Hl.  and  thee 
K«*ll.  «ii!h  i^fMirs  <'«•)•!  ami  dim  ; 

lint  It  hr«»i<.:ht  n«i  f«»iid  nnr  slieltWt 
Brought  no  straw  nor  stall,  for 


TEGNfiR'S  DRAPA 


III 


,  and  still  expectant, 
i  he  through  the  wooden  bars, 
noon  rise  o'er  the  landscape, 
e  tranquil,  patient  stars  ; 

agtb  the  bell  at  midnight 
d  from  its  dark  abode, 
Q  out  a  neighboring  farm-yard, 
be  cock  Alectryon  crowed. 

,h  nostrils  wide  distended, 
Dg  from  his  iron  chain, 
•Iding  far  his  pinions, 
se  stars  he  soared  ag^n. 

lorrow,  when  the  village 
to  all  its  toil  and  care, 
itrange  steed  had  departed, 
ley  knew  not  when  nor  where. 

found,  upon  the  greensward 
his  struggling  hoofs  had  trod, 
bright,  a  fountain  flowing 
he  hoof-marks  in  the  sod. 

it  hour,  the  fount  unfailing 
(Ds  the  whole  region  round, 
ening  all  who  drink  its  waters, 
it  soothes  them  with  its  sound. 


TEGNfiR'S   DRAPA 


'  14,  1847.  Went  to  town,  after  finishing  • 
foer'a  dsath,  in  the  spirit  of  the  old  Norse 
a  the  flrst  edition,  the  poem  bore  the  title 
so/A.    The  word  drapa  signifies  death-song, 


AKD  a  voice,  that  cried, 
[er  the  Beautiful 
!ad,  is  dead  !  " 
through  the  mistj  air 
ed  like  the  mournful  cry 
inward  sailing  cranes. 

w  the  pallid  corpse 

he  dead  sun 

le  through  the  Xorthern  sky. 

ts  from  Niffclheim 

id  the  sheeted  mists 

lud  him  as  he  passed. 

the  voice  forever  cried, 
ler  the  Beautiful 
ead,  is  dead  I  " 


And  died  away 
Through  the  dreary  night, 
In  accents  of  despair. 

Balder  the  Beautiful, 
God  of  the  summer  sun, 
Fairest  of  all  the  Gods  ! 
Light  from  his  forehead  beamed. 
Runes  were  upon  his  ton^e. 
As  on  the  warrior's  sword. 

All  things  in  earth  and  air 
Bound  were  by  magic  spell 
Never  to  do  him  harm  ; 
Even  the  plants  and  stones  ; 
All  save  the  mistletoe, 
The  sacred  mistletoe  ! 

Hosder,  the  blind  old  Grod, 
Whose  feet  are  shod  with  silence, 
Pierced  through  that  gentle  breast 
With  his  sharp  spear,  by  fraud, 
Made  of  the  mistletoe, 
The  accursed  mistletoe  ! 

They  laid  him  in  his  ship. 
With  horse  and  harness. 
As  on  a  funeral  pyre. 
Odin  placed 
A  ring  upon  his  finger, 
And  whispered  in  his  ear. 

They  launched  the  burning  ship  ! 

It  floated  far  away 

Over  the  misty  sea. 

Till  like  the  sun  it  seemed, 

Sinking  beneath  the  waves. 

Balder  returned  no  more  ! 

So  perish  the  old  Gods  I 
But  out  of  the  sea  of  Time 
Rises  a  new  land  of  song. 
Fairer  than  the  old. 
Over  its  meadews  green 
Walk  the  young  bards  and  sing. 

Build  it  again, 

O  ye  bards, 

Fairer  than  before  I 

Ye  fathers  of  the  new  race, 

Feed  upon  morning  dew, 

Sing  the  new  Song  of  Love  ! 

The  law  of  force  is  dead  ! 
The  law  of  love  prevails  ! 
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Thur,  tb<*  thunclervr, 
Shall  rule  the  f artb  no  more, 
No  luun*,  wilb  thn*«t«, 
Challvu^  the  meek  Chrul. 

Sing  no  mure, 
1)  ve  UutU  uf  the  North, 
Of  Viking!  AUii  of  JarU  ! 
Of  the  6m\*  of  Kia 
Preserve  the  freedom  oiiW, 
Nut  the  deetU  uf  blood  t 


SONNET 

ON    MRS.   KKMhl.F.'s    KKAIHNOs    FROM 
MIAKKsri.AKC 

Ib  Um  «liit#r  iif  1M9  Mrs.  Fanny  KamliU  Bisttor  «w 
f  iliiH  fthafc— I— IT  in  llustoB,  Mid  Mr.  LuB«fi>ll«*w 
WM  •  roMlAut  BltoMtUnL  H»  duCm  in  iua  dt^rj  uutUr 
4a»0  t4  Fvbrutf}  'Ji :  **  W*  4i«l  mA  go  Urt  nl|(lit  U>  )i»«r 
VU^llit,  I  «ruc«  thia  iiiiirninff  •  auonrl  ua  Mr«  But- 
Isr'i  fMilu^m."  A  awk  UUr  \hm  puaC  rnUrUiUMl 
Mr*.  BulWv  AfUr  •  r«nJiiic  m  C«mlinil««,  miJ  rawl  hit 
•Mkurt  At  III*  cUm*  of  tbr  MipfMr. 

O  I'kiciorit  f%ruiii(p  !  all  too  nwiftW  K|H-d  ! 
l^*a\iii^  U!i  brin  to  uiiiplrst  heritaf^i 
Of  all  tbv  br»l  thougbu  of  the  |pvate»t 

Ami  );i\inf;tuiipies  uiitu  tbi*  »ilrnl  dfa<l  ! 

How  our  lu-art*  glowed  aud  trvmblrd  an  iibi- 
rt*ail, 
Iiiter|(retiiif;  by  lont*^tbi*  wondrous  |Mf^^ 
Of  the  grrttt  |»«iel  wbo  furrniiin  tbr  a);i'% 
Antit'i|iatiiig  all  that  »liAil  W  Mid  ! 

O  happy  Ufiuler  !  having  fur  I  by  trit 
Th«  magic  l«u«ik.  wboM.*  >ibylliue  leavt*^ 

have  i*aui;bt 
'llie  rar«*«i  f»!M*iic«*  of  nil  human  thought  ! 

O  bnppy  I'lM-t  !  h\  imi  i*nti<'  Vf&t  ! 

lliiw  iiiii«t  tli\  li«tfiiiiig  Mpirit  iiiiw  rrjoire 
To  be  mlt-r|irrted  by  nucii  a  voii*e  t 


Tin:  siNr.iRs 


••^.«*«iWr'    1»«-»      Wr>4* 


tn  ilwiw  Ih* 


(ion  trnt  bi«  Sinj^riT^  ujnm  •■irth 
With  tong*  nf  «.iilnr*«  niid  uf  mirth. 
Thnt  thrv  niij^bt  tmii  h  tbr  brnrt*  t»f  tiirn, 
And  bring  tbrni  bark  to  hrnvm  ngain. 

Hii*  flr<l,  a  \iitith  wi!?i  «i>u1  nf  tlrr. 
Held  in  bin  haiMl  a  gtiiildi  hfv  ; 


Through    gruves    hm 

■treauit. 
Playing  the  music  of 


The  second,  with  a  bearded  faea. 
Stood  singing  in  the  markc^plaet, 
And  stirred  with  accents  deep  and 
The  hearts  of  all  the  listaiunc  crowd. 


A  gray  old  nuui,  the  third  and  lail. 
Sang  in  cathetlrals  dim  and  vast. 
While  thit  iiwjrntitf  organ  rolled 
Contrition  from  its  mouths  of  gold. 

And  thtMe  who  heard  the  Siagrn  Ikiw 
Dmputed  which  the  best  might  bt ; 
For  ntill  their  music  seemed  to  rtaft 
Discordant  echoes  in  each  hc«rt. 

Hut  tlie  great  MaUer  said,  **  I  M« 
No  bent  in  kind,  but  in  degree; 
I  gave  a  various  gift  to  each. 
To  charm,  to  strengthen,  and  to 


"  Tliese  are  the  three  great  cbocda  «f 
Anil  hi*  wbiKM*  rar  is  tuned  aright 
Will  lii*ar  no  disconl  in  the 
Hut  the  most  perfect  hamoaj. 

^USI•1RIA 


thMMral 


lUsch^, 


TAsr  them.  O  Death  !  and 
Whatrvrr  tbiMi  can^t  call 

Thine  inutgr,  stani|M-d  upon 
iKith  givi*  tliri*  that,  but 


Take  thi-m.  O  Grave  !  and  let 
Koldrd  ii|H»ii  tb)  narrow  s 

As  garmrnln  by  the  soul  laid  bj. 
.Viid  prrcioiis  only  to  ounelrflB  I 


Take  them.  <  >  in;>*al  Ktemity  I 

Our  liltli*  lif*'  i«  but  a  gust 
That  lirmU  tbr  bmiifbrft  of  tbj 

And  traiU  iti  blu»wmt  in  tkie 


I 


HYMN 


TV.«  Wi4)t«r  VM  %h0  B»«. -^-^  I 

U«iCfBU.i«  mnAm     *' •«    v^ufWtJi  tram  I^WikBA    ■ 

i<>  liiM  1W  rkani  1  •r«it#  tiir  hia  «r' 
MffMtW^M      UnbaMn.MivUJ 


— ai 
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"3 


le  young  man  said  :  "  Yet  one 

more ; 

nldst  perfect  be, 

bast  and  give  it  to  the  poor, 

and  follow  me  I " 

«mple  Christ  again,  miseen, 
ed  words  hath  said 
ible  hands  to-daj  have  been 
roung  man's  head. 

■e  beside  him  on  his  way 
1  Christ  shall  move, 


That  he  may  lean  npon  his  arm  and  say, 
**  Dost  thoo,  dear  Lord,  approve  ? '' 

Beside  him  at  the  marriage  feast  shall 
be, 

To  make  the  scene  more  fair ; 
Beside  him  in  the  dark  Gethsemane 

Of  pain  and  midnight  prayer. 

O  holy  trust !  O  endless  sense  of  rest ! 

Like  the  beloved  John 
To  lay  his  head  upon  the  Saviour's  breast^ 

And  thus  to  journey  on  ! 


THE   SONG  OF  HIAWATHA 


tipoMto  buImum  of  IndUn  nuterUl 
)een  in  the  poet**  mind  for  aome  time, 
m  M  flnalljr  wrouffht  in  Hiaioaiha  wm 
mmer  of  1864.  ut  writes  in  his  diuy 
le  22,**  I  hare  at  length  hit  npon  a  plan 
he  American  Indiana,  which  aeems  to 
and  the  only.  It  it  to  weare  together 
aditiona  into  a  whole.  I  hare  hit  upon 
rhich  I  think  the  right  and  only  one  for 
A  few  days  before,  he  had  been  read- 
flight  the  Finnish  epic  KaUvala,  and 
ited  the  meaaure  and  may  well  hare 
to  of  the  Indian  legenda,  which  hare 
the  Finniah  that  apringa  from  a  com- 
atage  of  deTelopm^nt  and  a  general 
bita  and  occupation, 
the  Indiana  hikl  longheen  felt  by  Mr. 
in  hia  early  plana  for  proae  aketohea 
[ndiana  had  a  place.  He  had  aeen  a 
{ling  remainder  of  the  Algonquina  in 
Bad  Heckewelder  while  in  college ;  he 
le  spectacle  of  Black  Hawk  anid  hia 
D  Boston  Common ;  and  a  few  yeara 
kde  the  acquaintance  of  the  flne-tem- 
gah-bowh,  the  Ojibway  chief,  and  had 
it  Ilia  house,  trusting  not  unlikely  that 
rom  the  Indian  aome  helpful  suggea- 
ity  for  the  legenda  and  the  material 

r>em  waa  in  the  main  Schoolcraft'a 
work,  with  probably  the  aame  au- 
kry  composition  Algic  Betearche*,  and 
jratire.  He  aoon  took  Manabozho*a 
uphonic  name,  Hiawatha,  into  hia  aer- 
naelf  up  to  a  thorough  enjoyment  of 

r  began  writing  Hiawatha  June  25, 
iahed  March  tS,  1865,  and  pabliahed 
;  ia  doubtful  if  the  poet  wrote  any  of 

with  more  abandonment,  with  more 
mt  of  hia  taak,  with  a  keener  aenae  of 
his  venture,  and  by  consequence,  with 
irhen  ht  thought  of  hia  readers.    He 

hia  f  rienda  more  freely  than  had  been 


ouatomary  with  him,  and  with  Taried  reanlta.  Wm  own 
mind,  aa  ne  neared  the  teat  of  publication,  wavered  • 
little  in  tto  mooda.  **  Proof  aheeta  of  HiawaiJka,"  h« 
wrote  in  June,  1866.  **  I  am  growing  idiotic  about  tUa 
aong,  and  no  lonmr  know  whether  la  good  or  bad ;  ** 
and  later  still :  **  In  great  doubt  about  a  canto  of  JSTio- 
woMa,  —  whether  to  retain  or  auppraaa  It.  It  ia  odd 
how  confuaed  one*a  mind  becomes  about  mulh  matten 
from  long  looking  at  the  aame  aubject.*' 

No  aooner  waa  the  poem  pubUahedthan  ita  popularity 
waa  aasured,  and  it  waa  aul^Jeoted  to  the  most  aearchinf 
teata.  It  waa  read  by  pnblio  readera  to  larft  andienoea, 
and  a  few  yeara  later  waa  set  to  muaio  by  Btoepel  and 
ffiren  at  the  Boston  Theatre  with  explanatory  read- 
mga  l>y  Matilda  Heron.  It  waa  parodied,  —  one  of  the 
eureat  aigna  of  popularity.  —  and  it  lived  ita  parodiea 
down,  a  aurer  sign  stm  of  intrinaic  uncopyableneaa.  It 
waa  oritidaed  with  heated  worda,  and  made  the  oo- 
oaaion  for  controveray.  /The  elemental  nature  of  the 
poetry  led  to  vehement  charges  of  plaglariam,  and  al- 
together the  poet  found  himaelf  in  the  midat  of  a  vio- 
lent war  of  worda  which  recalled  hia  experience  with 
Hyperion,  He  felt  keenly  the  unreaaonabieneas  of  the 
attack  upon  hia  honea^  in  the  charge  tiiat  he  had, 
borrowed  metre  and  incidenta  both  from  the  iralevala.\ 
He  made  no  aecret  of  the  suggeation  of  the  metre,  — ' 
he  had  uaed  an  admowledgM  form,  which  waa  not 
exduaively  Finniah ;  and  aa  for  the  legenda,  he  openly 
confeased  his  indebtedness  to  Schoolcraft  in  the  notes 
to  the  poem. 

Meanwhile  the  book  had  an  unexampled  sale,  and  tlM 
letters  which  the  poet  received  from  Emerson,  Haw- 
thorne, Parsons,  Taylor,  and  others  showed  the  jodg- 
ment  passed  upon  his  work  by  those  whose  poetto 
perception  was  not  blunted  by  habits  of  profeeirional 
criticism  nor  taken  captive  by  mere  novelty.  Sevwral 
years  after,  a  translation  into  Latin  of  a  portion  of  the 
poem  was  made  for  use  aa  a  achool-book,  by  Profeasor 
Fraiida  W.  Newman.  A  auggeative  criUoisni.  ^  Dr. 
Holmes,  npon  the  measure  of  the  poem  wQl  be  found 
in  the  Proceeding  of  the  Maaaacbuaetta  Historical 
Society  for  AprU  13,  1882. 


TRODUCTION 

isk  me,  whence  these  stories  ? 
i  legends  and  traditions, 
rs  of  the  forest, 
'  and  damp  of  meadows. 


With  the  curling  smoke  of  wigwams. 
With  the  rushing  of  great  rivers, 
With  their  frequent  repetitions, 
And  their  wild  reverberations, 
As  of  thunder  in  the  mountains  ? 
I  should  answer,  I  should  tell  you. 
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**  Kruiii  the  furp4t4  and  tlu*  pnurien, 

Fniiii  tlu>  ^ri'at  lakt'<i  (»f  th«*  Northlmiul, 

Kruiii  the  Uuil  of  tlu*  Ojibwa\!i. 

Knmi  the  lonil  nf  tbc*  l>.u*i»iuhs 

Kruui    thf*    iiiuiiiibiiii%    iiiuor^.    aimI    fen- 

tanils 
Wlit*n«  till*  he  mil,  tin*  Shiili-nhuh-j^iih, 
F«***iU  anion );  1I14.  r«'«*tj^  ami  niftbt**. 
I  r«*|K*at  tlirni  u«  I  licanl  thf  111 
Krtiiii  thi*  h|M  uf  NawaiUh.t. 
'llir  inii^iriau.  lh«*  »wi't»t  miiij^t.** 

>htiuhl  vou  ajkk  «hiTH  Nawatlaha 
Fduiul  thi  M*  »iiii^H  Mi  Willi  ant  I  waywaitl, 
Ktiiiiiil  thi'M*  l«-f;i-ii(ls  and  tr.nluiun?*, 
1  nhnuhi  aii^wiT,  I  <»hi>uld  tt-ll  \iiu, 
"In  th<*  hinrA-iii'!«tH  of  thr  fnnrsit. 
In  iIm*  hult^v's  itf  th«>  U-aviT, 
In  tlu*  hiMi|-|triiit«  iif  thf  hiMin, 
Id  iIm*  r\  rv  tff  thi*  i*a;:li-  ! 

**  All  thi*  wild-fitMl  Mill);  tht*ni  Co  hiiu, 
In  ihr  iiiiMtrl.iniU  and  tin*  fi'ii-laiulsi, 
In  thi*  1111'l.inrtiuly  iiiar>hrt  ; 
Chrluwaik.  till*  pliiU'r.  ^aii<;  tliriii, 
Muhii^.  th«*  ItMiii.  thi*  MJIil-pMHti*,  Wawa, 
TIh*  hlui'  h«-rnii.  till-  >«hiih-*»hiili-;^a!i. 
And  thi*  };riiiiM-.  thr  MiiHitLii«la<k-i  ! '* 

If  !«till  fiirtiitT  \iiii  <>hi>iil-i  :L-«k  luo. 
Sayiii);,  **  Who  wat  Nau.iil.ilui  V 
Tfll  ii«  «if  tlii%  Naw.iilah.i." 
I  should  au<iwrr  \iiiir  iiii|'iirirH 
Straightway  111  *^tu\i  wnnU  .§«  fnllow. 

**  III  thi'  \.i|f  %'i   l.iw.t^i  iilha. 
In  thi*  t;ri-i-ii  ami  «il«  n*.  \.illi  x. 
Hy  tht*  |ili-;i.<».iiit  watt  r*i  ••iir«r«, 
Pwilt  till-  Skill  JIT  Naw.iil.ki  .1 
KiHiiid  alMMit  th«*  Indi.iii  >ti..i)^ 
Spr^-ail  the  iiii*:idiiM-»  ami   lln*  1  ••rii->rirUUt 
And  U'X'Miil  tht-iii  «!<Niil  tht*  fun-^f. 
SliMwl  t\it'  urt»\i*<  of  *niC'"ir  |'rin--!ri"t'*, 
(•n-rii  III  ^iiiiiiinr.  \%li:li-  111  W  iiiti  r. 
t.\«*r  *!,;hiiij.  ••n  r  "•jn-^'iiii; 

**  All' i  till    ]•!•  .1^  1  if  %«  iti  r-riiiir«   <. 
1  iiii    i>-ii!il    tr  ii'i*    fhi-iii    (hriiti^ii    th<*    val- 

I.  V. 
Hy  tin-  ni'.'ii.ii;;  m  thi-  **|'riii^-ljnit*, 
Ht  thi-  .(!•)•  r*  III  tht    Si|iiiiiii  r, 

Hy   thi"    Wilil'i     f.i^*   ■■!   !h.       \i!ill|M, 
\\y   thf  h!  II  K  I  r.'     n  ll.<-   W  i;.Tt-r  : 
Allil   1"  vh    I        »;i  ■'  II  It   f  tit     '..ii^^if. 
Ill  tl-i    \  1!      •■!    I  i\k  !<.•  r.'i.  1, 
In  lh<-  ,;r*  I  ■!  .iii-l   -.!■  '  :  \  ilh  1 

••   pM  n    h.   *.i!i.:     :  I!   i«.i:i.i. 
San;;  thi-  "^'■•ii;,*  "f  Hm  »  »'-,  i. 
Sail;;  h:*  wmiilrt'iM  hir'li  .tr.il  lw-ili|^. 


How  ho  pray  oil  nud  how  be  fa»trd, 
Hiiw  h«*  fivfd,  and  tniti*d.  and  *aiitt*m^ 
That  I  lie  trilN'N  of  iiu*n  mtKht  prutfrr. 
That  ho  nii^ht  advaiifi*  liLt  |A-iiplr  ! " 

Ye  who  liivf  the  hauntJi  of  Nalurr^ 
I^ve  tlM*  Ml  11 H hi  114*  of  tht*  mraduw, 
I^vi*  th<*  shallow  of  thf*  foreat, 
liove  till*  wind  aiuonj;  thr  braiicbrt. 
Ami  thu  rain-fthowfr  and  the  lOow-vMra^ 
And  tlu*  rushing  of  ^n*at  hvrn 
Throiii;h  tlu'ir  |i:di*>.-iilr*i  of  pinf-tit«i^ 
And  the*  thu  lull*  r  in  tlu*  inountaiiM, 
WhoM'  iiiiniiiii'rahli*  it'hoi*!! 
Klap  likf  i'aj;lfs  in  thrir  eyrir*  ;  — 
Lintfii  to  thf M'  wild  traditiiiiia« 
.  To  thii*  Siiii<;  of  Hiawatha  ! 

Yi*  who  hiM*  a  iiatiotrM  li'^^ndaa 
\At\v  tht*  hall.id<«  oi  a  |M*«i|dr, 
'lliat  likr  ioifr<«  t'roiii  afar  off 
Call  to  11^  to  pallet*  and  li*iten« 
S|N-ak  in  torn* «  ho  plain  and  rh:kilik% 
St*an*«'ly  can  tli<*  far  ilis(inpii<ih 
WhfthtT  thfV  an*  !>uii^  ur  M>«ikea  ;  — 
Kiitoii  to  thi««  Indian  I^-p'itu, 
To  tht*i  S«>ii^  of  lliaMallia  ! 

Yf  «ihii<M>  hi'art*!  an*  frt*^h  and  ixHflib 
Who  hail*  faith  in  <iud  and  Natuffv. 
Who  U-lii'it*  that  in  alla|*i'i 
Kvi*ry  hiiiiiati  In- art  in  human. 
That  in  rvi-n  '*av.i^-  UiiMtiiiB 
TlH*rt*  ar%-  liiii;;iii;:«.  vi  antinjr*!  itrinvp 
Kiir  th<*  ;;imm)  thi-y  riiiiiprvhfud  bo€« 
That  thf  ffi  hh-  h.iiii!«  ami  hi*lple«^ 
(■roping  l*liiiill\  ill  tip*  darkn<*aB, 
I'ouch    (tiNl\    ri^ht    Land    in    tbal 

111'** 
And  aff  hftfd  np  and  •>tn-n|^beDe4  ;' 
!.i«ti-ii  til  thi«  «iinplf  «tiir\. 
i'li  ihi.H  ^**t\-^  lit  1 1  law  at  ha  ! 

Yf.  ul.ii  tiiiiM-tiiiif*.  ill  \iiiir  ramblM 
rhriiii;;h  thf  ^Tfi-n  I.iih-h  of  the 
Whrn-  tin-  t.»iii:lfd  h.irlN-rry-l 
liaiii*  thf  ir  tutt^  ill  tTiiiiMin  l« 
Hvfr  otmif  H.ilU  t:ray  with  liii! 
I*aii*«*  h\  M'tiH-  In-  ;hTtfd  ^;ra\rj 
For  a  uh..<    Ti'  ii<'i*i-,  :miiI  |Niiidrr 
Oil  :t  half-i  lY  :  ''i  i!i«i-ript:iiii, 
Writliii  w!h  ii*tli    •kilittf  !Miii|;-cffmf^ 
Hi'Tiiflt   {•riri*!^.  hut  I  .11  h  Irtlrr 
Full  mI  )i  'In   .i<  •!  \.  I  nf  hf^rt-hrrakv 
\  nil  lit    ill  (ill    !>  Ti'ii  r  p.ithi>4 
« »f  thf  Iliff  .mi  il:f  lit  pi-aftrr  ;  — 
Stay  anil  riul  :hi*  rMih*  iiiH:nptii«, 
lU  ad  till-  ""^'-ii^  *'i  lliawatka  ! 
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IE  PEACE-PIPE 

lins  of  the  Prairie, 
led  Pipe-stone  Qoarry, 

the  mighty, 

of  Life,  descending, 
gs  of  the  quarry 
d  called  the  nations, 
es  of  men  together. 
»tprints  flowed  a  river, 
e  Hght  of  morning, 
)ice  phinging  downward 
shkoodah,  the  comet. 
»  stooping  earthward, 
*  on  the  meadow 
ing  pathway  for  it. 
Run  in  this  way  !  " 
i  stone  of  the  quarry 
he  broke  a  fragment, 
J  a  pipe-head, 
ihioned  it  with  figures  ; 
"in  of  the  river 
ed  for  a  pipe-stem, 
2^reen  leaves  upon  it  ; 

with  bark  of  willow, 
of  the  red  willow  ; 

the  neighboring  forest, 

boughs  chafe  together, 
ey  burst  and  kindled  ; 
1  the  mountains, 

the  mighty, 

nmet,  the  Peace-Pipe, 

:he  nations. 

ke  rose  slowly,  slowly, 

anquil  air  of  morning, 

ne  of  darkness, 

bluer  vapor, 
bite  cloud  unfolding, 
3ps  of  the  forest, 
ing,  rising, 
the  top  of  heaven, 
fainst  the  heaven, 
vard  all  around  it. 
le  of  Tawa.sentha, 
!y  of  Wyoming, 
;s  of  Tuscaloosa, 
ff  Rocky  Mountains, 
hern  lakes  and  rivers 
•ehcld  the  signal, 

smoke  ascending, 
)f  the  Peace-Pipe. 
3hets  of  the  nations 


Said  :  «  Behold  it,  the  Pukwana  ! 
By  this  signal  from  afar  off. 
Bending  Uke  a  wand  of  willow. 
Waving  like  a  hand  that  beckons, 
Gitche  Manito,  the  mighty, 
Calls  the  tribes  of  men  together, 
Calls  the  warriors  to  his  council  I " 
Down  the  rivers,  o'er  the  prairies, 
Came  the  warriors  of  the  nations. 
Came  the  Delawares  and  Mohawks, 
Came  the  Choctaws  and  Camanches, 
Came  the  Shoshouies  and  Blackfeet, 
Came  the  Pawnees  and  Omahas, 
Came  the  Mandans  and  Dacotahs, 
Came  the  Hurons  and  Ojibways, 
All  the  warriors  drawn  together 
By  the  signal  of  the  Peace-Pipe, 
To  the  Mountains  of  the  Prairie, 
To  the  great  Red  Pipe-stone  Quarry. 

And  they  stood  there  on  the  meadow. 
With  their  weapons  and  their  war-gear, 
Painted  like  the  leaves  of  Autumn, 
Painted  like  the  sky  of  morning, 
Wildly  glaring  at  each  other  ; 
In  their  faces  stern  defiance. 
In  their  hearts  the  feuds  of  ages, 
The  hereditary  hatred. 
The  ancestral  thirst  of  vengeance. 

Gitche  Manito,  the  mighty. 
The  creator  of  the  nations. 
Looked  upon  them  with  compassion, 
With  paternal  love  and  pity  ; 
Looked  upon  their  wrath  and  wrangling 
But  as  quarrels  among  children. 
But  as  feuds  and  fights  of  children  ! 

Over  them  he  stretched  his  right  hand, 
To  subdue  their  stubborn  natures. 
To  allay  their  thirst  and  fever. 
By  the  shadow  of  his  right  hand  ; 
Spake  to  them  with  voice  majestic 
As  the  sound  of  far-off  waters. 
Falling  into  deep  abysses. 
Warning,  chiding,  spake  in  this  wise  :  — 

**  O  my  children  I  my  poor  children  ! 
Listen  to  the  words  of  wisdom. 
Listen  to  the  words  of  warning. 
From  the  lips  of  the  Great  Spirit, 
From  the  Master  of  Life,  who  made  you  ! 

**  I  have  g^ven  you  lands  to  hunt  in, 
I  have  given  you  streams  to  fish  in, 
I  have  given  you  bear  and  bison, 
I  have  g^ven  you  roe  and  reindeer, 
I  have  given  you  brant  and  beaver, 
Filled  the  marshes  full  of  wild-fowl, 
Filled  the  rivers  full  of  fishes  ; 
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Wby  thrn  arr  vihi  nitt  ooiitriiti'il  ? 
Whv  then  will  \m»  liniit  i-ach  other? 

**  1  am  wparv  uf  }uiir  iitiarrvU, 
Vi'vmry  uf  vuiir  «;iri  uihI  bluo(l»becl, 
Wrarr  uf  yuur  |»n4\i'ri  for  vi-ii^aiice, 
Of  vtmr  wmii^liii^'H  ami  diMriuiiuoa  ; 
All  yuur  strviiKtli  ii  in  your  uiiion^ 
All  \uur  danpT  ii  in  iltM.'>unl  ; 
llirrfforr  \tv  at  |wacr  hrncefurwanl, 
And  ai  brothiT*  li\r  ttip-thrr. 

**  I  will  m-ik1  a  l*ro|ihi*t  t4(  ^uu, 
A  Delivrrrr  of  thi*  iiatiun^. 
Who  iball  guide  you  aini  Jiliall  teach  you. 
Who  fthall  toil  and  tuffcr  with  you. 
If  you  lUten  to  his  coiinsrU, 
You  will  njultiply  ainl  |»ru»iior  ; 
If  his  waniiu|pi  |»aa»  unbeedrtl. 
Yuu  will  fadt*  away  and  |M*rihh  ! 

**  batlM*  now  in  tht*  Ntn'ani  brfure  tou, 
Waah  tli«  w«r-iiaint  from  your  faces, 
Waah  the  bIoo«l-»taius  from  your  fingen, 
Hury  yuur  war-clulM  and  }onr  wea|HJUs, 
Hreak  tht*  n>d  »tonr  f  mm  this  ciuarry, 
Mould  anil  m^ikr  it  into  iVnce-ripes, 
Take  the  n-«  d^  that  grow  licj^ide  you, 
l>eck  thrm  with  yuur  brightest  feathers, 
Smoke  thr  r«luiiit't  togtthrr. 
And  as  brothrr*  live  hmi-eforwanl  !  ** 

llien  U|H>n  the  gri'iiiHl  thi'  warriom 
Tlirrw  their  t'luakn  and  fthirta  of  deer-skin, 
Thn*w  lh<*ir  weajMin^  aiul  their  war-gvar, 
I^a|M-«l  into  thr  niching  rivrr. 
Wajkhe<l  the  war-|i.iinl  tmm  their  facet. 
(*lear  aUive  them  riiHAt-d  the  water. 
Clear  and  liinpni  frum  the  ftMitprinta 
Of  the  Master  uf  l.ife  dt-neending  ; 
iHirk  below  them  llnwed  the  water, 
Stdfil  and  ^taine«l  «ith  iktreak«  «*(  crimson. 
Ai  if  bliMnl  were  niiiiKlt*d  with  it  ! 

Kmni  the  river  r»me  the  warrinr*, 
(*lean  and  wB«lied  from  all  their  war-paint  : 
tin  thr  Kifik«  their  rliib«  thr\  buried. 
Huh***!  all  thnr  warlike  weapons, 
(iilfh**  Manitti,  the  mighty, 
Thr  (»reat  Spinl,  the  rn-ator, 
bmileil  ii|Miii  hi«  hrlple«ii  ehildren  1 

AimI  in  «ilriii-r  nil  the  wami>r< 
Iin>ke  thr  red  «tiine  of  tiir  ipiarrr. 
SmiM»thr«l  aiiil  fiirnir<|  it  iiiti»  |V.ii-r.I*i|ir«, 
llriikr  thr  Ii'Ug  reriU  hi   ti>f  ri\er, 
l>r«kr«l  thrill  «:th  their  bri,;htr«t  feather*. 
And  depirtr«|  mh  mii-  hoinrirart!, 
While  the  Mjtater  nf  Life,  asreiidiiig.  | 

Througfi  thr  (iitriiing  nf  (-liiiid-riiriaias. 
Through  the  diiiir«ia\«  of  the  heafen. 


Vanished  from  before  their  faect. 
In  the  smoke  that  rolled  aitmad 
The  Pukwaiia  of  the  Peaee-Pipe  I 


II 


THE   FOUR  WINDS 

**  HOXOR  be  to  Mudjekeewu  t  ** 
Cried  the  warriors,  cned  the  old 
When  ht*  came  in  triumph  homevaid 
With  the  sacred  iWlt  of  WamiMim« 
From  the  regions  of  the  North- Wiadi 
From  the  kiuedom  of  Wabaiao^ 
Frtim  the  land  of  the  White  KahhiL 

He  hail  stolen  the  Helt  of  W 
From  the  neck  of  Mishe-Mokwa^ 
Frum  the  (treat  liear  of  the 
From  the  terr«ir  tif  the  nationa. 
As  he  lay  a>leep  aihI  cumbroua 
On  the  summit  ff  the  muun 
Like  a  rock  with  moMes  cni  it, 
Spotted  bmwn  ami  gray  with 

Silently  he  htnle  ii|Hin  him 
Till  the  red  naiU  of  the  nKNiater 
Alm«»«t  touehed  him,  almost  seartd 
Till  the  hot  breath  uf  his  nustnb 
Warmed  the  hand«  of  Mudjeh 
As  he  drew  the  iWIt  of  Wainpum 
( )vrr  the  rouiMl  earn,  that  heafd 
0«er  the  small  e\eti,  that  saw 
( Iver  the  long  tur^r  and  no«trils. 
Tile  blot'k  muftle  of  the  nostrils. 
Out  of  whii'h  the  heav)  brrathing 
Wariiiefl  liie  h.kiid«  of  Muiljekeewil 

Then  he  «i»ung  aloft  his  war-clal 
Shuuteil  loud  ami  lung  hi«  war«ryt 
Smote  the  mi;;hty  Mithr-Mukwm 

In  the  midille  I  if  the  fiirehead, 
Kight  iM'tWeen  the  e\e«  he  smoCe 

With  the  heav\  I.Uiw  liewUdeffvd, 
l((Me  thr  (treat  llear  of  the 
Hut  his  knees  lirneAth  him  trrm 
Ami  he  whiifi|i«*re4|  like  a 
As  he  r«*«-le«l  .mil  «taggert*d  fti 
As  he  «at  ii|Min  hi*  haunrhes  ; 
And  the  might \  Mudjrkrewis, 
Standing  fearle««lir  U-fiire  him* 
Taunteil  hiiti  in  ImuiI  drn«ion, 
S|Kikr  diMlAinfii!l\  in  thi«  wise  :^ 

**  Hark  iiiti,  lU*ar  !  vimi  are  a 
Ami  no  Hrave.  a«  \i>u  prriended: 
Fl«e  «ou  would  nut  cry  and  whuBpff 
Lake  a  miserable  woman  t 
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>a  know  oar  tribes  are  hostile, 
^e  been  at  war  together  ; 
find  that  we  are  strongesti 
[leaking  in  the  forest, 
iding  in  the  mountains  I 
conquered  me  in  battle 
Mm  would  I  have  uttered  ; 
Bear  !  sit  here  and  whimper, 
race  your  tribe  by  crying, 
retched  Shaugodaya, 
wardly  old  woman ! " 
gain  he  rai^d  his  war-club, 
;ain  the  Mishe-Mokwa 
ddle  of  his  forehead, 
( skull,  as  ice  is  broken 
i  goes  to  fish  in  Winter. 
1  slain  the  Mishe-Mokwa, 
reat  Bear  of  the  mountains, 
rror  of  the  nations, 
•r  be  to  Mudjekeewis  ! " 
lout  exclaimed  the  people, 
)e  to  Mudjekeewis ! 
th  he  shall  be  the  West- Wind, 
after  and  forever 
bold  supreme  dominion 
the  winds  of  heaven, 
no  more  Mudjekeewis, 
Kabcyun,  the  West-Wind  I " 
ras  Mudjekeewis  chosen 
'  the  Winds  of  Heaven, 
slf  he  kept  the  West-Wind, 
others  to  his  children  ; 
bun  gave  the  £^t-Wind, 
South  to  Shawondasee, 
Sorth-Wind,  wild  and  cruel, 
tree  Kabibonokka. 
and  beautiful  was  Wabun ; 
who  brought  the  morning, 
I  whose  silver  arrows 
lie  dark  o*er  hill  and  valley  ; 
I  whose  cheeks  were  painted 
brightest  streaks  of  crimson, 
le  voice  awoke  the  village, 
e  deer,  and  called  the  hunter, 
in  the  sky  was  Wabun  ; 
he  birds  sang  gayly  to  him, 
he  wild-flowers  of  the  meadow 
i  air  with  odors  for  him  ; 
he  forests  and  the  rivers 
shouted  at  his  coming, 
leart  was  sad  within  him, 
as  alone  in  heaven, 
e  morning,  gazing  earthward, 
e  village  still  was  sleeping, 
fog  lay  on  the  river, 


Like  a  ghost,  that  goes  at  sunrise. 
He  beheld  a  maiden  walking 
All  alone  upon  a  meadow, 
Grathering  water-flags  and  rushes 
By  a  river  in  the  meadow. 

£very  morning,  gazing  earthward, 
Still  the  first  thing  he  beheld  there 
Was  her  blue  eyes  looking  at  him. 
Two  blue  lakes  among  the  rushes. 
And  he  loved  the  lonely  maiden, 
Who  thus  waited  for  his  coming  ; 
For  they  both  were  solitary. 
She  on  earth  and  he  in  heaven. 

And  he  wooed  her  with  caresses. 
Wooed  her  with  his  smile  of  sunshine, 
With  his  flattering  words  he  wooed  her, 
With  his  sighing  and  his  singing, 
Gentlest  whispers  in  the  branches, 
Softest  music,  sweetest  odors. 
Till  he  drew  her  to  his  bosom. 
Folded  in  his  robes  of  crimson. 
Till  into  a  star  he  changed  her. 
Trembling  still  upon  his  bosom  ; 
And  forever  in  the  heavens 
They  are  seen  together  walking, 
Wabun  and  the  Wabun-Anuung, 
Wabun  and  the  Star  of  Morning. 

But  the  fierce  Kabibonokka 
Had  his  dwelling  among  icebergs. 
In  the  everlasting  snow-drifts, 
In  the  kingdom  of  Wabasso, 
In  the  land  of  the  White  Rabbit. 
He  it  was  whose  hand  in  Autumn 
Painted  all  the  trees  with  scarlet, 
Stained  the  leaves  with  red  and  yellow ; 
He  it  was  who  sent  the  snow-flakes. 
Sifting,  hissing  throucfh  the  forest. 
Froze  the  ponds,  the  lakes,  the  rivers. 
Drove  the  loon  and  sea-eull  southwaid. 
Drove  the  cormorant  and  curlew 
To  their  nests  of  sedge  and  sea-tang 
In  the  realms  of  Shawondasee. 

Once  the  fierce  Kabibonokka 
Issued  from  his  lodge  of  snow-drifts, 
From  his  home  among  the  icebergs. 
And  his  hair,  with  snow  besprinkled, 
Streamed  behind  him  like  a  river. 
Like  a  black  and  wintry  river. 
As  he  howled  and  burned  southward. 
Over  frozen  lakes  and  moorlands. 

There  among  the  reeds  and  rushes 
Found  he  Shingebis,  the  diver. 
Trailing  strings  of  fish  behind  him. 
O'er  the  frozen  fens  and  moorlands. 
Lingering  still  among  the  moorlands. 
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TlMMi|;h  liM  IrilN*  li:ul  Ittii^  (lr|uirti*(l 
To  tilt*  laiici  of  S)i:iw«iiiil:iM'«*. 

l*rie«l  tli«*  tii-rri'  k.*it*iU>ii<ikkA, 
"  Who  is  thi»  tliat  ihin-^  to  l»ruve  lup  ? 
Dan-!«  t<i  ^t:lv  111  inv  «iiiiiniiiiiii!i, 
Wlu*U  iIh*  Wiiwa  li:iA  4ii'|i:irtr(l, 
Wbfii  thf  wiltl*|;tNi-««'  h;i.<i  j^uiir  floiithwanl, 
An«l  thi'  hrrnu.  tin*  >liiili-!kljiili-^h, 
\mu^  apt  ilr|iarti-«l  Miiitliwanl  ? 
I  will  f;i>  iiil4i  hit  wi^w.iiii, 
I  will  |iut  his  niiiiiiiliiirin^  tin*  out  !  '* 

Ami  at  iiii;ht  KiJMU>iiokk:i 
Tu  thr  KmI;;!*  raiiii'  wihl  uiul  wuiliii:;, 
1Ii*m|mmI  tht*  Miow  ill  ilrifts  alMiiit  it, 
^ihoul«'4)  dttwii  into  ih«*  <kiiioki*-Hiu*, 
Shook  the  l<M|p-|Hilft  ill  hit  fiirr, 
Klii|»|N*«l  th4*  rurtain  i.*i  thi*  iliMir-way. 
Shiii)^'hi!i.  till*  ilivrr.  fi'.irftl  iiut, 
Shiiij^'hit,  thf  «iiVfr,  r:in*tl  imt  ; 
Four  ^riMt  lo^  luiil  hi*  tor  tin'WiHMi, 
t)ui*  for  iMi'h  llltMill  lit  the  wilitiT, 
Ami  ftir  toihl  the  tithr.t  M-rvi-i|  hiui. 
Mv  hit  hU/iii^  tirv  hi-  ^at  thiTi', 
Wuiin  aiitl  nil  rr\,  i»tin^.  hiiij^hing, 
Sllij;iii;:,  •' <  I  k.ii<>lii!i<iLk.i, 
You  art-  hilt  iii_\  t<  lliiu •iiiii'-*al  !  '* 

Thru   K:ihiUiiii>kk:i  «  iifrmi, 

Ami  thiiii^'h  >liiii;;i  iiit.  tin-  ilncr, 
Ki'lt  hi«  pri'ti  iit-i'  |i\  thi'  riiIiliii-»5, 
Krlt  Uis  w\  hriM!li  ii|Mi|i  I. nil, 
Slill  hi'  liiil  iH«t  i'i-a<M'  hi^  ^ii"jin|*. 
Still  hi-  iliii  lint  |i-:i\i'  his  l.iii'^hin;:, 
Hfilv  turiiril  till*  !•■•'  :i  littli'. 
Oi.ly  iii.iili*  till-  tin*  l"irii  liM'^ht'*r, 
&I»i|i*  thi*  aparks  tl\  up  thi*  «>riioki-tI;it*. 

Kroiii  KahiUiiiokk.i  «  fnn'hrail. 
From  hi«  siiiiw-lM'«priiikliii  tn'«M*«, 
I*riip«  «if  swrat  fell  fan:  .iml  lit*avy, 
5l.iAii»i;  ilints  ii|Miii  i)m-  n-^hi's. 
At  ah<ii(;  thi*  i:ivi*4  nf  IimI^ih, 
Ai  fn-iii  ilfiMipiiij;  Uiii-„*h>  «•(  hiMiili^k. 
I>rip«  thi'  iii>ltiri;«  ^iiuvi  in  tprirp,;-tiini-, 
Mikir./  tii-!I-iw«i  III  till*  siii*w-4lrift». 

I  ill  -it  I  i^t  h<-  r<'*<>  ili-f«-  i!«il, 
(*ti>i!-l  iii't  t»  ir  till-  lif  .it  .«iiil  l.iii;;liti*r, 
('•iiil.l  ri.t  !-  ir  •1,1    Ml"  rr*  •niuii  ij, 
Ihit  rii»hifi  i.»  .ii:li;..-  i'ftii^'h  tin-  il-mr-w.-i*  , 
StAlltjMil  iipi-M  till    >  '  I-'*     1  ^rtiiu  ilrift^, 
St.iti.|- t|  ii|Miit  i).»-  Ilk*  •  .iici  rMtf^, 
Mall*  till-  «iiiiw  iip>iti  ihfiii  l.trihr. 

Muii^  thr   III-  ii^>i  ii   ;fit*;:   t).  •  L*  r, 

<'h4l]>-iit:i  tl  "^'hji.^*  1  .-.  :!.•■  il.it  r. 
'Ill  riiini*  f'-rth  .iii<l  ur«  «!!•    M;t(i  li.in. 
To  riiim-  f>>rfh  ai.^l  ^»ri«*|f  nikiii 
(^Ti  thi-  frufi-n  ft-ii«  aii*l  i        -UikU 


Forth  wvnt  ShioKehu,  the  diver. 
Wrestled  all  iii^ht  with  the  North- Wi 
Wrestled  nakoil  on  the  moorUadi 
,  With  the  fl<*rce  Kahilionokka* 
I  Till  hid  pant  ill);  hrvath  iprrw  ffmintor* 
'  Till  hi.4  frozen  fcnuip  |;rew  feebler. 
Till  he  n*4'h*il  and  stu^^f^errd  bAckwan 
And  retn'ali-il,  haflleil,  beaten. 
To  the  kinploni  of  Wubajuin, 
To  the  laiiil  of  the  White  KabbiU 
Ilenriii;^^  still  the  );usty  ljiii|;htrr, 
Ui-ariiiK  >hin<:i-his.  thf  divrr, 
Siui;iii';,  "O  Kahi)N»nokka« 
I   You  .ire  hut  iiiy  ft- llow-tiiurtJil  !  ** 
.NhawiiniiaM>«<,  fiit  ami  Ituy, 
1 1. Ill  his  dwi-lliii);  far  tu  iiouthiiard« 
In  tin*  drt»ws\.  dreaniv  nunshtne. 
In  I  hi*  never*4*iiilinf*  Summer, 
lie  it  WAA  who  M>ni  the  worid*birdt. 
Sent  the  rohiii,  the  0|M*flirr, 
Sent  the  hlui-hini,  the  Owai^u, 
N'ut  the  >hawsli:iw,  .sent  the  swalloVt 
>H*nt  th#*  wiUl-pMKw*,  Wawa,  north vaH 
•N-nt  the  nieluiit  unil  toliarro. 
And  the  'jnifM  s  in  pur|ile  diuten. 

frtiii  hi«  pi|M*  the  .smoke  Bacendmff 
Fillid  thi*  *>k\  with  ha/e  and  vapor. 
Filled  t!ir  :ur  uith  ilreamv 

m 

<taie  A  tvkiiiUli'  til  the  water, 
'I'oinhed  tin*  riii.V*'*l  liilU  with 
l(n»ii^ht  the  ti'iider  Indian  Sunimtr 
'I'll  the  nii!aiirhMl\  iiorth-laiid. 
In  till-  dn-ar\  Mimhi  uf  Snow-»hoe9^ 

1. 1 -t !••***>.  •  .in  h'ot  Miawondaaec  ! 
In  h:s  Iifi*  h*-  h.ni  liiif  i»had«»w. 
In  hit  hi-.irt  i*ne  «iirroM  h«d  he. 
( )ni'i-,  a«  hi-  M.i.s  ;;.iiin);  nurthwaid, 
F.ir  aM.iv  ii|Min  a  priirie 
He  hi-lti  !■!  ;i  iiiiiiili*n  tt.iiidin|(, 
>aw  a  t^iil  ;ii;il  sl«>nder  maiden 
All  :kli*iti-  II  pi  III  a  pr.iirii*  ; 
riri;;htrtt  un  i  ii  »it.*  all  her 
Aiitl  III  r  h.iir  w.i.s  like  ihr  Min!i] 

I>.n  hv  il.i\  hf*  ^a/i-d  upon  her, 
l>i\  l'\  il.iv  hi*  ••--chril  with  jia— ion, 
l>i\  h\  il  i\  h:«  lii-.irt  Within  him 
liTt  M   II,-  '•    ):tit  Willi  |ii\e  Aiid  l<in|p:vf 
{'••r  *!.•   ti.i.'l  with  iillow  tmsri- 
hiit  In*  w  k.  t.->  i  it  .ind  l.lfT 
I'll  )h  -.'.r  :..!i.-*  if  .lii'l  WiHi  her. 
Yi-s.  t<Mi  .-Li.-ii  I.!  .iinl  rjukS 
I'll  piiF"  II    li'-r  .iii>i  |it*r*i>.ide  her  ; 

^1  hr  iiiit%  ;;:k;f-ii  .i)Niii  ht*r, 
4  tnly  tat  aii<l  ti^hi-d  with  p 
I  tir  ihi*  n:aiili-u  I'l  thr  prainr. 
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ming,  looking  northward, 
p  yellow  tresses 
covered  o'er  with  whiteness, 
th  whitest  snow-flakes, 
tther  from  the  North-land, 
jdom  of  Wabasso, 

I  of  the  White  Rabbit  I 
en  the  maiden  from  me, 

your  hand  upon  her, 
led  and  won  my  maiden, 
Ties  of  the  Xorth-land  !  " 
retched  Shawondasee 

the  air  his  sorrow  ; 
i-Wind  o*er  the  prairie 
rm  \inth  sighs  of  passion, 
s  of  Shawondasee, 
emed  full  of  snow-flakes, 
-down  the  prairie, 

with  hair  like  sunshine 

II  his  sight  forever  ; 
id  Sliawondasee 
with  yellow  tresses  I 
ed  Shawondasee  I 
nan  that  you  gazed  at, 
den  that  you  sighed  for, 
lirie  dandelion 

all  the  dreamy  Summer 
i  at  with  such  longing, 
>d  for  with  such  passion, 
nd  away  forever, 
3  air  with  sighing. 
Shawondasee  ! 
3ur  Winds  were  divided  ; 
of  Mudjekeewis 
Aons  in  the  heavens, 
i  of  the  heavens  ; 
le  West-Wind  only 
ity  Mudjekeewis. 


Ill 

VTHA'S  CHILDHOOD 

hrough  the  evening  twilight, 
i.it  are  forgotten, 
jmbered  ages, 
moon  fell  Nokomis, 
iful  Nokomis, 
it  not  a  mother. 
)rting  with  her  women, 
swing  of  jxrape-vines, 
\l  the  rejected, 
ay  and  hatred, 
swing  asunder, 


Cut  in  twain  the  twisted  g^pe-vines. 

And  Nokomis  fell  affrighted 

Downward  through  the  evening  twilighti 

On  the  Muskoday,  the  meadow. 

On  the  prairie  full  of  blossoms. 

"  See  I  a  star  falls  I  "  said  the  people  ; 

"  From  the  sky  a  star  is  falling  !  "  j . 

There  among  the  ferns  and  mosses, 
There  among  the  prairie  lilies. 
On  the  Muskoday,  the  meadow. 
In  the  moonlight  and  the  starlight. 
Fair  Nokomis  bore  a  daughter. 
And  she  called  her  name  Wenonah, 
As  the  first-bom  of  her  daughters. 
And  the  daughter  of  Nokomis 
Grew  up  like  the  prairie  lilies. 
Grew  a  tall  and  slender  maiden. 
With  the  beauty  of  the  moonlight, 
With  the  beauty  of  the  starlight. 

And  Nokomis  warned  her  often. 
Saying  oft,  and  oft  repeating, 
"  Oh,  oeware  of  Mudjekeewis, 
Of  the  West-Wind,  Mudjekeewis  ; 
Listen  not  to  what  he  tells  you  ; 
Lie  not  down  upon  the  meadow. 
Stoop  not  down  among  the  lilies, 
Lest    the    West-Wind    come    and    hano 
you  ! " 

But  she  heeded  not  the  warning. 
Heeded  not  those  words  of  wisdom. 
And  the  West- Wind  came  at  evening, 
Walking  lightly  o'er  the  prairie. 
Whispering  to  the  leaves  and  blossoms. 
Bending  low  the  flowers  and  grasses. 
Found  the  beautiful  Wenonah, 
Lying  there  among  the  lilies. 
Wooed  her  with  his  words  of  sweetness, 
Wooed  her  with  his  soft  caressed. 
Till  she  bore  a  son  in  sorrow. 
Bore  a  son  of  love  and  sorrow. 

Thus  was  born  my  Hiawatha, 
Thus  was  bom  the  child  of  wonder  ; 
But  the  daughter  of  Nokomis, 
Hiawatha's  gentle  mother. 
In  her  anguish  died  deserted 
By  the  West- Wind,  false  and  faithless. 
By  the  heartless  Mudjekeewis. 

For  her  daughter  long  and  loudly 
Wailed  and  wept  the  sad  Nokomis  ; 
"  Oh  that  I  were  dead  ! "  she  murmured, 
"  Oh  that  I  were  dead,  as  thou  art  I 
No  more  work,  and  no  more  weeping, 
Wahonowin  !  Wahonowin  !  " 

By  the  shores  of  Gitche  Gumee, 
By  the  shining  Big-Sea-Water, 
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Stood  the  wifpnun  of  Xnkoniin, 
Daugliirr  of  tliv  Moon,  Nokomis. 
Dark  bvhiiid  it  ronr  the  formt, 
Rom  tlir  bUck  aikI  ^lotiinr  |»iue-treety 
Rose  tbu  tin  with  ciuim  upon  tliciu  ; 
Bright  bcfon*  it  brat  the  water, 
Beat  thv  clear  and  sunny  water, 
Beat  the  fthininf*  Hig-Nea- Water. 

There  the  wrinklvd  old  Nokomis 
Nunetl  the  littl**  Hiawatha, 
Ktiekecl  him  in  his  lindi'u  rradle, 
liediied  iM»f|  in  ni«MU  and  run  hem. 
Safely  iKMind  with  reindfiT  siinewn  ; 
StilU-il  hi*  fn*tfnl  wail  hy  iia\in);, 
*«  HiLih  !  the  Nakfd  lU-a'r  will  hi-ar  thee  !  ** 
Lulle«l  liiui  into  HliinibtT.  nin^inj;, 
**  Kwa-Tea  !  uiv  little  uwlrt  ! 
Who  is  thin,  that  light*  tlir  wigwam  ? 
With  his  gn>at  eyrit  lights  tin-  wigwam  ? 
Kwa-Vfa  !  niv  little  o«h*t  !  ** 

Many  things  NoLnmis  taught  him 
iH  the  !iLir«  that  Rhimr  in  heaven  ; 
Showfd  him  KhkiNMUh,  the  comet, 
InhkiNnlah,  With  ti«  r\  tn'Mtes  ; 
hhowrd  thi*  Ih*ath-l>»nri*  (»f  th*^  iipiritJi, 
Warrinn  Mith  their  |ilunit'<«  and  war-vluhs. 
Flaring  far  .-i«»v  tu  nurtliwanl 
In  the  front y  nights  of  Winter  ; 
Showird  thf  hfoatl  whitr  mail  in  hraven, 
I'athway  uf  thr  ghl»^tK».  thi>  nhailowft. 
Running  »:  might  ai'ri»M  thr  hravrns 
Crowdeil  «ithth«*  gh«*<>t«,  thr  ikhailuMS. 

At  thr  dtMir  «in  ■umnirr  evvmugi« 
Sat  the  littlr  Hiawatha  ; 
Heard  the  whi^iieriiig  of  thr  pinr-treet, 
Heanl  thr  hipping  of  tlir  watrn, 
SmncN  of  iiiu%ir,  wonU  uf  wondrr  ; 
**  Mini*r-wawa  ?  **  «aid  thr  pine-trreft, 
**  Miid«siv-»ii*hka  !  "  viid  thr  watrr. 

Saw  thr  tirr-tly,  Wah-w»h-tayM>e, 
I'littiiiji*  thnitiL;h  th**  dii«k  <>f  rvrning. 
With  thr  twiiiklr  (if  it«  ramilr 
I.ight:li^  Tip  thf  )T:tkr4  ami  hunbr^, 
Atiil  111'  «aii;;  tl.f  «iiiii;  of  rliihln'n. 
SjiM^thr  «iiii^  Niiki<ii.i«  taii|;ht  him  : 
••  W.ih-w.th-i.ii  *•  ••.  lifjlr  tirr-tU, 
I.ittir,  llill  iii:,  Hliitf-tin-  in«4-(*f, 
I.ittli-,  «liiliriii<^,  wliitt  .!iri*  rrfritnn*, 
I.ighl  iii<*  With  \i'iir  li:ilr  laiiillr, 
Krr  ii|ii>ri  iii\   Uii  I  l.i\   nif. 
Krr  III  •If-rp  I  I  |ii«f  II. \   t-\i  ]|i|»  f  '• 

>»w  thr  iiiiPiii  ri»*    fri'iii  !)•'•  wntrr 
Itippliiig,  rvMiiiiiiii;;  f  ritiii  thr  vi:iti'r. 
Saw  t).r  rirrk*  «iiil  ^ha<|iiii«  tifi  it, 
WhuiH-rrd.  "  What  u  tliai.  N«>komit  ?*' 


I 


And  the  good  N% 

'*  Once  a  warrior,  rery  Anmr, 

Seised  his  grandmother,  mm  IIuot  km 

Up  into  the  sky  at  midnight ; 

Right  against  the  moon  be  thraw  btr ; 

*Tu  her  body  tliat  you  tee  tbeiv.'* 

Saw  the  rainbow  in  Ibe  heavea, 
Id  the  eaHtt-m  skv,  the  nuabow» 
Wbiipeml.  "  W;hat  is  that,  Nokoaar' 
And  the  gou«l  Nokomia  aaswored  : 
*«  T  is  the  heaven  of  flowen  yo«  ■«•  tkH 
All  the  wild-tlowert  of  the 
All  the  lilies  of  the  prairie. 
When  on  earth  they  fade 
liltMMim  in  that  hc«vrn  above  u." 

When  he  heartl  the  owU  at 
limiting,  laughing  in  the  foreeC, 
**  What  is  that  ?  *'  be  cried  in  te^„, 
•«  What  is  that.'*  he  said,  *^  Nokoowr* 
And  thr  good  Nokomis  answered  : 
"  Tliat  in  hut  the  owl  and  owlet. 
Talking  in  thrir  native  language. 
Talking,  Molding  at  each  oCber."* 

Tlii'U  the  little  Hiawatha 
I^arn«f  1  of  every  bird  its  laagvagi^ 
I^earnrd  thrir  names  and  all  UMir  n 
Iftiw  they  built  thrir  nests  in  S 
Wlien*  thry  hiil  thmiselves  ia  Wii 
Talki'd  with  thnii  whene'er  be 
Callrd  thrni  **  Hiawatha's  Cbiekeaa.'* 

Of  all  lira-^ts  hr  learned  the 
I^'aniiMl  thrir  lumrs  and  all  their 
How  thr  liravcr«  hiiilt  their  lodges^ 
Whrre  thr  ntpiirrrln  hiil  their  aeoffM 
lliiw  thr  rrifidrrr  ran  s«>  swiftly, 
Whv  thr  ribliit  was  so  timid, 
Talkrd  with  thrm  whrne'er  be  meC 
CalM  th.in  "Hiawatha's  BmChen." 

Thrn  lagiKi,  thr  great  boaster* 
Ut*  thr  marvclhiuA  »tory -teller, 
Hr  thr  tn%\rllrr  ami  thr  talker. 
He  thr  fririid  «if  nUl  Nokomis. 
Mailr  a  Uiw  fur  Hiawatha  ; 
Krvini  a  hmmh  uf  ash  hr  made  it, 
Fn»iii  an  cKik-lNiiigh  madr  the 
TiplMtl  with  Hint,  .iml  winged  witb 
Ami  the  iMinI  hr  niiulr  uf  deer*«ki& 

Then  hr  «Mifl  In  Hiawatha  : 
"ffii,  niT  Min,  iiit«i  thr  fiirest, 

Whffr  thr  M'll  ilrrr  hrnl  titgvtlber. 

Kill  fi*r  ii«  .1  f.iiiiitii«  rtirlNirk, 
Kill  for  ii«  a  il*>-r  with  antlrrs  !" 

Forth  lilt  11  thr  fiirr«t  strmigblwaif 
All  alonr  walkrd  Hiawatha 
Truudly,  with  hi«  Imw  aad  anvvtt 
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birds  sane  round  him,  o'er  him, 
Bboot  us,  Hiawatha !  " 
robin,  the  Opechee, 
bluebird,  the  Owaissa, 
shoot  us,  Hiawatha  1 " 
oak-tree,  close  beside  him, 
le  squirrel,  Adjidaumo, 
it  among  the  branches, 
and  chattered  from  the  oak-tree, 
and  said  between  his  laughing, 
shoot  me,  Hiawatha !  " 
e  rabbit  from  his  pathway 
side,  and  at  a  distance 
upon  his  haunches, 
^ar  and  half  in  frolic, 
» the  little  hunter, 
shoot  me,  Hiawatha  I  " 
heeded  not,  nor  heard  them, 
loughts  were  with  the  red  deer  ; 
tracks  his  eyes  were  fastened, 
downward  to  the  river, 
rd  across  the  river, 
ae  in  slumber  walked  he. 
I  in  the  alder-bushcs, 
waited  till  the  deer  came, 
w  two  antlers  lifted, 
eyes  look  from  the  thicket, 
nostrils  point  to  windward, 
er  came  down  the  pathway, 
vith  leafy  light  and  shadow, 
leart  within  him  fluttered, 
I  like  the  leaves  above  him, 
birch-leaf  palpitated, 
;er  came  down  the  pathway, 
ipon  one  knee  uprising, 
I  aimed  an  arrow  ; 
twig  moved  with  his  motion, 
leaf  was  stirred  or  rustled, 
rary  roebuck  started, 
with  all  his  hoofs  together, 
with  one  foot  uplifted, 
s  if  to  meet  the  arrow  ; 
singing,  fatal  arrow, 
isp  it  buzzed  and  stung  him  I 
le  lay  there  in  the  forest, 
•rd  across  the  river  ; 
timid  heart  no  longer, 
leart  of  Hiawatha 
I  and  shouted  and  exulted, 
re  the  red  deer  homeward, 
x)  and  Nokomis 
is  coming  with  applauses. 
;he  red  deer's  hide  Nokomis 
loak  for  Hiawatha, 
)  red  deer's  flesh  Nokomis 


Made  a  banquet  to  his  honor. 
All  the  village  came  and  feasted. 
All  the  guests  praised  Hiawatha, 
Called  him  Strong-Heart,  Soan-ge-taha  I 
Called  him  Loon-Heart,  Mahn-go-taysee  1 


IV 

HIAWATHA  AND  MUDJEKEEWIS 

Out  of  childhood  into  manhood 
Now  had  grown  my  Hiawatha, 
Skilled  in  all  the  craft  of  hunters. 
Learned  in  all  the  lore  of  old  men. 
In  all  youthful  sports  and  pastimes, 
In  all  manly  arts  and  labors. 

Swift  of  foot  was  Hiawatha  ; 
He  could  shoot  an  arrow  from  him. 
And  run  forward  with  such  fleet ness, 
That  the  arrow  fell  behind  him  I 
Strong  of  arm  was  Hiawatha  ; 
He  could  shoot  ten  arrows  upward. 
Shoot  them  with  such  strength  and  swift* 

ness. 
That  the  tenth  had  left  the  bow-string 
£re  the  first  to  earth  had  fallen  I 

He  had  mittens,  Minjekahwun, 
Mag^c  mittens  made  of  deer-skin  ; 
When  upon  his  hands  he  wore  them, 
He  could  smite  the  rooks  asunder. 
He  could  grind  them  into  powder. 
He  had  moccasins  enchanted. 
Magic  moccasins  of  deer-skin  ; 
When  he  bound  them  round  his  ankles, 
When  upon  his  feet  he  tied  them, 
At  each  stride  a  mile  he  measured  ! 

Much  he  questioned  old  Nokomis 
Of  his  father  Mudjekeewis  ; 
Learned  from  her  the  fatal  secret 
Of  the  beauty  of  his  mother. 
Of  the  falsehood  of  his  father  ; 
And  his  heart  was  hot  within  him, 
Like  a  living  coal  his  heart  was. 

Then  he  said  to  old  Nokomis, 
'*  I  will  go  to  Mudjekeewis, 
See  how  fares  it  with  mv  father, 
At  the  doorways  of  the  West- Wind, 
At  the  portals  of  the  Sunset !  " 

From  his  lodge  went  Hiawatha, 
Dressed  for  travel,  armed  for  hunting  ; 
Dressed  in  deer-skin  shirt  and  leggings. 
Richly  vrrought  with  quills  and  wampum  i 
On  his  head  his  eagle-feathers. 
Round  his  waist  his  belt  of  wampum. 
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III  ht^  haiiil  liiA  Uiw  (if  nuli-wofwi, 

Mruii);  with  »iiii*w*i  uf  tlir  rt'iu«lrrr  ; 

111  liiH  i|iiiviT  tuiki'ii  urruwn, 

Ti|i|M*«l  with  ja^iKT.  winp'ii  with  fcatbrn  ; 

Willi  hm  iiultrii-,  Miiijrkaliwiiii, 

Witb  liih  imH.'raMii<*  fiu-h>iiit«'(l. 

Waruiii^  saul  tlir  oM  Nokiiiiiin, 
**(mi  nut  flirt h,  4>  lli:iw:ith:i  ! 
T»  Wiv  kiii^^imii  of  ih«'  Wc^t  Wiiitl, 
Tu  i\w  ri':iliii«i  t>f  Miiiiji*k«'fwi<t, 
I^Kt  III'  lutriii  Villi  Mitli  liii  tiM^if. 
I^'Ht  III'  kill  voii  wiili  liiH  4*11  nil  ill);  !  ** 

lint  till*  f<•urll'^is  Hiawatha 
II«*<h1(*«1  not  htT  woniaii*'*  warning  ; 
Kor:h  h«*  AtnKlc  iiitii  thf  fon'<>(. 
At  rai'b  utriiU*  a  mile  Im'  iiiruHiin'tl  ; 
Liiriil  ftcriiM'il  tht*  skv  iiImivi'  him. 

m 

l.iiriil  M'eiiifHl  thf  t^artli  Iwiirath  liiin, 
litit  and  cloM'  thf  air  ari>iiii(i  liiiii, 
Killed  with  Miioki*  and  turv  \a}K>r«, 
At  of  hiiriiiii;;  wimmU  and  |ir:iiri«**i, 
Ki>r  hi^  iicarl  wu't  hot  uithiii  liiiii, 
Like  a  Iiiiiil;  fnal  lii^  heart  wan. 

Ni  hi*  ji III rii*\ I'll  Wf*<«tw.ir«i,  wcntwartl, 
I^ft  llif  tlfitt-Ht  dfi'r  Uliiiid  him, 
1^'ft  till*  aiiti*lii|>**  and  Iumiii  ; 
C*rur«M.-il  titf  rii«liiii>*  K^'iiiiali:!, 
l*niM«*d  till-  iiii;;)ity  MiH«i*.«i|i|ti, 
I'a^MHl  tli«'  Mii'iiit:iiTiH  of  ihi-  l'r:iin«>, 
I*;i«k*i'd  tin*  l.iiid  tif  Crnw^  and  ^1ll•■•', 
I'anird  thi'  dw*  I'ltii;'*  <'t  the  Hiarkf«'«*t, 
Caini'  mil**  tin-  Km-kv  Mniiiit.nii^, 
Til  thi-  kin^hifii  ••(  till-  \\«-Ht-Wiud, 
Whi-ii-  ii|H>ii  till-  :;ii«M  '•iiinitiit^ 
^al  thi-  .lilt  >•  ii?   Mini]*  LrfWi^. 
Kill*  r  i>l  till*  wtitd«  **i  hi-.i«>-ii 

Ki!!iil  %»ith  aui-  m:««  Hiiwaiha 
At  llii'  .i«|ii  i-t  lit  hi^  f.itlii-r. 
(hi  llif  .i.r  .lUiiit  hiiii  ii:!illy 
'I'll***  d  .mil  «lri-.iiiitii  hiH  t'luMiiv  tn*«««>% 
(il>  .iii.i  il  Ilk-    •irddii:;  *iiiiiw  hi«  trt  ^m-i, 
(ilmd  iifci-  I^IiWimmLiIi,  tlii>  I'l'iiii't, 
Liki'  till    of  ir  H.tli  tiiTV  trc«H«-« 

W  II*  II  lii-  1-i'iki  I  ii>  III  t«  itli-i. 

>.IM     IlL*    \---irf|    ri'«     <lff    In  tiili     llMII 
III    till'    f  4<   •      •■(     IL  l»    l'*     I. 

>aM  till*  U.iu^'.  i-f  \\  I  t.nii.iK 
tri'iM  til**  jri*>-  r   •••    ,{•  I'i  l-.n-  hiiti 
"  \\.:   ......    •   •  ...d  I...  •■  |li..^%.iM..i. 

'I'll  tl.i    lii.^doiii  i-f  !li'-  \\  i*'-\\  Hid  ! 
I^>ti^  lii\i    I   l<ftii  w.iiti::^'  i'-r  t'lu! 
liiUth  i«  l"ii  |\,  .%]•*    i«  l-iiK  It, 
^  tiulh  SI  tMr\.  .i^t-  1%  fr»i*!^   ; 
Yuu  hrtii^  Im>  k  Ihi   d  \i  «  lii'ii-irtrd. 


YfMi  hrini;  back  mr  Tuuth  of  paiB 
And  the  beautiful  Wrnoiuib  ! 

Many  day^  they  talked  togvthrr, 
Questioned,  li.<iten<*<l,  waitc«i,  aa 
Much  the  iiii|»hty  Mudjekeemia 
liiNuteil  uf  hi»  aiieient  pruveaa, 
Of  bi»  |ierih>u«i  ail%entumt 
Wia  indoiiiiiable  eiiuraj^e^ 
11  in  invuliirrahle  Iwdy. 

Patiently  luit  Hiawatha, 
Kiiitrnin^  to  bin  fnther*!i  iMMstiw  ; 
With  a  liiiiile  he  Aat  and  iinieiwo, 
,  I'tten'd  neither  thn'at  nor  menarv, 
I  N't-ither  wunl  nor  look  lietrared  hii 
I  Hut  hi.'«  heart  wa«  hut  within  hiiB« 
I  Like  a  li%-in);  eoul  hii*  heart  waa. 

Then  he  Maid.  "O  Mudjekecwii, 
,  N  there  ituihiiif;  that  ran  barm  yoa? 
Nothiiii;  that  ymi  an*  afraid  of  ?" 
Ami  the  niii;hty  Mudjekeewia, 
(rniid  ami  t^Ririuun  in  his  bonatiaf, 
AnM%iiTfd,  •tayiii^,  **  'I'here  is  ■»"*^i^ 
:  Nothiiii;  hut  thf  black  mck  roiider. 
Nothing  hut  the  fatal  Wawbrek  !" 

And  lie  hMikefl  at  Hiawatha 
With  a  wi««*  I«Mik  and  beni|piaiil« 
With  a  roil II t«- nance  |iatenial« 
l.<M>keil  with  priile  u|Min  the  braatj 
( if  bi!«  tall  and  ^rifeful  tipire. 
Saying,  "(>  my  Hiawatha  ! 
Ift  thi*n*  ari\  tiling  can  harm  yoa  ? 
Anything  ymi  an'  afraid  of  ?  " 

Ihit  thf  uary  Hiawatha 
I*aii«i*i|  aw  hill-.  'AS  if  uriei  rtain, 
Hi-ld  hi«  |MMr*-.  ao  if  n-^oliiofft 
And  tlifti  aii^wi-rt'd,  *■  Therr  u  aoCkii^ 
Ni  it  hi  Ml;  but  the  bulnith  viu.drr. 
Ntiiliiiii;  but  till-  i;n*at  A|*iikwa  !  ** 

Aiiil  .M  Mudji  kt-f»i«.  ri«inf*, 
Mri-tt  hid  li--^  l..iiid  til  |durk  the  balffVik 
Hiaw.itliai  !:•  d  in  ti-rriir, 
Criid  II.  %»•  II  lii**!  tiihled  tfrnvr, 
**  Ka^o  !  k.i::ii  I  do  tmi  tom-h  it !" 
**  Ah.  kaMi  t  II  *  "  s^iid  Mudjf  keewif, 
**  Nil  imIi-i  d.  I   will  iin!  ti»it-b  it  !** 

1  h*  II  tl.i  \  t.i'.ki  d  I'f  lit  her  inattrii; 
Fir^t  I'f  II   I  •«  iili.k'o  lip'lhi  r». 
}  ir^t  i>f  \\  .1*   Hi.  «d  Ihf  r^^t'Wind, 
(M  tin-  ^iiirli-W  iu>l.  *^linwoitibkftcc» 
(ti  thi-  \<r?ti.  K  ki'iUuiiikka  ; 
llifii  i-t  M.i  ».i:!ii*4  itiotliiT, 
<  tf  !Im    i^-i'it.i  il  WfMionah, 
4M  ht-r  I-irfli  npiiii  the  liira«|iiw, 
Of  hrr  ib-.itli,  .(«  iild  N«ikonii« 
Hail  mii«-iidw>n-il  and  related. 
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e  cried,  '*  O  Mudjekeewis, 
)u  who  killed  Wenonah, 
>  young  life  and  her  beauty, 
e  Lily  of  the  Prairie, 
1  it  beneath  your  footsteps  ; 
ess  it !  you  confess  it ! " 
mighty  Mudjekeewis 
pon  the  wind  his  tresses, 
is  hoary  head  in  anguish, 
[lent  nod  assented, 
tp  started  Hiawatha, 

threatening  look  and  gesture 
land  upon  the  black  rock, 
ital  Wawbeek  laid  it, 
mittens,  Minjekahwun, 
juttin?  crag  asunder, 
d  crushed  it  into  fragments, 
bem  madly  at  his  father, 
>rseful  Mudjekeewis, 
eart  was  hot  within  him, 
ring  coal  his  heart  was. 
B  ruler  of  the  West- Wind 
fragments  backward  from  him, 

breathing  of  his  nostrils, 
tempest  of  his  anger, 
m  back  at  his  assailant ; 
e  bulrush,  the  Apukwa, 
it  with  its  roots  and  fibres 

margin  of  the  meadow, 
ooze  the  giant  bulrush  ; 
I  loud  laughed  Hiawatha  I 
egan  the  deadly  conflict, 
band  among  the  mountains  ; 

eyry  screamed  the  eagle, 

!u,  the  great  war-eagle, 

the  crag^  around  them, 

^  flapped  his  wings  above  them. 

tall  tree  in  the  tempest 

lashed  the  giant  bidrush  ; 
asses  huge  and  heavy 
fell  the  fatal  Wawbeek  ; 
irth  shook  with  the  tumult 
usion  of  the  battle, 
iir  was  full  of  shoutings, 
thunder  of  the  mountains, 
answered,  "  Baim-wawa  ! " 
etreated  Mudjekeewis, 
westward  o'er  the  mountains, 
g  westward  down  the  mountains, 
lole  days  retreated  fighting, 
ued  by  Hiawatha 
oorways  of  the  West-Wind, 
srtals  of  the  Sunset, 
irth's  remotest  border, 
I  to  the  empty  spaces 


Sinks  the  sun,  as  a  flamineo 
Drops  into  her  nest  at  nightfall 
In  the  melancholy  marshes. 

''  Hold  ! "  at  length  cried  Mudjekeewis^ 
''  Hold,  my  son,  my  Hiawatha ! 
'T  is  impossible  to  kill  me. 
For  you  cannot  kill  the  immortal. 
I  have  put  you  to  this  trial. 
But  to  know  and  prove  your  courage  ; 
Now  receive  the  prize  of  valor ! 

'^  60  back  to  your  home  and  people. 
Live  among  them,  toil  among  them. 
Cleanse  the  earth  from  all  that  hanns  it, 
Clear  the  fishing-grounds  and  rivers, 
Slay  all  monsters  and  magicians. 
All  the  Wendigoes,  the  grants, 
All  the  serpents,  the  Kenabeeks, 
As  I  slew  the  Mishe-Mokwa, 
Slew  the  Great  Bear  of  the  mountains. 

"  And  at  last  when  Death  draws  near  you, 
When  the  awful  eyes  of  Pauguk 
Glare  upon  you  in  the  darkness, 
I  will  share  my  kingdom  with  you. 
Ruler  shall  you  be  thenceforward 
Of  the  North  west- Wind,  Keewaydin, 
Of  the  home-wind,  the  Keewaydin." 

Thus  was  fought  that  famous  battle 
In  the  dreadful  days  of  Shah-shah, 
In  the  days  long  since  departed, 
In  the  kingdom  of  the  West-Wind. 
Still  the  hunter  sees  its  traces 
Scattered  far  o'er  hill  and  valley  ; 
Sees  the  giant  bulrush  growing 
By  the  ponds  and  water-courses. 
Sees  the  masses  of  the  Wawbeek 
Lying  still  in  every  valley. 

Homeward  now  went  Hiawatha  ; 
Pleasant  was  the  landscape  round  him. 
Pleasant  was  the  air  above  him, 
For  the  bitterness  of  anger 
Had  departed  wholly  from  him. 
From  his  brain  the  thought  of  vengeance, 
From  his  heart  the  burning  fever. 

Only  once  his  pace  he  slackened, 
Only  once  he  paused  or  halted. 
Paused  to  purchase  heads  of  arrows 
Of  the  ancient  Arrow-maker, 
In  the  land  of  the  Dacotahs, 
Where  the  Falls  of  Minnehaha 
Mash  and  gleam  among  the  oak-trees, 
Laugh  and  leap  into  the  valley. 

There  the  ancient  Arrow-maker 
Made  his  arrow-heads  of  sandstone. 
Arrow-heads  of  chalcedony, 
Arrow-heads  of  flint  and  jasper. 
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Smooibflil  aimI  «bAq»«iiMl  at  thi*  fi) )(«*■, 
Hani  anil  iiulinhisl,  k«-cii  and  rimtly. 

With  Liiu  «lwi*lt  liU  «lark-vvvU  daughtiT, 
Wayward  aw  lUv  MinnrluUja, 
With  hvT  ninudfi  (if  nh^uii*  and  miiiAhiiie, 
Eyea  that  »niilc*d  and  fmwnvd  aJteruate, 
Kcct  aa  ni|»id  as  thi*  rivfr, 
Trrtara  flowing  likt*  thi*  watrr. 
And  a!«  muHiral  a  Un^htrr  : 
And  hi*  nanird  Int  fnmi  thr  river, 
Kruni  the  w:itcT-rill  h«*  naniftl  bi'r, 
Miiiwhuha,  l^fcn)»hiii^  Wuti-r 

Wan  it  thi'n  for  hfuiK  of  arruwa, 
Arrow-hi*ad*  of  t-luilritlimy, 
Arruw-hriui;*  of  Hint  :tnd  ia»|H.*r, 
Tliat  nir  lliuwuthu  lialt«*d 
Id  thi*  land  of  the  Ihit-otahfi? 

Wa^  it  not  to  Mre  th«*  u.aidrn, 
Sr<^  the  fare  of  l^au^hinj;  Wat^T 
IW|»in);  from  ltehin«l  the  I'urtain, 
Hear  the  ni^tlai);  of  lier  );arnii'nt!i 
Kruni  lt«-hind  tU*  wuviui;  curtain, 
Alt  «iii«'  M-f!»  the  Minnelialw 
(ileaniiM;;,  ^Kiurini;  thniiif^h  iIh*  hranclic**, 
A»  Mill*  ht-am  the  l^iiij^hiii^  Wat*'r 
KroNi  iM'hihil  it  A  MT('«'n  of  hranrhfs  ? 

Who  thiill  «»ay  «tiat  thiMi);htH  and  \iMonn 
Kdl  I  he  titTV  hniin*!  of  ymin^  nit  n  ? 
Who  shall  -^ay  i»hat  driMm^  of  U'auty 
Fdle«l  tlie  ht-artof  ||ia%iatha'/ 
All  he  tiild  to  ohl  NokntniN. 
Whfn  h"  reached  thi*  !•■!};«■  at  sunicl, 
W'a%  till'  uiielin^  with  hi«  father, 
Wai  hi»  h;:ht  with   Miidjeki><»i^  ; 
Nt>l  a  «oni  hf  ^aiii  tif  urmw*. 
NuC  a  «unl  of  lAb^hini;  Water. 


\* 


IIIWVATIIA  •-    I  X^IINii 

YfM*  «liall  hear  how  Hiawatha 
I*ra\e«|  ami  fa«ti*«l  in  the  fitr>«*. 
N*it  fur  i;n-.ifi-r  hLnI  m  hniitni;;. 
Ni»t  fi»r  j;r»  ;»tiT  I'r.if!  iii  ti«hiii^. 
Nut  for  Iriiiiipliii  III  tilt*  Uittlr. 
Afiil  r«!iiii«!i  .iiii«iii^  th«*  u:trriiir^, 
liui  fiif  |iri!it  i<f  l\.*   \-"y\*-, 
r«ir  A*\\  ii>t.i.r*'  "^  till-  ii4!."!i* 

Vir-^l  lit    li-iill  jk  l>«iiv  f"r  f  «^ti:i^, 
Riiilt  a  wi^vi.iiii  Ml  !)••    fiir«-*l. 
Ity  tlie  filnnin^  lti);->ra-\\  ati-r. 
Ib  the  Mitlie  ainl  I'leaaant  >|inn|f-Uinr, 
Id  tlie  Mimn  of  I^a«r«  he  luidt  it. 


And,  with  dreaias  aod  viaiooa  oddv, 
S«veD  whole  days  and  Dighta  Iw  ' 

On  the  tint  day  uf  hta  faaliof 
Thmuffh  the  leafy  wuuda  he 
Saw  the  deer  utart  fruiD  the  thrrktt^ 
Saw  thr  rahhit  in  Iiia  liurrow. 
Heard  the  plieaAant,  Dena, 
HeanI  the  M|iiirn*l,  Adjidaumo^ 
Kattlini;  in  hU  hoard  of 
I  Saw  tite  piji^on,  thr  Omrioet 
Build iny;  neHtA  atncMif;  thr  |m 
I  And  in  thK*kfl  thr  wild-piuar,  W 
:  Klyin^  tu  thr  fen-landa  oorthward, 
Whirrinf^.  wailinf;  far  ab»vr  bim. 
••  Maatrr  of  Life  I "  he  cried, 
**  Mu»t  our  liveA  de|irnil  un  tbrar  tkiD||if' 

i  >n  thr  nrit  day  of  hi*  faatiaf 
Ky  the  ri%'er\  hrink  lir  waadrrvd, 
Thmiif^h  the  MuiiktMlay,  tbr 
Saw  the  wild  rice.  Mahuuiniinee, 
Saw  the  hluelMTr\,  Meenah|pa, 
And  the  iitraMlN*rry,  OdahmiDv 
And  the  f^Mf^elirrry,  ShahhomiAa 
And  the  ^ra|>e.vine,  the  liemaliKal* 
TmilinK  n'lT  the  alder-bnuirbra« 
Fillini;  nil  the  air  with  f raffraDcr  I 
••  .Ma«tir  iif  l-ifr  I  "  he  crird,  d 
"  MuAt  our  live«  drprml  un  tbea*  tlH^f* 

On  the  thinl  ilay  of  hi*  factin* 
liy  the  lake  he  !«at  ami  |M»nderMl, 
Ky  the  Ntill,  tran«|iJireDt  water  ; 
Saw  the  stur^von.  Nahnia,  lea|HDf, 
S*atterin>;  dni|iH  like  tieaiU  of 
Saw  the  _\eUiiw  |H-rch,  the  Subwa. 
I. ike  a  MiiiU'ain  in  tlir  watrr. 
Saw  the  pikf.  the  Mankrniifba, 
;  And  tli«-  herring,  <  )kahahwi!iv 
And  till-  >haw^.i»hfr.  the  era 
**  M:i%tir  «>f  l.ifi  !  "  he  crirtl.  d 
"  Mii«t  iMir  li\e«  de|trnd  on  tbeav 

(hi  llif  fiiurth  iia\  of  hi»  fastiag 
In  lii<i  liMlfVf  he  lai  esluui«ted  ; 
From  hi«  i-«»Ui  li  of  Ira^rt  and 
ttaiiiij;  With  li.il!-4i|irn  rtrlula, 
Kull  **i  ^h.tili'w  \  dri*ani«  and  % 
iUi  thr  i|i.-.'\,  «  Mint  null)*  lamlacapty 
Hn  the  t;h  tiiiiiii;  nf  tin-  water, 
On  the  «|i|«  nd«ir  uf  tin-  sUDarL 

And  hf  «a«i  a  yiith  apprtiarbiaff, 
Prr^wil  <n  i;:irtiirntji  };rern  and  reiWv, 
('••luini;  thr«>ii^*h  thi'  |iur]i|r  twilifrbt* 
ThriHi^h  lilt*  «pli-ii«liir  of  thr  auaaff  ; 
iMiMitt  «  ••(  ^n-i*n  Iwnt  oVr  hU  fi 
And  hi«  hair  w^i*  «<*ft  and  jpoUra. 

Stamliii)*  at  the  ii|irn  duurwajf^ 
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ked  at  Hiawatha, 
I  pity  and  compassion 
3d  form  and  features, 
nts  like  the  sighing 
b-VVind  in  the  tree-tojM, 

my  Hiawatha  ! 
ijers  are  heard  in  heaven, 
Y  not  like  the  others  ; 
iter  skill  in  hunting, 
iter  craft  in  fishing, 
tnph  in  the  hattle, 
among  the  warriors, 
it  of  the  people, 
ge  of  the  nations, 
e  Master  of  Life  descending, 

of  man,  Mondamin, 
rn  you  and  instruct  you, 
iggle  and  hy  labor 
lin  what  you  have  prayed  for. 
a  your  bed  of  branches, 
:h,  and  wrestle  with  me  !  " 
1  famine,  Hiawatha 
1  his  bed  of  branches, 
rilight  of  his  wigwam 
le  flush  of  sunset 
rrestled  with  Mondamin  ; 

he  felt  new  courage 
1  his  brain  and  bosom, 
»  and  hope  and  vig^r 
I  every  nerve  and  fibre, 
resiled  there  together 

of  the  sunset, 

re  they  strove  and  struggled, 
1  grew  Hiawatha ; 
cness  fell  around  them, 
on,  the  Shuh-shuh-gah, 
st  among  the  pine-trees, 
>f  lamentation, 
im  of  pain  and  famine, 
•ugh  !      then  said  Mondamin, 
a  Hiawatha, 

rrow,  when  the  sun  sets, 
again  to  try  you." 
shed,  and  was  seen  not ; 
king  as  the  rain  sinks, 
Ing  as  the  mists  rise, 
w  not,  knew  not, 
at  he  had  vanished, 
I  alone  and  fainting, 
sty  lake  below  him, 
ling  stars  above  him. 
3rrow  and  the  next  day, 
in  through  heaven  descending, 
ind  burning  cinder 
;arth  of  the  Great  Spirit, 


Fell  into  the  western  waters. 
Came  Mondamin  for  the  trial. 
For  the  strife  with  Hiawatha  ; 
Came  as  silent  as  the  dew  comes, 
From  the  empty  air  appearing. 
Into  empty  air  returning. 
Taking  shape  when  earth  it  touches, 
But  invisible  to  all  men 
In  its  coming  and  its  going. 

Thrice  they  wrestled  there  together 
In  the  glory  of  the  sunset. 
Till  the  darkness  fell  around  them. 
Till  the  heron,  the  Shuh-shuh-gah, 
From  her  nest  among  the  pine-trees. 
Uttered  her  loud  cry  of  famine. 
And  Mondamin  paused  to  listen. 

Tall  and  beautiful  he  stood  there. 
In  his  g^arments  green  and  yellow  ; 
To  and  fro  his  plumes  above  him 
Waved  and  nodded  with  his  breathing, 
And  the  sweat  of  the  encounter 
Stood  like  drops  of  dew  upon  him. 

And  he  cried,  '*  O  Hiawatha  ! 
Bravely  have  you  wrestled  with  me. 
Thrice  have  wrestled  stoutly  with  me, 
And  the  Master  of  Life,  who  sees  us, 
He  will  give  to  yon  the  triumph  ! " 

Then  he  smiled,  and  said  :   ''  To-morrow 
Is  the  last  day  of  your  conflict. 
Is  the  last  day  of  your  fasting. 
Ton  will  conquer  and  overcome  me  ; 
Make  a  bed  for  me  to  lie  in, 
Where  the  rain  may  fall  upon  me. 
Where  the  sun  may  come  and  warm  me  ; 
Strip  these  g^arments,  green  and  yellow, 
Strip  this  nodding  plumage  from  me. 
Lay  me  in  the  earth,  and  make  it 
Soft  and  loose  and  light  above  me. 

'*  Let  no  hand  disturb  my  slumber, 
Let  no  weed  nor  worm  molest  me. 
Let  not  Kahgahgee,  the  raven. 
Come  to  haunt  me  and  molest  me, 
Only  come  yourself  to  watch  me. 
Till  I  wake,  and  start,  and  quicken. 
Till  I  leap  into  the  sunshine." 

And  thus  saying,  he  departed  ; 
Peacefully  slept  Hiawatha, 
But  he  heard  the  Wawonaissa, 
Heard  the  whippoorwill  complaining. 
Perched  upon  hiiB  lonely  wigwam  ; 
Heard  the  rushing  Sebowisha, 
Heard  the  rivulet  rippling  near  him. 
Talking  to  the  darksome  forest ; 
Heard  the  sighing  of  the  branches. 
As  they  lifted  and  subsided 
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At  tbe  |»aMtii^  Iff  till*  iiixtit-i%iiid, 
Hi'jinl  tki'iii,  SM  iMii*  bi'iAm  iii  ^IuuiInt 
Kar-olT  inuriuiir!*,  tirvjiiiiy  wbt!»iHT!(  : 
IViU'cfiillv  bli'pt  lluiuatlia. 

On  tlu*  iiuirmw  cainc  Nokuiiiui, 
On  tlie  M-\riitli  ilay  <•£  bi.t  f:i.>ling» 
Came  vtith  iiKni  fur  lliawatliu, 
Canii'  iiii|il«»riii^  hihI  U'wiiilin^, 
I^'nt  bi^  liiiiii^fT  fihittilil  iiVri-«iiiii*  bin, 
I^'^t  bi<i  fiiAtiii|;  <»hoiiltl  111*  f.-iial. 

Hut  \iv  ta.«ti-tl  imt,  ami  loiuhiil  uutf 
Only  Miiil  t«i  bvr,  '*  Nuktmii^, 
Wait  until  (lie  i»un  in  M'ttini;. 
Till  tbi*  il.irkiititH  f.ilU  artiiiiiil  im. 
Till  tbt*  lii'nm,  tli«*  Miuli-!ibiili-;;:ih, 
(*r\in);  fmin  tlw  ilfMilati*  inartlifn, 
TrtU  U.1  that  tin*  il.iv  it  i'ihIimI." 

lloiiifwanl  wf«'|iiii;;  wi'iit  Nokumis 
Sorri>t%iii;;  fi»r  lii-r  MiaiAalha, 
Ki*arin);  ifnt  hi.i  ^tri'iii^th  tinuihl  fail  biui, 
f^'tt  lii'«  f.t-«tiii;;  JibiKilil  In*  fatal. 
Ill-  iiitMiiMliiU*  »at  wi'ary  waiting; 
Kiir  the  t-iiMiin^  nf  Mtiiulainin, 
Till  ilif  «|i.kiliiWH,  |Niiiitiii;;  f.i.Htwanl, 
I^'n^thriifil  ii\fr  tii'M  ainl  liirt*<»t. 
Till  ihf  }«iiu  ilru|>|ifil  fr«»in  tbi*  lieareD, 
Kluatiiii;  i*ii  till*  Hati-rt  HrttHanl, 
A«  a  n*il  lt-:if  III  tht'  Aiitiiiiiii 
FalU  aiiil  li<<.it4  ii{Hin  tbi*  Hati-r, 
Falli  .iiiil  «iiik<i  iiilii  il.H  Imkiiiiii. 

Ami  Ulmlil  !  th<*  yiniii;;  Mumlaiuin, 
Witli  hit  tuft  ami  th:iiin;^  tP  «m->. 
With  hit  i;-.iriiiflitt  i;n  ■  11  .iikI  ylhiw, 
Witli  hit  luii^  aii'l  L;hit«v   |ihiiii.i;**', 
>t4HH|  ami  U-fkiiiH-il  at  thf  ilimrHav. 
Aii'l  a«  iMif  in  tliiniU'r  Hulking, 
l'.ih'  :4iiil  ha4::anl.  hut  iitiilaiinti*«i, 
Kriiiii  l\f  w  1^1*4111  1 1  law. It  ha 
Caiiii'  aii>l  %»ri-«tl<-4l  i«itli  Miimlaniiii 

!Ciiu:)>l  .iltiiit  hmi  tptiii  the*  laliiiM*a|H\ 
>ki    I'  •!  I.iri-Ht  ri'*-h-«l  t4Mji-th«-r. 
Ai.il  I.  «    'I  -i.^  hi-.irt  li-a|*«-<l  within  hiiii, 
At  lU'    •!  ir^''-!!  |i-.i|i^  .ili<l  •trujjj'h't 
III  a  :•  f  *■••  ^!>  .tL  .f «  iiii-ohf^ 
l.iLr  .1  r  r>  :  "I  !.:«'  .tru'iinl  I.. in 
Hlari  <1  .1! -1  !*  kTi  •[  !.>■•-  rril  Kiin/on. 

All>l    .1   )•  i:i>ir<  -I    •   iT-^   tffli.i  i(    ••Mtklllj* 

At  !>.«•  I'l'M,'  ii  •■!  (i  ••  11  r I  <»!lt  rt 

>ii  IJi  1  i  %   -I !•■■:.  !!.»•  ;;r«  •  i.»\%artl 
All   ii>  !.•    -■•-<t  1!   i«  tt:i  i. 
I'llilil.;;  «.:li  \  ;<   «.!■!  t  !•  r{  ,•  n, 
I'ali    '.i'l;,;  ».'l.  li.»-  '?r'j/^-i.    ; 
Athi  U  for*-  ii.iii  IriA'Mi'o.  Iiffli*««. 
ljk\  :h'    %'>iirL,  «.;!.  h  i.r  ili^h*  li-llf-il, 
riuix^a^i   ti  :ii,  aiui  [;ariui-nla  Lattrn-tl, 


Uva«l  be  lav  tlivre  iu  tb« 

Aim!  \tctonuu.4  HutwatUa 
Muile  the  ^rave  ua  be  cuiumaadcd. 
>tri|ip«'<l  tbe  f;arnient«  fruiu  Muadavi^ 
^triI»lM■cl  bin  tattered  plumage  fnm  kii^ 
[.Aiu  btm  in  the  earth,  au«l  niadf  il 
Suft  ami  liMifM*  and  ligbl  aliove  hiHi ; 
Ami  the  benm,  the  Shub-«hub-ga^ 
Fnuu  tbe  melanebuly  incjurlaiidtg 
(wave  a  err  of  laiiientaiiun. 
I  (ju\e  A  fry  of  |i;iin  ami  aiigniiili  I 
I       iluniewanl  then  went  lliawalfca 
Tu  tbe  lud^^e  t>f  uhl  Nokoniis, 
Anil  the  M'\rii  «layt  nf  hia  f&«tiB|f 
Wen*  nrei»iii|>li<»hf*4l  aiwl  r«iiii|ilrCc4* 
Hut  tbe  {ilnii*  Via4  not  forpittcD 
Where  he  wn-otled  with  MomlamiB ; 
Nor  forpitten  n«fr  ue};leetrd 
WiLs  till*  i;ra\e  w litre  lay  Mondaani^ 
SltM*|iin;;  til  the  nun  and  nun^biiir. 
When*  hit  vatten'd  iiluineH  and 
FsmIi'iI  ill  thf  ram  niid  siiunliiiw. 

I>av  hv  ilav  did  IliawatUa 
(lo  to  w.iit  ami  wati'h  I)e9»iile  it  ; 
Kept  the  iiark  inould  Mift  above  it. 
Kept  it  eli-aii  fmiii  «<-i-ds  aud  ii 
I)n«\e  a  wax,  with  M*ofT»  ami 
Kah;;ali«^i\  the  kiii^  t»f  raveaa. 
'III!  at  U-nL'tli  a  tiuiiH  i^rrrn  fi 
Fn»iii  tlif  earth  thi>l  ^l*•wly  upwardi 
riieii  aniitlit-r  and  aimtlier, 
Ami  U- ft  ire  tilt  >ii  III  flier  ended 
StiM«l  tlif  fiiai/c  III  all  it<t  lirautT| 
Witii  itt  thiiiin^  r«>lN-t  aUmt  it. 
And  Itt  liifp^.  tttfr.  \f  Ihiw  tnrMea  ; 
And  III  rap:iirt    Hiawatha 

<*rii-d  nl i,  *'  li  It  Monilaniin  ! 

Yi-t.  till-  frii  lid  fff  man,  Mt-miamiB  I' 

I  hi  II  l.i-  •-.til*  li  to  old  Nid 
And  I.i;;'H>.  tii*   );ri-ut  litwtter, 
>|i«>Mii|  I  hi  i:    wl.i  n  till'  ni^ite 
'lolil  lh<  III  I't   ii.t  Wi>lidniUt  «i»itici, 

<  (f  hit  firft*i,i[;:  and  hit  lriutn|i|ia 

<  >l  thit  lit  M   -:t:  til  thr  iiatiohs 

Whn-h  tl.xiilil  \m-  till  If  fi-al  furrver. 
Ami  -1.;!  i.tti  r.  win  n  the  Auluoui 
rii.iiii^ii  til'    l>>i  i:.  L:r>«ii  leatr%  to  jtlB0^ 
\iid  th--   *i>ll  Aim    'ii:r\    kfrnelt 
tif  w  likf  w.iiiipiiiii  h:ini  ami  yrllov, 
'Ilii-ii  till-  r:|>«  III  il  fAr*  l.t'  j^alKrrpd* 
Ntri:')«>l  iKi   w  )thi*rfd  hiitk«  fmoi  off  tktf 
.\%  l-.i-  i-iii-i-  I.  Ill  •inp|»ril  the  wnrttlcft 
(i.i«f  till-  t.r>!   I  I  ati  tif  Mttmlamiai, 
\nd  lliaili-  kii'iuii  iintd  the  |ir««p|# 
,  Tkua  new  ^\ii  at  tbe  liifal  spirit. 
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VI 

lAWATHA'S    FRIENDS 

friends  had  Hiawatha, 
t  from  all  the  others, 
lim  in  closest  union, 
om  he  gave  the  right  hand 
rt,  in  joy  and  sorrow  ; 
the  musician, 
iTj  strong  man,  Kwasind. 
between    them   ran  the    path- 

» 

w  the  grass  upon  it ; 

*ds,  that  utter  falsehoods, 

rs,  mischief-makers, 

^ager  ear  to  listen, 

breed  ill-will  between  them, 

ept  each  other's  counsel, 

I  naked  hearts  together, 

much  and  much  contriving 

ribes  of  men  might  prosper. 

loTed  by  Hiawatha 

eutle  Chibiabos, 

t  of  all  musicians, 

detest  of  all  singers. 

ind  childlike  was  he, 

aan  is,  soft  as  woman, 

.  wand  of  willow, 

a  deer  with  antlers. 

e  sang,  the  village  listened  ; 

Triors  gathered  round  him, 

men  came  to  hear  him  ; 

Irred  their  souls  to  passion, 

elted  them  to  pity. 

e  hollow  reeds  he  fashioned 

uusical  aud  mellow, 

rook,  the  Sebowisha, 

murmur  in  the  woodland, 

rood-birds  ceased  from  singing, 

[uirrel,  Adjidaumo, 

chatter  in  the  oak-tree, 

ibbit,  the  VVabasso, 

t  to  look  and  listen. 

brook,  the  Sebowisha, 

aid,  **  O  Chibiabos, 

waves  to  flow  in  music, 

our  words  in  singing  I  " 

bluebird,  the  Owaissa, 

aid,  "  O  Chibiabos, 

tones  as  wild  and  wayward, 

songs  as  full  of  frenzy  !  " 

5  robin,  the  Opechee, 

id,  «  O  Chibiabos, 


Teach  me  tones  as  sweet  and  tender, 
Teach  me  songs  as  full  of  gladness  ! " 

And  the  whippoorwill,  Wawonaissa, 
Sobbing,  said,  **  O  Chibiabos, 
Teach  me  tones  as  melancholy. 
Teach  me  songs  as  full  of  sadness  !  " 

All  the  many  sounds  of  nature 
Borrowed  sweetness  from  his  singing  ; 
All  the  hearts  of  men  were  softened 
By  the  pathos  of  his  music  ; 
For  he  sang  of  peace  and  freedom. 
Sang  of  beauty,  love,  and  longing  ; 
Sang  of  death,  and  life  undying 
In  the  Islands  of  the  Blessed, 
In  the  kingdom  of  Ponemah, 
In  the  land  of  the  Hereafter. 

Very  dear  to  Hiawatha 
Was  the  gentle  Chibiabos, 
He  the  best  of  all  musicians. 
He  the  sweetest  of  all  singers  ; 
For  his  gentleness  he  loved  him. 
And  the  magic  of  his  singing. 

Dear,  too,  unto  Hiawatha 
Was  the  very  strong  man,  Kwasind, 
He  the  strongest  of  all  mortals. 
He  the  mightiest  among  many  ; 
For  his  very  strength  he  loved  him, 
For  his  strength  allied  to  goodness. 

Idle  in  his  youth  was  Kwasind, 
Very  listless,  dull,  and  dreamy. 
Never  played  with  other  children. 
Never  fished  and  never  hunted. 
Not  like  other  children  was  he  ; 
But  they  saw  that  much  he  fasted, 
Much  his  Manito  entreated. 
Much  besought  his  Guardian  Spirit. 

'*  Lazy  Kwasind  ! ''  said  his  mother, 
"  In  my  work  you  never  help  me  ! 
In  the  Summer  you  are  roaming 
Idly  in  the  fields  and  forests  ; 
In  the  Winter  you  are  cowering 
O'er  the  firebrands  in  the  wigwam  I 
In  the  coldest  days  of  Winter 
I  must  break  the  ice  for  fishing  ; 
With  my  nets  you  never  help  me  I 
At  the  door  my  nets  are  hanging. 
Dripping,  freezing  with  the  water  ; 
Go  and  wring  them,  Yenadizze  I 
Go  and  dry  them  in  the  sunshine  ! " 

Slowly,  from  the  ashes,  Kwasind 
Rose,  but  made  no  angry  answer  ; 
From  the  lodge  went  forth  in  silence^ 
Took  the  nets,  that  hung  together. 
Dripping,  freezing  at  the  doorway ; 
Like  a  wisp  of  straw  he  wrung  them, 
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Like  a  wUp  of  itrmw  be  broke  tbem. 
Could  not  wrin|f  tbcm  without  breaking, 
bach  the  ■tren|(tli  wai  in  hia  flagerm. 

««  Lasy  Kwattiiid  1  "  said  hit  father, 
**  In  thi*  hunt  yuu  never  belli  ine  ; 
ETerv  bow  t«>u  touch  is  brulcen, 
Snapped  aJiundrr  evenr  arrow  ; 
Yet  oome  with  ine  to  the  furt-st. 
You  ihall  brinf^  thr  buntiu);  homeward.** 

Down  a  nam»w  ium  they  wandered, 
Where  a  brooklet  led  them  onward. 
Where  the  trail  of  deer  and  binon 
Marked  the  itoft  mud  on  the  marypn. 
Till  they  found  all  furtlier  pa«H:i^«» 
Shut  agaiiut  them,  burred  securely 
By  the  trunks  of  tn*es  uproote«l, 
Lyinr  lengthwise,  lyiiif;  crtMMwise, 
And  forbidding  further  parage. 

**  We  must  go  back/*  Miiil  the  old  man, 
''O'er  these  I«>g4  we  cannot  elamber  ; 
Not  a  wiKidrhiirk  could  get  through  them, 
Not  a  s«|uirTel  clamber  o  er  them  I  '* 
And  straightway  his  pipe  he  lighted, 
And  Mit  down  to  nmoke  and  ponder. 
Hut  be f Oft*  his  pi|H>  was  tiuifibeil, 
Lti  I  the  path  wa.<«  rl eared  U'ftm*  him  ; 
All  the  trunks  h:ul  Kwx^iuil  lifted. 
To  the  right  haiHl,  tn  the  Irft  hand, 
Sh«it  the  pine*tre«'ii  nwtfi  as  arrtiws, 
Ilurled  the  ivdam  light  n«  l.-iiiei's. 

**  i«aiy  Kwaninil  !**  miiiI  tin-  young  men, 
As  they  spurted  in  thr  iiifadow  : 
**  Why  stand  idly  lituLing  at  us, 
I^eaniiig  on  the  rtwk  U-hin*!  ytm  ? 
Come  and  wrentle  mith  the  others. 
Let  ua  pil«*h  the  ipMut  ti»i;ether  !  " 

1^1  V  Kwa«inil  uude  nn  an«wer. 
To  their  challenge  m.-wle  no  answer. 
Only  rtise,  aiMl  <(lowl\  ttirning, 
Seiunl  tlie  huge  r«M-k  in  lii%  fliigen. 
Tore  It  frtiin  ■(%  ileep  f«iii  mist  ion, 
P«*i«iMi  It  in  the  air  a  inntnent, 
I*it4-hr«l  it  «hfrr  into  the  rirer, 
hhe«-r  inti*  tin'  «%»ift  Taiiwrnting, 
WlM-fi*  it  «t  11  1%  **-rii  in  Sum  me  r. 

()iic«'  a«  ilimn  tli^t  fiiAniiiit;  river, 
lKi«n  the  raphU  nf  l'aiiw»tin^'. 
Kwaaiiiil  KAili-il  Diitli  hi«  i*iiiii|Miiioiu, 
In  the«tre»iii  hi'  «aw  a  U-.-itt-r, 
Saw  Ahiut-i  k,  tltf*  Kiiii;  of  lU-arer«, 
Strut;i;liiig  fiith  tU*'  rn^hiii);  currents, 
Kitini;.  •inkititf  in  thr  walrr 

Without  ■|«*4king.  without  |iausing, 
Kwasiml  lra|iri|  iiit4>  thf  n^er, 
fluogrd  beneath  thr  liubbliiig  surface, 


I 


Through  the  whirlpoob  chnicd  tki 
Followed  him  among  the  iilnntk, 
Stayed  so  long  beneath  tbe  waScfft 
i  That  hia  terrifted  companiooa 
,  Cried,  •«AUs!  good-by to Kwaaad I 
We  shall  never  more  §••  Kwand  I* 
But  he  reappeared  triumphanl, 
-  And  upon  bu  shining sboaUcrt 
I  Hrought  the  bearer,  dead  and 
Brought  tlie  Kinguf  all  tbe  R 

And  these  two,  as  1  have  told 
Were  the  friends  of  Ilia 
Chibiaboa,  the  musician. 
And  the  very  strong  man,  K 
l^ng  they  lived  in  peace  togeClMr« 
S|iake  with  naked  hearta  togetker, 
I'ondoring  much  and  much 
llow  the  tnbea  of  men  nifkft 


VII 
IIIA\VATIIA*S  SAIUNG 


'  ••GiVK  me  of  vour  bark,  O 
Of  vour  Yellow  bark.  O  lUftrb-Uw  ! 
(trowing  by  the  rushing  river. 
Tall  and  stat«>ly  in  the  valley  I 
I  a  light  canoe  will  build  ne. 
Build  a  swift  Cheemaun  for 
Tliat  siwll  float  UDon  tbe  river« 
Like  a  yellow  leaf  in  AutaoWt 
Like  a  yellow  water-lily  I 

"  l«av  asiile  your  cloak,  O 
fjsy  aside  your  «  hite-skin  wrapps^ 
Fur  the  Suiniuer-time  is  coming. 
And  the  sun  i«  warm  in  heaven* 
An<i  yuu  neeil  no  «hite-akin  wrapyi 

'Hiun  aloud  rried  lliawathn 
In  the  solitary  ftirest, 
Bv  the  rushing  Tai|uameiiaw, 
\\  hen  thr  lunU  were  singing  gnyljff 
In  the  MiMiii  of  I^a\ei  were  singi^l 
And  the  «un,  from  sleep  awaking, 
Starte«|  ti|i  .tnil  said.  *•  IWhtild  me  I 

(iherri^,  the  grt>4t  >iin.  bclHlld  BW  ! 

Anil  the  tn*e  with  all  its  bi 
Kuttletl  in  the  lirerieof 
Niving,  with  a  «igh  of  iiatie 
"  Takr  my  rl-ak.  O  lliawatha  !  " 

With  hi*  kiiit'f  the  trre  he  gtldM| 
Just  beneath  it«  lii«ie«t  brancbM^ 
•lust  above  the  nitit*.  he  cut  it. 
Till  the  nap  ranip  laiiing 
I  l>own  the  trunk,  from  tup  to 
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eft  the  bark  asander, 
Mien  wedge  he  raised  it, 
£rom  the  trunk  unbroken, 
e  of  your  boughs,  O  Cedar ! 
ong  and  pliant  branches, 
o  make  more  steady, 
strong  and  firm  beneath  me  I  ** 
the  summit  of  the  Cedar 
ind,  a  cry  of  horror, 
rmur  of  resistance  ; 
pered,  bending  downward, 
boughs,  O  Hiawatha  I  ** 
hewed  the  boughs  of  cedar, 
m  straightway  to  a  frame-work, 
bows   he   formed   and   shaped 

h 

ended  bows  together. 

e  of  your  roots,  O  Tamarack  1 

rous  roots,  O  Larch-tree  ! 

9  bind  together, 

:be  ends  together 

ater  may  not  enter, 

wer  may  not  wet  me  !  " 

Larch,  with  all  its  fibres, 

the  air  of  morning, 

9  forehead  with  its  tassels, 

}De  long  sigh  of  sorrow, 

D  all,  O  Hiawatha  !  *' 

(  earth  he  tore  the  fibres, 

ogb  roots  of  the  Larch-tree, 

ed  the  bark  together, 

osely  to  the  frame-work. 

e  01  your  balm,  O  Fir-tree ! 

isam  and  your  resin, 

the  seams  together 

ater  may  not  enter, 

ver  may  not  wet  me  I " 

Fir-tree,  tall  and  sombre, 

9ugh  all  its  robes  of  darkness, 

i  a  shore  with  pebbles, 

railing,  answered  weeping, 

balm,  O  Hiawatha  I " 

ook  the  tears  of  balsam, 

^sin  of  the  Fir-tree, 

erewith  each  seam  and  fissure, 

crevice  safe  from  water. 

e  of  your  quills,  O  Hedgehog  ! 

ills,  O  Kagh,  the  Hedgehog  ! 

i  a  necklace  of  them, 

lie  for  my  beauty, 

ars  to  deck  her  bosom  I  " 

loUow  tree  the  Hedgehog 

eepy  eyes  looked  at  him, 

Ininfi^  quills,  like  arrows, 

i  a  drowsy  murmur. 


Through  the  tangle  of  his  whiskers, 
«  Take  my  quills,  O  Hiawatha  1 '' 

From  the  ground  the  quills  he  gathered. 
All  the  little  shining  arrows, 
Stained  them  red  and  blue  and  yellow, 
With  the  juice  of  roots  and  berries  ; 
Into  his  canoe  he  wrought  them. 
Round  its  waist  a  shinin^^  girdle. 
Round  its  bows  a  gleanung  necklaee. 
On  its  breast  two  stars  resplendent. 

Thus  the  Birch  Canoe  was  builded 
In  the  valley,  by  the  river. 
In  the  bosom  of  the  forest ; 
And  the  forest's  life  was  in  it, 
All  its  mystery  and  its  magic, 
All  the  lightness  of  the  birch-tree. 
All  the  toughness  of  the  cedar, 
All  the  larch's  supple  sinews  ; 
And  it  floated  on  the  river 
Like  a  yellow  leaf  in  Autumn, 
Like  a  yellow  water-lily. 

PaddQes  none  had  Hiawatha, 
Paddles  none  he  had  or  needed. 
For  his  thoughts  as  paddles  served  him. 
And  his  wishes  served  to  guide  him  ; 
Swift  or  slow  at  will  he  glided, 
Veered  to  right  or  left  at  pleasure. 

Then  he  called  aloud  to  iCwasind, 
To  his  friend,  the  strong  man,  Kwasind, 
Saying,  '*  Help  me  clear  this  river 
Of  its  sunken  logs  and  sand-bars." 

Straight  into  the  river  Kwasind 
Plunged  as  if  he  were  an  otter. 
Dived  as  if  he  were  a  beaver. 
Stood  up  to  his  waist  in  water. 
To  his  arm-pits  in  the  river. 
Swam  and  shouted  in  the  river, 
Tuggred  at  sunken  logs  and  branches, 
With  his  hands  he  scooped  the  sand-bars, 
With  his  feet  the  ooze  and  tangle. 

And  thus  sailed  my  Hiawatha 
Down  the  rushing  Taquamenaw, 
Sailed  through  all  its  bends  and  windings. 
Sailed  through  all  its  deeps  and  shallows. 
While  his  friend,  the  strong  man,  Kwasindi 
Swam  the  deeps,  the  shallows  waded. 

Up  and  down  the  river  went  they, 
In  and  out  among  its  islands, 
Cleared  its  bed  of  root  and  sand-bar. 
Dragged  the  dead  trees  from  its  channel. 
Made  its  passage  safe  and  certain. 
Made  a  pathway  for  the  people. 
From  its  springs  among  the  mountains. 
To  the  waters  of  Pauwating, 
To  the  bay  of  Taquamenaw. 
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VIII 

HI.\WATIIA'>    FISHING 

Forth  U|M»n  thr  (iitrlii*  (iniiirf*, 
Oil  the  •>liiiiiii|;  lii^-.N*ii-\Vat«T» 
With  liiJt  ti!ihiiif;-liii«'  c»f  ffilar, 
Of  till'  tmiikti'ii  iMirk  uf  iviliir, 
Fiirtli  ti»  rat«-li  till-  ^tiir;;i-i»ii  Nuhuia, 
&Ii:th<'-Natiiiitt,  Kiii^  of  Ki>bt-s, 
111  \\i*  biri-k  t'aiHM'  I'&iiltiii); 
All  iiloiii*  Wfiit  lli.ii%'utli:i. 

Tlir«iii;;h  tlir  rlrar.  tniiis|iarrnt  wntiT 
III*  rtiiiM  M-r  thr  ti^ht-n  iiwiiiiliiili;; 
Far  iltiwii  Ml  thi*  ih'|ith<i  U'liiw  him  ; 
N't*  thi'  \i'llow  |HTrh,  till-  ^ahwa, 
Kiki*  a  }ttitiU-aiii  in  thr  i»at«'r, 
N'e  tilt*  >h:iHpi*«h<'i-.  thf  rraw-ti-nb, 
l.iki'  a  >|iiil(-r  I'll  tii«-  litititiin. 
On  ih<-  uhiti'  anil  •^iiiii\  Imttum. 

At  thr  '•ti  rii  !»:it  lli:iua(ha. 
Wiih  III*  ti'oliMi<;-liiii-  nf  i'l-ilar  ; 

In  hi«  |>hiiiii-«  thi-  hrrr/i'  iif  lintrtlilif; 

ria\til  J"  111  llii    hi  iiilm  k  hruiii'hrn  ; 
On  ihi-  htiVio.  ^M'Al  t.i:l  t-n-rti  il, 
^«at  tilt'  •.i|tiiiri  1,  AilJHi:iiinio  ; 

III  hi<*  fill  tilt-  hii  f/i-  Iif  iiinrniii;; 

ri.iyd  a«  ti>  till    |ir:iirii-  ;;r;i«<>i-«. 
( >n  till-  \\\t\U   •'•111  III  till-  iNittmn 

IjIV   ihi*   !li>ll«tf  r   Ml'>hi -Nahlll.l, 

Iji\  thr  '•tiir:;!  ••n.  Kiiii;  i*t  1  i«hi-<*  ; 
Thri'ii^'h  \r.^  'pl-W"  hi'  hli-:tlhr<l  thr  M:itiT. 
With  hi«  t.ii^  hi-  t.i:ilM  li  ni:*\  «:iilii>Miil, 
Wirh  ill*  t.iil   111-  HVit-li!  thi'  ^.tlnl-tliiir. 

I  If  Ft-  h'-  l.i^   Ml  :ill  hi«  :irnii>r  ; 
On  I  I,  )i  Hiih-  .1  »liii-l<i  fii  j^iiai'il  hilii, 
lM.i!i  «  i>f  i>i>iif  ti|ii>ii  hi«  Inn  ht'.nl. 
Onwii  hi«  «:<li-<t  at  li  ti.ii  k  ami  ■>iiii'>Ii|t*r« 
ri.iJi  •  nt  Unii-  i»i'h  •j'.ri  1  |iriii«-itiii;;  ! 
I'.i.iiti  «1  ^t  i«  III'  u.ih  !..<•  H.tr -i-.tiiil*, 
**?TijM  «  •  f  \'  li'«i.  ft  .|,  aii'i  .i/iiff, 

.S|Nit  •   •  t    I'ttiM  ti  .11  •!   ilHrt*  iif   "k.liiif  ; 

Aii<i  )■•    !  i\   I.'  •  r<'  I  !:  !hi-  Ui'.liiin. 
K:iiiiii:  J  %«.'ii  i  -•  l.ii<  iif  |iiir{ili-. 

A«    .i\->^  •     )   :;<.     I  !         %    till  I 

III  I    «  l>iri  '    •   .-    ■«   I   .".III    ».iii.i  ^, 
W  i!!j  ]..•*  :     i..         ■  !••    i»l  I  til  ir 

••   I  i;*.-  II  -.    I   I  :.     .  r..-.l  II.  i«  I'h.i, 
P'l^iii  .:.'■•  ?'.•    il"  j.'i.*  U-:ii   i:)i  ).i'r., 
••  1  iki-  II. V  It.!.  II  *»'ir/.    11.  N.ilini.i! 

(*li|||l-     Hj'    fr-'*!;     Im   '.ilU     •    .1      M    I'l   r, 

I>-t   u*   "!•  •     uh.'  h  !in'    'Tri-l.^tr  ! 

AtmI  h"  ■!•    j  I  ■  'I  li.«  i.ii'    •  (  I  •  .|.ir 
Ilifi'ii^h  :Li?  i-It-.tr,  trAz*«|i  iriMi!  %i.it«*r. 


Wait«tl  vainiv  fur  an  Aiitwrr, 
l^iig  lat  waitinf;  for  an  answer. 
Aim!  rp|watiiif;  loud  and  louder. 
"Take  my  Iwit,  O  KiiiK  of  FialMtl* 

Quirt  lay  tlir  sturgron, 
Fauiiin^  hIuwIv  in  the*  water, 
I«oukin^  ii|i  nt  lliawatlia, 

'  Listeuiii);  tu  hiA  call  and  c 

.  His  ufim'c«*!4Minr  tumult. 
Till  lie  wrarifil  of  (lir  shoutinf  ; 

,  Anil  he  saiil  tu  the  Kt'uuzlia, 
Til  till*  piki*.  till*  MaAkt'noiha* 
**Taki'  th«*  liait  of  thi.i  ruile  frllov, 
lin*ak  th«>  liiif  nf  lliawatlia  !  ** 

III  hit  tiii);fr<»  lliawatlia 
Fi'lt  thf  Unt%f  liiii*  ji-rk  ami  ti|;klen 
A  A  hv  ilri'w  it  in.  it  tii^'i^rd  so 

I  That  till'  hirrh  faii«M'  ktiiud  eadwiM^ 
I.iki'  a  lurrh  Ut)*  in  thi*  watrr, 
Witli  till*  M|uirirl.  AiljiilaiinKH 
iVrt-hfil  Hiiil  fri>kin^i»ii  thr 

Full  tif  Mtiin  «a«  lliawatba 
Whi-ii  hi'  Kiw  thr  ti«>li  riM*  up 
Niw  thf  pikf,  tlM*  M ituki'miuia, 
('niniii^  iirarrr.  iifar«  r  to  him. 
Ami  hf  ^lllilltt  il  thniui^h  tlir 
**  Kou  !  I  «a  !  oliaiiir  u|Min  vuu  I 
Yiiu  an-  hut  thr  |iikf,  Krnoxlia, 
Vuii  an*  nut  tiir  ti.<«h  I  wanted, 
Yiiti  art'  lint  thr  Kiii|;  uf  Fiabrs  I 

Kfiliiii;  iltiwnvtaril  to  the  but 
>aiik  thr  |iikf  in  |;n-at  rllufll•Mli^ 
Ami  thr  iiii^'liti  >tnrp-iin,  Nahm^ 
>ai«l  t«i  I  ;;'.<iMa«h,  thi*  Min-lull, 
Til  liir  hit  .iiii.  uitli  M-ulr^  of  rrii 
*''Iakr  ti.i    h..il  ft  thi«  pr«at 
Htrak  till-  illir  i>f  lliaw.ktlu  !" 

>|iiwl\  ii|iH:iril,  «ia\rrin}«.  ^Irj 
Kii«i'  till-  1  u'  :iit%.i«h.  thr  fkiiu-full, 
>ri;r«l  tl.i    liiM-  i*t  lli.iw.itlia, 
>Hii!i);  lAitii  all  hi«  ««i);ht  tt|iOB  it, 
M  II ir  a  Hi>irl|'iNi|  ill  tlu'  «atrr, 
N\  hirli-il  th>-  hin  h  raiiiN*  in  c'irrW% 
iStMiinl  :ii)il  I  ■•mill  in  ipirylitiK 
'I  ill  till*  i  IK  It  •«  III  thf  watrr 
Krarhi-it  th>  l.ir-ofl  san«i«  lirai- 
Till  t)if  H.itf  '-t'.f^'«  nnti  rii«lM*^ 
NiMhlrfl  nil  ihf  ili«i.iut  mari^iiia. 
Iliit  «)iiii  llMH.-«th.i  !^«  hini 
nImwIv  ri-iiii;  i)iniiiL:h  tlir  water. 
I.iflih:;  n{i  ti:-*  ili^k  r*  fulip'iit, 
1  ••■111  jif  '•li-iiitiil  111  ili'MMitn, 
"  f.«.i  *  r«  I  '   oL.iiiH'  u|Min  you  ! 
Y«Hi  .ir»'  1  :;-i<lw.i«h,  thr  •uihAsI^ 
You  4rf  im:  ttif  litb  I  want«*<l. 
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ot  the  King  of  Fishes  I " 
iownward,  wavering,  gleaming, 
Jgudwash,  the  sun-tisb, 
1  the  sturgeon,  Nahma, 

shout  of  Hiawatha, 

challenge  of  defiance, 

«8sary  tumult, 

ir  across  the  water. 

le  white  sand  of  the  bottom 

e  with  angry  gesture, 

in  each  nerve  and  fibre, 
ill  his  plates  of  armor, 
bright  with  all  his  war-paint  ; 
th  he  darted  upward, 
eaped  into  the  sunshine, 
s  great  jaws,  and  swallowed 
B  and  Hiawatha, 
ito  that  darksome  cavern 
be  headlong  Hiawatha, 
n  some  black  river 
i  plunges  down  the  rapids, 
iself  in  utter  darkness, 
lOut  in  helpless  wonder, 
t  a  great  heart  beating, 
:  in  that  utter  darkness, 
smote  it  in  his  anger, 
ist,  the  heart  of  Nahma, 
lighty  King  of  Fishes 
brough  each  nerve  and  fibre, 

water  gurgle  round  him 
>ed  and  staggered  through  it, 
art,  and  faint  and  weary, 
se  then  did  Hiawatha 
drch-canoe  for  safety, 

out  the  jaws  of  Nahma, 

moil  and  confusion, 

night  be  hurled  and  perish. 

^nirrel,  Adjidaumo, 

id  chattered  very  gfayly, 

1  tugged  with  Hiawatha 

bor  was  completed. 

id  Hiawatha  to  him, 

tie  friend,  the  squirrel, 

ave  you  toiled  to  help  me  ; 

hanks  of  Hiawatha, 

ame  which  now  he  gives  you  ; 

fter  and  forever 

I  call  you  Adjidaumo, 

r  the  boys  shall  call  you  ! " 

un  the  sturgeon,  Nahma, 

id  quivered  in  the  water, 

still,  and  drifted  landward 

ated  on  the  pebbles, 

stening  Hiawatha 

n  grate  upon  the  margin, 


Felt  him  strand  upon  the  pebbles. 
Knew  that  Nahma,  King  of  Fishes, 
Lay  there  dead  upon  the  margin. 

Then  he  heard  a  clang  and  fiapping, 
As  of  many  wings  assembling. 
Heard  a  screaming  and  confusion, 
As  of  birds  of  prey  contending, 
Saw  a  gleam  of  light  above  him. 
Shining  through  the  ribs  of  Nahma, 
Saw  the  glittering  eyes  of  sea-gulls. 
Of  Kayoshk,  the  sea-gulls,  peering. 
Gazing  at  him  through  the  opening, 
Heard  them  saying  to  each  other, 
"  T  is  our  brother,  Hiawatha  I  " 

And  he  shouted  from  below  them, 
Cried  exulting  from  the  caverns  : 
"  O  ye  sea-gulls  t     O  my  brothers  ! 
I  have  slain  the  sturgeon,  Nahma  ; 
Make  the  rifts  a  little  larger. 
With  your  claws  the  openings  widen, 
Set  me  free  from  this  dark  prison. 
And  henceforward  and  forever 
Men  shall  speak  of  your  achievements, 
Calling  you  Kayoshk,  the  sea-gulls. 
Yes,  Kayoshk,  the  Noble  Scratchers  ! " 

And  the  wild  and  clamorous  sea-gulls 
Toiled  with  beak  and  claws  together, 
Made  the  rifts  and  openings  wider 
In  the  mighty  ribs  of  Nahma, 
And  from  peril  and  from  prison, 
From  the  body  of  the  sturgreon. 
From  the  peril  of  the  water. 
They  released  my  Hiawatha. 

He  was  standing  near  his  wigwam, 
On  the  margin  of  the  water. 
And  he  called  to  old  Nokomis, 
Called  and  beckoned  to  Nokomis, 
Pointed  to  the  sturgeon,  Nahma, 
Lying  lifeless  on  the  pebbles. 
With  the  sea-gulls  feeding  on  him. 

"  I  have  slain  the  Mishe-Nahma, 
Slain  the  King  of  Fishes  ! "  said  he  ; 
"  Look  !  the  sea-gulls  feed  upon  him. 
Yes,  my  friends  Kayoshk,  the  sea-gulls  ; 
Drive  them  not  away,  Nokomis, 
They  have  saved  me  from  great  peril 
In  the  body  of  the  sturgeon. 
Wait  until  their  meal  is  ended. 
Till  their  craws  are  full  with  feasting. 
Till  they  homeward  fly,  at  sunset. 
To  their  nests  among  the  marshes  ; 
Then  bring  all  your  pots  and  kettles. 
And  make  oil  for  us  in  Winter." 

And  she  waited  till  the  sun  set, 
Till  the  pallid  moon,  the  Night-sun, 
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Rote  ftbuve  the  tranc|uil  watrr. 
Till  Karonhk,  the  Mtvd  sra-|^lU, 
Fruni  tlieir  banquet  mie  with  clamor, 
Ami  acniM  the  Hrnr  suDM*t 
Willful  thrir  way  to  far-off  iAlaiicU« 
To  tlieir  nests  anion f;  the  nmhet. 

To  hiA  sleep  went  Hiawatha, 
And  Nokomis  to  her  labor. 
Toiling;  patient  in  the  nitionlif^ht. 
Till  the  sun  and  moon  changml  placet, 
Till  the  sk?  waa  rrd  with  sunrise. 
And  KaToshk,  the  huii|;rT  sea-gulls. 
Came  bai-k  from  the  rccdT  islands. 
Clamorous  fur  thrir  morning  banquet. 

Thrt'c  whole  days  and  nights  altemat* 
Old  Nokomis  and  the  sea-gulls 
Stripped  tlie  oily  flesh  of  Nahnia, 
Till  tile  wares  washed  through  the  rtb>bones. 
Till  the  sea-gulls  came  no  liuiger. 
And  ii|Min  the  sands  lay  nothing 
But  the  skeleton  of  Nahwa. 


IX 


IllAWA  I IIA  AM)  1  WW  I'KAKL-FEATIIEK 

On  the  shores  uf  (iitt'lii-  (iuniee, 
Of  the  shilling  Kig-N-a- Water, 
St4MMl  Nokoiius,  the  old  woman, 
I 'i •lilting  with  her  finger  westward, 
4 1'er  the  water  iMiinting  westward. 
To  the  piiqtie  rhtiids  of  sunset. 

Fien-ely  the  rr«l  sun  di'M-iMifling 
Ruriie«l  his  wav  alont:  the  heavens. 
Set  the  sky  1(11  fire  U-himl  him. 
As  war-|iartie«,  mhrn  n'treating. 
Ihim  the  pnirie*  mi  their  war-trail  ; 
Ami  the  mimn,  the  \i);ht-«iin,  eastwani, 
Sudili'iiU  vtartiii;*  fruiii  Iim  aiiihush. 
Fii||ii«if«i  f4*t  thi>%e  hliMMly  fiMitprinta, 
Ki>ll«iwff|  in  tliat  tirrv  wmr-tmil. 
With  It*  glare  u|Miii  Iii«  features. 

And  N*iknini«.  the  uhl  wniiinn, 
Pointini;  «iith  hrr  tiiii:fr  «e«t«r»nl, 
Sp»kr  thc*«t*  i«iinU  t«i  llinwMtha  ' 
••  Yi»iider  dm- IN  \\\t^  K**^-**  I V«rl- Feather, 
Megts««ig«<>ri,  ttit'  .M:iLp<  lan. 
Matiitii  «if  Wraith  and  Wanipiiiu, 
fiiianlr«i  by  hi«  tit-r^  ser|M*nto, 
(■uanlfil  by  the  M.ii  k  piti  h-«i4ter 
You  roil  sre  hia  X\rx\   icflteut^. 
The  Ki-lialiefk.  thr  ^'mit  srqirntS, 
Ctiiliii);,  playing  in  the  «ali-r  ; 
You  ran  se«  the  bla«'k  pitch- water 


Stretching  far  away  beroMl 

To  the  purple  cloudi  of  aanwi  ! 

**  He  it  waa  who  alcw  my  f Afthtr» 
Bv  hia  wicked  wiles  and  caBning^ 
M  ben  he  from  the  mooa 
When  he  came  on  e«rth  to  M«k 
He,  the  mightiest  of  MagictaBa. 
Sends  the  fever  from  the 
Sends  the  pestilential  vapora. 
Sends  the  poisonous  eihaUtio 
Semis  tlie  white  fog  from  the 
Sends  disease  and  death  ■-****g  ■•  I 

**  Take  your  bow,  O  HiawatM, 
Take  your  arrows,  jasper-beaded. 
Take  your  war-elub.  IniggB 
And  your  mittens,  Minjckah 
And  your  bircb-caaue  for  sailim. 
And  the  oil  of  Misbe>NahiiiA« 
So  to  smear  its  sides,  thai  sviftlj 
You  may  |iass  the  black  pitcb-wator; 
Slay  this  merriless  magician. 
Save  the  fMHiple  from  the  ferer 
That  be  breathes  ai*nisa  tbe  fe»-leai^ 
And  avenge  my  father's  marder  I " 

Straightway  then  mv  iliawatktt 
Armed  himself  with  all  bis 
I^uiu'bed  bin  birch-canoe  for 
With  his  palm  its  f^ides  be  patted. 
Said  with  glee,  *'  Cheemaan,  my 
O  my  Bin*h-4*aiKM>  !  leap  forvaid* 
Where  you  see  the  fiery 
Where  you  see  the  black 

Forward  leafieil  Cbeemaiia 
And  the  nolile  Hiawatha 
Sang  his  war-song  wild  and  wvfa^ 
And  aliove  him  tlie  war-eagle« 
T)ie  Keneu,  the  great  war-eagle. 
Master  of  all  fowU  with  featErn^ 
Screamed  and  hurtled  through  the 

Smui  he  rear  bed  tbe  fiery  sei 
Tlie  Kfimlieek.  the  great  serpeal^ 
Lying  huge  U|M>n  the  water, 
S|iarkling,  rippling  in  the  water, 
Lving  etiileil  ornvs  the  pasaafrsw 
With  their  Mating  rrrsts  uplifle^ 
Breathing  fiery  f«igs  and  Tapoce, 
So  that  iHUie  riiiilf]  iiass  berottd 

lint  the  frarle«s  lliawatka 
Crietl  altnid.  and  s|iake  in  this 
'*  I^t  me  pass  my  way,  K 
I^t  me  go  n|Min  iii\  journey  I 
And  they  ansmerrd.  hissing 
With  their  fiery  lireath  m»de 
**  Hack,  gti  Urk  !     ( >  ShaugodaTB  I 
IWk  to  old  Nokomis,  Faint  heattt* 
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LDgry  Hiawatha 
ignty  bow  of  ash-tree, 
rows,  jasper-headed, 
at  amoDg  the  serpents  ; 
ing  of  the  bow-string 
ry  and  a  death-ory, 
Dg  of  an  arrow 
•song  of  Kenabeek. 
in  the  bloody  water, 
the  fiery  serpents, 
hem  Hiawatha 
led,  and  cried  exulting : 
Cbeemaun,  my  dariing ! 
le  black  pitch-water  t " 
ok  the  oU  of  Nahma, 
s  and  sides  anointed, 
m  well  with  oil,  that  swiftly 
ss  the  black  pitch-water, 
ong  he  sailed  upon  it, 
iiat  sluggish  water, 
I  its  mould  of  ages, 
^tting  water-rushes, 
igs  and  leaves  of  lilies, 
iless,  dreary,  dismal, 
be  shimmering  moonlight, 
9*-the-wisps  illumined, 
its  of  dead  men  kindled, 
'J  night-encampments, 
was  white  with  moonlight, 
*  black  with  shadow, 
bim  the  Sugg^ma, 
),  sang  his  war-song, 
flies,  Wah-wah-taysee, 
torches  to  mislead  him  ; 
-frog,  the  Dahinda, 
$ad  into  the  moonlight, 
low  eyes  upon  him, 
tank  beneath  the  surface  ; 
housand  whistles, 
er  all  the  fen-lands, 
n,  the  Shuh-shuh-gah, 
e  reedy  margin, 
)  hero's  coming, 
thus  fared  Hiawatha, 
"ealni  of  Megissogwou, 
and  of  the  rearl-Feather, 
moon  stared  at  him, 
ared  pale  and  haggard, 
nras  hot  behind  bim, 
i  upon  his  shoulders, 
lim  on  the  upland 
the  Shining  Wigwam 
x>  of  Wampum, 
iest  of  Magicians, 
more  Cheemaun  he  patted. 


To  his  biroh-canoe  said,  "  Onward  I " 

And  it  stirred  in  all  its  fiibres. 

And  with  one  great  bound  of  triumph 

Leaped  across  the  water-lilies, 

Leaped  through  tangled  flags  and  rushes. 

And  upon  the  beach  beyond  them 

Dry-shod  landed  Hiawatha. 

Straight  he  took  his  bow  of  ash-tree. 
On  the  sand  one  end  he  rested. 
With  his  knee  he  pressed  the  middle. 
Stretched  the  faithful  bow-string  tighter, 
Took  an  arrow,  jasper-headed. 
Shot  it  at  the  Shining  Wigwam, 
Sent  it  singing  as  a  herald, 
As  a  bearer  of  his  message. 
Of  his  challenge  loud  and  lofty  : 
<*Come    forth    from    your   lodge,  Pearl* 

Feather  I 
Hiawatha  waits  your  coming  ! " 

Straightway  from  the  Shming  Wigwam 
Came  the  mighty  Megissogwou, 
Tall  of  stature,  broad  of  shoulder, 
Dark  and  terrible  in  aspect. 
Clad  from  head  to  foot  m  wampum, 
Armed  with  all  his  warlike  weapons. 
Painted  like  the  sky  of  morning. 
Streaked  with  crimson,  blue,  and  yellow. 
Crested  with  great  eagle-feathers. 
Streaming  upward,  streaming  outward. 

**  Well  1  know  you,  Hiawatha  I  " 
Cried  he  in  a  voice  of  thunder, 
In  a  tone  of  loud  derision. 
"  Hasten  back,  O  Shaugodaya ! 
Hasten  back  among  the  women. 
Back  to  old  Nokomis,  Faint-heart ! 
I  will  slay  you  as  you  stand  there. 
As  of  old  I  slew  her  father  1 " 

But  my  Hiawatha  answered. 
Nothing  daunted,  fearing  nothing  : 
"  Big  words  do  not  smite  like  war-olube. 
Boastful  breath  is  not  a  bow-string. 
Taunts  are  not  so  sharp  as  arrows. 
Deeds  are  better  things  than  words  are. 
Actions  mightier  than  boastings  I  ** 

Then  began  the  greatest  battle 
That  the  sun  had  ever  looked  on. 
That  the  war-birds  ever  witnessed. 
All  a  Summer's  day  it  lasted, 
From  the  sunrise  to  the  sunset ; 
For  the  shafts  of  Hiawatha 
Harmless  hit  the  shirt  of  wampum, 
Harmless  fell  the  blows  he  dealt  it 
With  his  mittens,  Minjekahwun, 
Hapmless  fell  the  heavy  war-club  : 
It  could  dash  the  rocks  asunder. 
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But  it  could  not  liirak  tlii*  iiirtbia 
Of  that  maf^r  i^hirt  *»f  waui|iiiiu. 

Till  at  xutiM't  lliaHaik^, 
Lrauiiiy;  uii  inn  Ihiw  of  :i.'«li-tn*r, 
Woumli'd,  «rar\.  ami  ilf<«|MiiHliiif;, 
AVitli  liift  iiiiKlitjb  Har-\-Iiil*  liniki'ii. 
^'itli  tiiii  iiiittni^  turn  aiut  tattcn-il, 
AihI  thrt'tf  iiM'li'H^  arriiWM  ciiil\, 
I^iiiM-<l  tn  n-^t  lieiii-ath  a  |iiii«'-(rrr. 
Krtmi  «lit>M*  tinmi-hfH  tmili-il  tlii*  iii«ihaca. 
AittI  wbii>t-  tniiik  Hn<4  mati-il  uvrr 
With  the  iK^aii-iiian'!*  MiMva>iii  K*:.tiic*r, 
Witb  till'  fiiii>;u!i  »hiti*  aiiil  \tlluiii. 

Sii(ldi*iily  fmiii  the  Inui^Iii*  alio\«'  liiin 
Sail);  tlir  Mauia,  tin*  w«Micl|M>i-kt:r  : 
**  Ann  vuur  arn •«.<«,  lliawatiia. 
At  tlir  kf*a«t  of  Mi*);i'«M»);Hiiii, 
Strikf  till*  tuft  iif  h.kir  ii|iiiii  i(, 
At  tlu'ir  nHii>  tli**  loiii;  liia«  k  tn'*"-*  <  ; 
llierr  al«>ni*  i*aii  lit*  U>  Mutiniiiil  !  " 

Win^fil  With  fra(hi*r>,  ti|i)H  il  « nh  ja-|:«Tp 
Sttitt  rirw  llia»allia*!i  armw, 
Jii!»t  Ji^  Mf|;i«<»ii]^i%iiii,  «i|titi|iiiifv, 
Kai«H-tl  a  lit-.i\  V  <i|niif  t«i  tlirnvk  it. 
Kull  u|>(in  till*  «T<>\%ii  il  •itrui-k  liiiii, 
At  tin*  r<int*  III  III*  l«»iii;  tr*'*"!*"*. 
AimI  Iff  n*riril  ai.tl  «ta:.'i:i-ri  •!  tur«:ip1, 
l*Iuni;iii);  likf  :i  iftiiiiii«!i-it  liiMiiip 
Yr*,  likt'  i'f/lit  kt  f.  tiji-  l.i««n, 
Wlifii  tlif  oiiiii*  !•«  iiii  liii-  |>r;iirir. 

>%iifti-r  ill  w  ti'i-  <»i'i-ii|iii  :irruw. 
In  tltt*  |i:iliiM.i\  lit   till-  nthi-r. 
iVri-iiit;  ilri  {N-r  tli.in  thf  niln-r, 
Wniiiiiliii^  <ki>n-r  tii.iii  till*  titlii'f  ; 
And  tilt*  knii-<»tif  Mi'ijiHsii'^wiiii 
SliiHik  l.ki'  witnh  niiU  )m-i)i-.i!|i  fiitn, 
l(riit  aiiil  tn  ti.f>li  •!  likt-  thf  ruiln-H. 

Ilut  till  tl  trii  :iiiil  i.i!i  Nt  aritiw 

SHlflrot   tit%%.  .tlMJ    Wiillllilf  il  ^■•n-'tt, 
\ltii  thf  liii;;)i(%    Mi"j;i'.«.ii;;wi«ii 
."*ai(i  till-  lii'r_\  t%t  ^  lit  r.iiiL;iik. 
Saw  till    •■%«■«  i<l    I'l.tth  'jl  i:i    .it  liitii. 
IIi-ar«i  liii  \*t    •    i-ail  III  liii-  'i.iiLiii-«<  ; 
At  t!.'-  fif  t  i-t   Mi.iu.it).  I 
I,if<  li  «->  til  till-  ;:fi.i?  1*1  .irUr*  iiil' r. 

1«M\    ill*-   l),.^']>l.i  >'    <-l    \|  i;;ii  l.i!i^. 

'1  hi  II  t).>    ^-;.kii  In!  H.  .H.itli  I 
Calliil  (<••■  M  tii  I.  fill-  wimm||>i  •  kt-r. 
I-  r<iiii  ii.«  pi  ri  )i  .iir'>>i:i;  tl.i    r  r:iiit-!.i-i 
Of  till    till  l.ii:<  li<'l  1    ]i.iii--I;<  •  , 
And,  iTi  tiiiimr  i>i  I..*  «•  r%  I  >. 
S!Ai(i«*d  m.'U  M.--1  i».    f-iii  i.f  fiuti.in 
Ob  iLr  i.ttlr  lit  jil  i-t   .\!  III.  I 


Kren  to  this  dav  lie  wrar«  it. 
Wean  the  tuft  u(  chmnou  Icathrn, 
An  a  symbol  uf  bi!i  lervice. 

Then  hi*  stripped  tlw  shirt  of  «mm|ias 
Krom  the  bark  uf  M«*f;is»ti(;«uii, 
As  a  trophv  uf  tbi*  battlr. 
At  a  signal  of  bit  roni|iirM|. 
Ou  thi?  short*  hi'  It  ft  tb«'  laidr. 
Half  on  lanil  and  half  in  watrr, 
III  tbi!  sand  bi.«  fi*«*t  wrr  burirti. 
And  bin  faiv  Mktis  in  tin*  «alrr. 
And  abuvr  bini.  «ibrrli*il  aud  rUnofftu 
The  Krncu,  thf  f^rrat  war-ea|;lr. 
Sailing;  n»unil  in  narn>wcr  circles 
ilovenni;  nearer,  uran'r.  nearer. 

From  thf  wi^«niii  lliavratba 
liore  tlie  wfalih  i>f  Mi'f^i.MU'f^woa, 
All  bin  wraith  of  ?ikiii4  «uh1  «aiu|  am. 
Kun  i»f  bis<Mi  aiMl  uf  beaver, 
Kiira  of  Kalile  and  of  ermine, 
\\  aiiipuiii  belt-*  anil  »itrni|;«  and 
(jiiiver^  wnfiif^ht  with  iM'ads  of 
tilliil  Mitb  arniw<i,  •iilvrr-headetl. 

Ilniiirwanl  thfii  be  «:iiUil  eiultlB^ 
lloinewanl  llir«iii);ii  thf  Mark  }>i 
lliiiiii'Harfl  thnm^h  th«*  wrltt-nug 
With  till*  tniphii-H  of  the  Imttle, 
With  a  9»h(»ut  and  <*<>iip  «*f  triunpk. 

On  tlii'  ^hnn*  i»tiH«i  «iM  Nokotbi\ 
On  th*-  *i|iiin'  >t(Nitl  riidiinlNM, 
Ami  (lit*  \iTV  strung  niAii,  k«a*4Bd« 
Waiting  fur  tli«'  hiTn't  rominf*, 
l.istfiiiii;;  to  111!*  ^•ii;:<»  iif  tiiiiuiph. 
And  (III-  |H-ii|ili'  tif  till-  \  illa^e 
Wfltniiif  d  htiii  Hitli  ikKi.;:^  and  i! 
Madr  a  ji«\«iii^  fi-.i^t.  .iihI  sboulrd  : 
*'  lliiiMir  U-  t-i  ll..iM,itl.  I  f 
Mr  l.a-»  «l.tii)  tl.i  v:ri  It  rtar1-Veatbcr« 
>l:iin  titi   iiii;:l.i.'    I  1*1  ^!»pllan•« 
lliiii.  will!  M  lit  ilii-  I.I  r«  ft-\rr, 
N'lit  till   wliiii-  !«■;;  I: mil  the  fen-laa^H 
N-iit  iii'M  ■!««'  aiiil   ill  atii  aiiiunf  us  I 

l.\i-r  ill  iT  til  lliawatliA 
\\  .i.t  till*  iiit-iiii>r%  iif  M-ima  ! 
And  111  tiiki-ii  <>l  li:«  tilt  iii.«hip, 
A«  a  mark  •'!  lii«  n  intii  limntr. 
Ill'  adorn*  il  .iinl  dt  i  ki  d  It*  I*i|k' 
\\  )!li  till- i-r. fulfil  1i:h  •<!   ffalhrrat 
With  tlii    I'lf-l-n-il  rn-*  iif  MsBi^ 
hut   tlir   Wr.iiTli  III    Mt  L'>^^<'i:voO, 
\ll   ill*    lr<i|'l.:<  «  «if  lli<-    |i:itt|f, 
III'   iLl  l>l>-<t    n:?!i    !  i«   |M-ii|iit', 

>harr«l  ttiijii.ui\   .iiiii>ii|;  tlirm. 
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AWATHA'S  WOOING 

le  bow  the  cord  is, 
man  is  woman  ; 
bends  him,  she  obeys  him, 
draws  him,  yet  she  follows  ; 
I  without  the  other  1 " 
youthful  Hiawatha 
himself  and  pondered, 
sxed  by  various  feelings, 
ging,  hoping,  fearing, 
till  of  Minnehaha, 
[y  Laughing  Water, 
of  the  Dacotahs. 
maiden  of  your  people," 
id  the  old  Nokomis  ; 
stward,  g^  not  westward, 
S^r,  whom  we  know  not  I 
ipon  the  hearth-stone 
)r's  homely  daughter, 
irlight  or  the  moonlight 
somest  of  strangers  1  ** 
loading  spake  Nokomis, 
awatha  answered 
"  Dear  old  Nokomis, 
int  is  the  firelight, 
be  starlight  better, 
like  the  moonlight !  " 
hen  said  old  Nokomis  : 
here  an  idle  maiden, 
ere  a  useless  woman, 
:ilful,  feet  unwilling ; 
e  with  nimble  fingers, 
land  that  move  together, 
m  on  willing  errands  !  " 
ins  we  red  Hiawatha  : 
d  of  the  Dacotahs 
rrow-maker's  daughter, 
Laughing  Water, 
t  of  all  the  women. 
•  her  to  your  wigwam, 
in  upon  your  errands, 
irlight,  moonlight,  firelight, 
ight  of  my  people  !  ** 
uading  said  Nokomis  : 
to  my  lodge  a  stranger 
ind  of  the  Dacotahs  ! 
are  the  Dacotahs, 
ere  war  between  us, 
'euds  yet  unforgotten, 
at  ache  and  still  may  open  I  " 
^  answered  Hiawatha : 


«  For  that  reason,  if  no  other. 
Would  I  wed  the  fair  Daootah, 
That  our  tribes  might  be  united. 
That  old  feuds  might  be  forgotten. 
And  old  wounds  be  healed  forever  t " 

Thus  departed  Hiawatha 
To  the  land  of  the  Dacotahs, 
To  the  land  of  handsome  women ; 
Striding  over  moor  and  meadow, 
Through  interminable  forests. 
Through  uninterrupted  silence. 

With  his  moccasins  of  magio, 
At  each  stride  a  mile  he  measured  ; 
Yet  the  way  seemed  long  before  him. 
And  his  heart  outran  his  footsteps  ; 
And  he  journeyed  without  restmg, 
Till  he  heard  the  cataract's  laughter, 
Heard  the  Falls  of  Minnehaha 
Calling  to  him  through  the  silence. 
*'  Pleasant  is  the  sound  1 "  he  murmured* 
"  Pleasant  is  the  voice  that  calls  me  I  " 

On  the  outskirts  of  the  forests, 
'Twixt  the  shadow  and  the  sunsldne, 
Herds  of  fallow  deer  were  feeding. 
But  they  saw  not  Hiawatha  ; 
To  his  bow  he  whispered,  "  Fail  not !  " 
To  his  arrow  whispered,  '*  Swerve  not  I  ** 
Sent  it  singing  on  its  errand. 
To  the  red  heart  of  the  roebuck  ; 
Threw  the  deer  across  his  shoulder, 
And  sped  forward  without  pausing. 

At  the  doorway  of  hU  wigwam 
Sat  the  ancient  Arrow-maker, 
In  the  land  of  the  Dacotahs, 
Making  arrow-heads  of  jasper. 
Arrow-heads  of  chalcedony. 
At  his  side,  in  all  her  beauty. 
Sat  the  lovely  Minnehaha, 
Sat  his  daughter,  Laughing  Water, 
Plaiting  mats  of  flags  and  rushes  ; 
Of  the  past  the  old  man's  thoughts  were, 
And  the  maiden's  of  the  future. 

He  was  thinking,  as  he  sat  there. 
Of  the  days  when  with  such  arrows 
He  had  struck  the  deer  and  bison. 
On  the  Muskoday,  the  meadow  ; 
Shot  the  wild  g^oose,  flying  southward. 
On  the  wine,  the  clamorous  Wawa ; 
Thinking  of  the  great  war-parties. 
How  they  came  to  buy  his  arrows, 
Could  not  fight  without  his  arrows. 
Ah,  no  more  such  noble  warriors 
Could  be  found  on  earth  as  they  were  ! 
Now  the  men  were  all  like  women, 
Only  used  their  tongues  for  weapons  I 
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Mm  wmM  thinking;  of  a  huntrr, 
Krum  another  triU'  aiul  couiitrY, 
YuuDK  aud  tall  and  very  bandauine, 
Wbu  uuc  luuniiiif;,  in  the  >pnn);-time9 
Catnv  to  buy  lit*r  father's  arrown, 
Sat  and  rrttnl  in  th«*  wigwam, 
l^inffrrrd  lon^  about  the  doorwaY» 
Looainf;  back  a«  he  departed. 
She  hail  heanl  her  father  praiM*  hini» 
I'raiar  his  c«*urBf^  and  his  wiMbiui ; 
Would  he  come  aipun  ff>r  arrows 
To  the  Falli  nf  Minnehalia? 
On  the  mat  hrr  lurnds  Uv  idb*. 
And  h«*r  eveK  were  vrrv  dream  v. 

w  •  • 

Throuf^h   ^hetr    thoughts    they   heard   a 
f  outstep. 
Heard  a  runtlin^  in  the  branrhes, 
Ami  with  ghkwini;  cheek  and  forehead. 
With  the  de«'r  u|miu  his  shouldem. 
Suddenly  from  out  the  woudlaiMls 
Hiawatha  nttMid  before  them. 

Straight  the  ancient  Arrow-maker 
I^uokeii  up  fpavely  fn>ni  his  labor, 
I^id  a!«ide  the  untini.Hhed  arn^w, 
Bade  hi  in  enter  at  the  diHirwav, 
Saying,  as  he  nnu*  t<»  meet  him, 
**  Hiawatha,  you  are  welr«iiiii*  !  '* 

At  the  fi*«'t  of  I^auchiiifr  Water 
Hiawnthn  Uiil  bin  bnnlcn, 
Thn'w  tlie  r«-il  ib-t-r  from  bi«  nhiMilders  ; 
Ami  the  tii^iilffi  l«Mik>*d  up  at  biiii, 
I^M*keil  up  fnifii  lii'r  mut  of  ru^lien, 
Saiil  with  ifi'litle  limk  and  art'ent, 
**  Yiiu  an*  wf'lt'tiitir,  Hi.iwatlia  !  *' 

Verv  «p.tcitiu«  wa«  the  wii;waiii, 
Madi'  I  if  deiT-^kiti«  dre<t««Hl  and  whitene<l. 
With  till*  <Mi«U  tif  the  Pat'otahs 
Prawn  ami  p:iiiit«il  on  il«  riirt.-iiiK, 
And  h'l  t.ill  the  iltMirway.  hanlly 
Hiawritli.i  •tiMipfd  til  ••titt*r. 
Hanllv  tiiih'hrtl  hi«  eaf;Ii**fi>.ither« 
A«  lit-  fiiiiTv-d  at  tilt*  il«Mtriii.i\ . 

"1  lii'ii  iipri««'  thf  I^ii'^hiiii;  W.it**r, 
Kniiji  tlit'  ;:riiiiii>l   f.iir  Miniifl.:i)i.i, 
l^iid  a«>il<-  !■•  r  n-  it  iiiitnii«hi'<l. 
Hnmi'lit  ti'f'*i  fi"-l   iTiil  pu-t  U'fun*  them, 
Wjtrr  It«ii^v.!  !»i.  Ill  fnmi  tin-  linMiklet. 
<iJ|lr  thdll   f't-l   ;t|  t-.irtlMll  *•■»**  1%. 
(fstf  tht*iii  ilntiL  iM  (mihiU  iif  ii.i««  wimmI, 
I.i«t<'iifil  wti  !i    tt.<-  ;;'if«t  «  i«  «]Mv:ikiii^, 
I.i«!f-iir-il  «liilf  \,»  r  t-iliti-r  4ii««i*'rrtl, 
H'l!  in't  I'lirf  Jit-r  1. 1'*  •!.§•  iijifiif-t|, 
Ni>(  :i  •in^If  wnrd  %\ir  iittrrr«l 

Yt  «.  A*  111  4  iln-kiii  •l-i*  li«ti*iied 
To  the  wurU*  of  HiawalikA, 


As  he  talked  of  old  Nokomia, 

Who  had  nursett  him  in  hu  childfcnid, 

As  he  told  of  his  eoupaaioiUi 

C'hibiahua,  the  miuiciaii, 

And  the  very  siruni;  man,  KwMia4« 

And  of  happiness  and  plenty 

in  the  land  of  tlie  Ojibways, 

In  the  pleasant  land  and  pcseefaL 

"After  many  years  of  warfaiw. 
Many  years  of  strife  and  blnndsfcrf, 
Tlii*r«  is  }ieace  between  the  Ojibw^B 
Ami  the  tribe  of  the  I>acoUha.'* 
ThuA  continued  Hiawatlia, 
And  then  added,  speaking  slowlTp 
**  That  thiit  fieace  may  last  foiwwr, 
Ami  our  hands  be  claspe<l  mcifv 
And  our  hearts  be  more  united, 
(five  me  as  my  wife  this  maidea, 
Minnehalia,  I^uf^hinf;  Water. 
liveliest  of  l>ai*otali  women  I " 

Anil  the  ancient  Arrow-maktr 
I*aused  a  moment  ere  he  answm^ 
Smoke<l  a  little  while  in  silenee. 
I^ioked  at  Hiawatlw  pmudly, 
Komlly  1« Miked  at  !^u|;hiii)»  Watflr» 
Ami  made  aiuiwer  very  f^velj  : 
**  Yen,  if  Miniieliaha  wmhes  ; 
l^t  your  heart  nfieak.  MinnehalM  I* 

AihI  the  liivrl\  l^au^hinff  Water 
Seeiiieil  iiion'  liiv«'l\  a.«  she  stcwd  fhmtk 
Neither  willing  imr  reluctant. 
As  she  went  til  Huiwatha. 
>«iftlv  ttMik  tilt'  M-at  lie*ide  him. 
While  niii*  sanl,  anil  Mu«lie«i  to  wmx  i^ 
**  I  fiill  f<iU«>w  MMi.  m\  husl«nd  t 

Tlii^  wa«i  IliaMatha's  wouin|f  t 
Thu«  it  w:i«  be  wnn  the  daughter 
( >f  till-  aiii-ifiit  Arniw-iiiaker, 
III  tlif  i.inil  nf  till-  Pa«'^*talu  ! 

Kmiii  till'  wiu'wam  lie  deitarted* 
l^*a<lnit?  will)  I. till  Ijiuj^liini*  Walrr; 
liaiid  III  It.iii'i  llii'^  went  tckgrther. 
'niniUL;li  fill'  wimmILiiuI  ami  the  mttlt^ 
I^'ft  tlii*  I'M  man  Ktaiiilin^  lunrlj 
\t  tlif  tli>«irw.i\  of  lii«  wiifwam. 
Ilf.iril  llie  K.tl!^  nf  Miniielialia 
('aIIiiii:  til  thi'iii  fmiii  till'  di«taBM^ 
t'r^iii^  III  thrill  friiiii  afar  nil, 
"  |-'.«n'  tht-e  wtll.  O  Miiiiirhaha!* 

Ami  ihi-  aiirii-iit  Armw-makvf 

I'liriit  li  :i^*.tiii  until  111*  Irilmr. 
Nit  iliiwii  h\  hit  ^iiiiit\  iliMirwaT 
Mtirmur-.ii;;  t«i  hiinit'lf,  and  aaviBgi 
"  I'bm  It  i<  iMir  iiaii^'htert  leave  Mb 
Those  wc  lute,  ami  thuar  who  love  WB* 
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ij  have  learned  to  help  us, 
old  and  lean  upon  them, 
h  with  flaunting  feathers, 
$  of  reeds,  a  stranger 
ng  through  the  village, 
le  fairest  maiden, 
ws  where  he  leads  her, 
lings  for  the  stranger  I  " 
ui  the  journey  homeward, 
minahle  forests, 
,  over  mountain, 
11,  and  hollow, 
ed  to  Hiawatha, 
journeyed  very  slowly, 
ice  he  checked  and  slackened 
>f  Laughing  Water, 
and  rushing  rivers 
e  bore  the  maiden  ; 
ght  her  as  a  feather, 
upon  his  head-gear  ; 
ingled  pathway  for  her, 
e  swaying  branches, 
t  a  lodg^  of  branches, 
th  boughs  of  hemlock, 
'ore  the  doorway 
cones  of  the  pine-tree, 
celling  winds  went  with  them, 
lows,  through  the  forest ; 
3f  night  looked  at  them, 
I  sleepless  eyes  their  slumber; 
>ush  in  the  oak-tree 
[uirrel,  Adjidaumo, 
I  eager  eves  the  lovers  ; 
it,  the  Wabasso, 
om  the  path  before  them, 
ing  from  his  burrow, 
1  his  haunches, 
1  curious  eyes  the  lovers, 
as  the  journey  homeward  ! 
sang  loud  and  sweetly 
)iness  and  heart 's-ease  ; 
bird,  the  Owaissa, 
foiiy  Hiawatha, 
a,  wife  to  love  you  !  ** 
n,  the  Opechee, 
^ou,  Laughing  Water, 
a  noble  husband  !  " 
ky  the  sun  benignant 
them  through  the  branches, 
m,  "  O  my  children, 
ine,  hate  is  shadow, 
;red  shade  and  sunshine, 
O  Hiawatha  ! " 
ky  the  moon  looked  at  them, 
,ge  with  mystic  splendors, 


Whispered  to  them,  ''  O  my  children, 
Day  is  restless,  night  is  quiet, 
M^^  imperious,  woman  feeble  ; 
Half  is  mine,  although  I  follow  ; 
Rale  by  patience,  Laughing  Water !  '* 

Thus  it  was  they  journeyed  homeward  ; 
Thus  it  was  that  Hiawatha 
To  the  lodge  of  old  Nokomis 
Brought  the  moonlight,  starlight,  fireligbti 
Brought  the  sunshine  of  his  people, 
Minnehaha,  Laughing  Water, 
Handsomest  of  all  the  women 
In  the  land  of  the  Dacotahs, 
In  the  land  of  handsome  women. 


XI 

HIAWATHA'S    WEDDING-FEAST 

You  shall  hear  how  Pau-Puk-Keewis, 
How  the  handsome  Yenadizze 
Danced  at  Hiawatha's  wedding  ; 
How  the  gentle  Chibiabos, 
He  the  sweetest  of  musicians. 
Sang  his  songs  of  love  and  longing  ; 
How  lagoo,  the  great  boaster, 
He  the  marvellous  story-teller. 
Told  his  tales  of  strange  adventure, 
That  the  feast  might  be  more  joyous. 
That  the  time  might  pass  more  gayly» 
And  the  guests  be  more  contented. 

Sumptuous  was  the  feast  Nokomis 
Made  at  Hiawatha's  wedding  ; 
All  the  bowls  were  made  of  oass-wood, 
White  and  polished  very  smoothly. 
All  the  spoons  of  horn  of  bison, 
Black  and  polished  very  smoothly. 

She  had  sent  through  all  the  village 
Messengers  with  wands  of  willow, 
As  a  sign  of  invitation. 
As  a  token  of  the  feasting  ; 
And  the  wedding  guests  assembled, 
Clad  in  all  their  richest  raiment. 
Robes  of  fur  and  belts  of  wampum. 
Splendid  with  their  paint  and  plumage. 
Beautiful  with  beads  and  tassels. 

First  they  ate  the  sturgeon,  Nahma, 
And  the  pike,  the  Maskenozha, 
Caught  and  cooked  by  old  Nokomis  ; 
Then  on  pemican  they  feasted, 
Pemican  and  buffalo  marrow. 
Haunch  of  deer  and  hump  of  bison. 
Yellow  cakes  of  the  Mondamin, 
And  the  wild  rice  of  the  river. 
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Hut  till*  f^nu'iiiiiH  lliuwBih:!, 
Ami  till*  lo\rlv  i^u^hiiiff  \Viitt*r, 
And  thr  can- 1 ul  olil  N(iiiiiiiii.s 
Tiuit<*<l  nut  the  fuud  Ik* fun*  them, 

Olllv  WHitfll  till  tlw  othlTN, 

Ouly  MTvcil  thfir  );tii'iit<i  in  !iil«*nc^. 

Ami  whru  all  thf  |pii'iit«  luul  tininltrcl, 
Old  Nukoniu,  bn^k  and  btmy, 
Kntin  an  ample  |>tiufli  cif  titttT, 
FilU'il  the  r«-«l-*itiine  |ii|M'^  f*ir  Miiokinj* 
With  tiilKki'fii  fn»ni  thr  SNnitli-land, 
Mi\i-il  with  lurk  tif  thr  reil  willtiw, 
Ami  with  hrrb^  ami  leaves  of  fragrance. 

Then  >\ic  Katil,  "H  |*au-l'iik*Kee«ijip 
Danrr  f«ir  u^  yi*ur  iiirrry  il.iu*'i'H, 
I)aUi*e  the  IWvTicarVt  l>ani-r  t(»  plraMr  11% 
Tliat  thr  fi-a^t  hiuy  In*  iiiun*  juyoiiii, 
That  the  time  may  |kix<«  num'  i^yly. 
Ami  our  ^ir^ts  U'  nion*  r*in(rht«-(l  !  '* 

Thrn  thr  h.uuNoiiit*  rau-l*uk-Kerwi!i, 
lie  thr  iillr  Yenadizzr, 
He  thr  luerrv  mi.M*h it- f -maker. 
Whom  tin'  |M>ople  ralli-il  the  Storm- Kool, 
KoM*  'iniiiiii;  thr  )^i«->ts  a^^nibled. 

>killi-d  w:tH  hr  III  ^iMirt-*  aiiil  pastime*. 
In  the  Mii-rry  daiu-**  of  .oiioM-^kliiH-!*, 
In  the  play  of  iiiioit<i  aiiil  lult-plu)  ; 
Skillr«l  w:i^  he  in  i;anii'«  I'f  ha/;inl. 
In  all  fiT^iiir^  of  itkill  aiiil  h.i/ard. 
I*'.i^:i>aiti!*.  thr  liiiwl  .tiiil  CiHintt-r*. 
Kiiiita<»S(Mi.  the  (i.kmr  of  IMum-itoneA. 
Thi»ii|;h    thr    warrior*   eallr«|     him    Faiut- 

llenrt. 
Calle<|  him  mwanl.  Shani^Hlaya. 
Idlrr.  {^.illlblrr.  Yrn;iill/2r. 
Kittir  hft'ilfil  hr  thrir  jr<ttin^. 
I.ittlf  i-.m-*!  hi*  for  thrir  in^niltft. 
Fur  till'  wonirn  anil  thr  m.tiilrn« 
l««i\i*«l  ihr  h.ini|Miinr  I'.iii.rnk  Ki*ewU. 

H*'  m-jL*  i|rt'4M*<l  ill  •ihirt  nf  iliM*<ikiii, 
Whitr  uiiil  •iiift.  ami  friii^nl  with  rtniinr. 
All  iiiwr*'ii^*lii  With  U-aiU  <>f  wainpiiiii  ; 
llr  «:i«  iiri*«<»fil  in  ili-rr-«kin  ief^^^n^^, 
Frwi];!  •]  with  lii-cl^i-iitMj  i|uil!«  and  rrniinr. 
And  in  111!"  •  .|o;ii«  iif  luifk-Hkiii. 
I  link  Willi  iiiiiiU  ;iii<l  |wMil«  fii))ir<ii(li'r«-d- 

<  *ii  l.i«  111- i<l  ui  r*    |>liiMii-«  ■•f  •w^ii'i  dt»vin, 

<  hi  1.*  \f  ••)"  wi  ri-  t.i.I*  *«f  f«iii"%. 
In  ••Mi-  t.  iii-l  .1  !.iii  ••(  ti  tt'i'TH, 
Aii>i  I  pj"    ■■»  I'  i'»  th«"  "tli'-r 

|lirr>il  «j'l.  ^*ri  iL-*  ••(  rt  •!  :iiiit  Xfllow, 
S!r»  ik*  -if  '•Im    .tii'i  '-r-.;!!!  « •  riii.l.<in» 

>hti!if    ',\.f    i\ f     1'  tH-  I'llk'  Ki  •-«• !«. 

}  r>>i.>  )  ■>  fofi  ;.•-  Ill  i»\\  )u^  tri  «of«, 
hnii«>!li,   iiiil  pir!!-'!  liki    .1  H><nt.iii'ft, 


ShiniD);  brii^ht  with  oil,  mad  pUitcd, 
Huni;  with  braids  of  M^entrd  gff«a«. 
As  amoDf;  the  pienta  aaaembM, 
Tu  the  suuml  uf  Hutea  and  nn^pa^ 
Tu  the  Mill  lid  «if  drums  mad  toioh^ 
KiMe  the  hamliiume  i'au-Puk-KflCvii^ 
Ami  bej^au  his  iiiv.Htic  danm. 

First  he  daiicefi  a  sulemn 
Very  slow  in  step  and  grstarait 
In  and  uut  aiimni^  th^  pine-ti««% 
Thruuf^h  the  nIumIows  and  the 
Tr«*adiii^  s«iftly  like  a  panther. 
Then  more  swiftly  and  still  iviftn; 
Whirling,  sptnniii):  ruuud  in  cirelt^ 
I^'apiiif*  oVr  the  f^iiests  aasemblad^ 
F.iiil\iii{*  roumi  ami  ruund  the  ■!■■■■. 
Till  thr  leaves  went  whirling  with  kn^ 
Till  the  dust  and  wind  t<i|^tber 
Swrpt  in  eildirit  round  about  hia. 

Then  aloii^  the  sandy  marpB 
Of  thr  lake,  the  Bif^-Sea- Water, 
( >n  he  siM'd  with  f n'nzied  ^fnlurtm^ 
StainiMMi  u|Min  the  sand,  and  loMcd  il 
Wildly  in  thr  air  around  him  ; 
Till  the  wind  U'came  a  whirlvindt 
Till  the  sand  wa.4  blown  and  aaftod 
I.ikr  jn^at  ftnuwdrifts  oVr  the 
llrapiu);  all  the  shores  with 
Sand  llilU  of  the  Napiw  Wndjool 

ThiiM  thr  iiif  rry  l*au-l'uk-Keewii 
I>aiii*ed  his  lie);^ar*s  Dance  to  pbaM  i 
And,  rr turning.  s:it  down  lanKninr 
'Ilirr^*  anion);  thr  ^iirsts  aasemblai^ 
Sat  and  f.innrd  luiiiM-lf  serrnelj 
With  hin  Tin  of  turkry-feathen^ 

Thrn  tliry  Mini  to  I'hibiabot, 
To  thr  frifiifl  i>f  Hiawatha, 
To  thr  <»wi-t'tr»t  of  all  sinj^n, 
T*i  till-  iM-ot  of  all  iiiuiirians, 
*'  Sii.^  ti»  u«.  t  >  (  hihiaUai  ! 
St'M:;''*  of  l«*^r  :iiiil  vtny^x  uf  |iWI|Pt. 
That  tin-  friist  II.. ly  lir  iiiore  joyoMb 
That  tlii-  tiiiii'  iii.iy  |tass  mure  iCBvlji 
Ami  oiir  piit-^tv  N*  iiiotr  ruotenlvdi 

AihI  thr  •;ttitlr  ChibiaU* 
Sitni;  III  :ii  •-•  ii(h  M»rrt  aiid  tender, 
S.ini;  III  t>>iii'«  nf  tlrt  p  eiiHition, 
Sti|ii;'«  i*f  \"\**  :iiiil  «ioii^  uf  ItNlpiy  • 
I^Mikili;;  Ht.ll  .it   lliiwutlia, 
I^Hikiii.'  .1*.  f  iir  l^iiii^hini;  Water, 
>.iii<^  111-  «.<t*i\,  *-.tii;;  III  thi«  wise: 

*Miiii\t:k\  '      \w.ikr.  U'litred  I 
ThiMi  !)if  wiM-tliiwi-r  «>f  the  forail 
lip  Ml  tii«*  w.jil-lnrtl  of  the  ntmiriel 
Thou  with  r\i-»  «o  »<ilt  and  fnnn  iih  1 
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.  only  lookest  at  me, 
r,  I  am  happy, 
s  of  the  prairie, 

feel  the  dew  upon  them  ! 
thy  hreath  is  as  the  fragrance 
l-nowers  in  the  morning, 
igrance  is  at  evening, 
in  when  leaves  are  fidling. 
ot  all  the  hlood  within  me 
let  thee,  leap  to  meet  thee, 
ngs  to  meet  the  sunshine, 
n  when  nights  are  brightest  ? 
Y  !  my  heart  sings  to  thee, 
ioy  when  thou  art  near  me. 
Ling,  singing  branches 
sant  Moon  of  Strawberries  I 
thou  art  not  pleased,  beloved, 
eart  is  sad  and  darkened, 
ing  river  darkens 
:louds  drop  shadows  on  it ! 
thou  smilest,  my  beloved, 
roubled  heart  is  brightened, 
line  gleam  the  ripples 
>ld  wind  makes  in  rivers, 
the  earth,  and  smile  the  waters, 
loudless  skies  above  us, 
the  way  of  smiling 

art  no  longer  near  me  I 
If,  myself  I  behold  me  I 
y  beating  heart,  behold  me  I 
awake,  beloved ! 
iwake,  beloved  !  ** 

gentle  Chibiabos 
•ng  of  love  and  longing  ; 
,  the  great  boaster, 
rvellous  story-teller, 
nd  of  old  Nokomis, 
the  sweet  musician, 
the  applause  they  grave  him, 
the  eyes  around  him, 
their  looks  and  gestures, 
edding  guests  assembled 
hear  his  pleasant  stories, 
surable  falsehoods. 
Lstful  was  lagoo  ; 
d  he  an  adventure 
f  had  met  a  greater  ; 
deed  of  daring 
f  had  done  a  bolder  ; 

marvellous  story 

f  could  tell  a  stranger. 

ou  listen  to  his  boasting, 

I  only  give  him  credence, 

tr  shot  an  arrow 

:  and  high  as  he  had  ; 


Ever  caught  so  many  fishes. 
Ever  killed  so  many  reindeer. 
Ever  trapped  so  many  beaver  I 

None  could  run  so  fast  as  he  oould* 
None  could  dive  so  deep  as  he  could. 
None  could  swim  so  far  as  he  could  ; 
None  had  made  so  many  journeys, 
None  had  seen  so  many  wonders. 
As  this  wonderful  lagoo. 
As  this  marvellous  story-teller ! 

Thus  his  name  became  a  by-wozd 
And  a  jest  amone  the  people  ; 
And  whene'er  a  boastful  hunter 
Praised  his  own  address  too  highly. 
Or  a  warrior,  home  returning. 
Talked  too  much  of  his  achievements. 
All  his  hearers  cried,  '*  lagoo ! 
Here 's  lagoo  come  among  us ! " 

He  it  was  who  carved  the  cradle 
Of  the  little  Hiawatha, 
Carved  its  framework  out  of  linden. 
Bound  it  strong  with  reindeer  sinews ; 
He  it  was  who  taus^ht  him  later 
How  to  make  his  tows  and  arrows, 
How  to  make  the  bows  of  ash-tree. 
And  the  arrows  of  the  oak-tree. 
So  among  the  guests  assembled 
At  my  Hiawatha's  wedding 
Sat  lagoo,  old  and  ugly, 
Sat  the  marvellous  story-teller. 

And  they  said,  '*  O  good  lagoo^ 
Tell  us  now  a  tale  of  wonder. 
Tell  us  of  some  strange  adventure, 
That  the  feast  may  be  more  joyous, 
That  the  time  may  pass  more  gayly. 
And  our  guests  be  more  contented  I " 

And  lagoo  answered  straightway, 
**  Tou  shall  hear  a  tale  of  wonder, 
You  shall  hear  the  strange  adventures 
Of  Osseo,  the  Magician, 
From  the  Evening  Star  descended." 


XII 

THE  SON  OF  THE  EVENING  STAR 

Can  it  be  the  sun  descending 
0*er  the  level  plain  of  water  ? 
Or  the  Red  Swan  floating,  flying, 
Wounded  by  the  magic  arrow, 
Staining  all  the  waves  with  crimson, 
With  the  crimson  of  its  life-blood. 
Filling  all  the  air  with  splendor. 
With  the  splendor  of  its  plumage  ? 


MO 
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Yrt ;  it  U  ttie  bud  deftcrmling. 
Sinking  down  into  the  water  ; 
All  tbr  aky  in  ■taini^d  with  purple. 
All  the  water  tluithiNl  with  criiuion  1 
No  ;  it  it  the  lt«M|  Swan  rioating, 
living  down  lieneath  the  water  ; 
To  the  »kj  iu  wingK  are  lifted. 
With  ttj  IiUmhI  tlio  wavf  a  an*  reddened  ! 

(Ker  it  till*  Star  of  Kvirning 
MfltA  and  trrnibl«*ii  through  the  purple, 
1 1  align  ■UApt-ndi'il  in  the  twilight. 
No  ;  it  IB  a  brad  of  wampum 
()n  the  roln'!»  of  the  (irtrat  Spirit 
At  III*  |kaMM-»  thnnigh  thi*  twilight, 
\Valk»  iu  !»tlrner  thrtMigh  the  lieavena. 

lliia  with  ji»v  lM-hi*ld  lagoo 
Auil  he  »ai<l  in  haftte  :  **  iWhold  it ! 
See  the  MU'rt>«i  Star  «if  Kvening  I 
You  tthall  hi'ur  a  tali*  uf  wonder. 
Ilfar  the  »tnrv  of  <Um'(i, 

a 

i^u  of  the  K\rning  Star.  <)!t.«e«i ! 

**  i  )n(*e.  iu  «lav4  no  more  reuieuibered, 
Al^-4  iifurtT  the  U'ginutng, 
WImmi  thi«  hfuviMia  Wfre  i'liiser  to  us. 
Ami  till*  (iihIi  wrre  mon*  fiimiliar, 
In  tin*  North-land  li%i-«l  a  hiintrr. 
With  ti*n  young  and  cfniifly  dangbten. 
Tall  and  lithi*  h»  wandit  uf  will«»w  ; 
Only  OnffMH**-,  thi*  _\oiingr<»t, 
Shf  thr  wilful  ami  thi-  wayward, 
Shr  tlu*  ^ilfut.  dn*.-iiii\  maiden. 
WaA  th«*  fain*^t  lif  thr  fcifitm. 

**  All  tlii'M*  wiiiiii'M  marrird  warriors, 
Marriril  bravr  ami  lianghty  busliandB  ; 
<  •nly  <  •werni'i'.  thi*  yoiingrnt, 
Ijaaghrd  and  tltuitril  all  ht-r  loren. 
All  hi'r  }oiitii;  and  haiiilMinie  suitort. 
Ami  thrn  marrwil  uM  <  Kmmi, 
i  Hi|  (  K«c(i.  |MHir  aii(l  ugly, 
Urtikrii  with  ai;r  ami  wrak  with  roughing, 
AIwa% «  t'Mii^btHi;  likt*  a  «<{iiirri-l. 

**  All,  l-ii!  U-:iti(ifiil  within  him 
Wj*  th«'  *!i«r;t  i»f  <  >*MMi. 
Fr>*iii  t\f'  I  \>  iiiii^;  >t  ir  ilr^-rnd«*<l. 
Star  *'i  l.v«  Mfi^',  *»!.ir  nf  Wimnn, 
St.ir  i>f  tiiiiii  rr.i  h«  aiifl  |«i%«iiiii  ! 
.\ll  it«  tir*-  w  i«  ill  111*  l-^tHiiiii, 
AH  it4  In  .iii!\  III  li>  «}>ir:t. 
All  il4  iii% '''»  r\  III  l.:>  Im  nil*. 
All  lt«  «|i!t-|iil<<r  i:.  }.:■*  l.iiiL'iiaCf  t 

"   \i»'l  hi-r  !■■*•  r*.  tl.i- ri-»t .  t«»l» 
ll4mU<iiii«-  II. ill  w.'li  UI;«  !•(  w.iii.]iuiii, 
llaiiil«iiiiir  iiK-ii  H  ;li  punt  ami  fi-alhrrs, 
l*i>iit!i  •!  .it  lii-r  III  ill  ri«ti>n. 
KuUuwcd  hiT  Willi  ji  it  aud  laughter. 


But  ahe  said  :  '  I  care  not  for  yov. 
Care  nut  for  your  belts  of 


Care  not  fur  your  paiot  and  fcatWii^ 
Care  not  for  vour  lests  i 


jests  and  bngliltf ; 

I  am  happy  with  Oaseo  !  * 

**  Once  to  souie  great  feast  invite^ 
Through  the  damp  and  dnsk  ai  emM 
Walked  together  the  ten  sistera. 
Walked  ti>gftbpr  with  their  baebaaii } 
Slowly  followed  old  Osieo, 
With  fair  <  Iweenee  lietide  bsm  ; 
All  the  otben  chatted  gayly. 
These  two  only  walked  in  silenea. 

*'  At  the  western  sky  Osseo 
Ciazed  inti-nt,  as  if  imploring. 
Often  stop|N-<i  and  gazed  imploriay 
At  the  trembling  Star  uf  Kvcnin|^ 
At  tlie  tendrr  Star  of  Woman  ; 
Aim!  th«*y  hranl  him  murmur  aoltlyp 

*  Ah,  fhotraiu  nrmeshin,  A'oM  / 
Pity,  jiity  me.  my  father  ! ' 

**  *  Listen  !  *  said  the  eldest  aislert 

*  He  is  praying  to  bis  father  ! 
Wtut  a  pity  tlwt  the  old  man 

I  hies  not  stumble  in  tlie  pathway, 
I>oes  ni»t  hn-ak  hiii  nn'k  by  falli^t' 
Anil  thry  lanirheii  till  all  the  foral 
Kang  with  thrir  unseemly  laagkter. 

**On  th«-tr  pathway  throogb  tkt 
lainU 
Ijiy  an  lak.  by  utorms  nprootcfl, 
Ijiy  the  gnat  trunk  of  an 
Hiirii'd  half  in  b-ares  and  m< 
Mouldering,  rninibhng.  huge 
Ami  (hiMMP.  whrn  he  saw  it« 
(■ave  a  sliiuit,  a  cry  of  anguish, 
Iii-a|M'd  into  it.n  \ awning  eaYcm, 
At  oni'  mil  wnit  in  an  old  man, 
Wafttiil.  wriiiklrd.  old,  and  ngly  ; 
Knnn  thi-  ntbi-r  rame  a  young  mai 
Tall  ami  «trai^ht  and  »tningand 

" 'rhii»  i Kmii  wai  tran»Agnred, 
T)iu«  rrHtiind  to  vuuth  awTbeanty  } 
lint,  ala«  f«'r  giKid  On^rti, 
Ami  fiir  ( >wi-rnrr.  thr  faithful  t 
Stran;:tl%.  tiMi.  wax  »hr  tranihgaiW. 
(*han(;«'il  intii  a  wrak  obi  woman. 
With  a  fljklf  «Ih*  totteml  on 


Wa%tid.  wriiikli-<l.  iibl.  and  urly  t 
Ami  thr  «;«itr^  and  tlirir  buvuands 
I^ii;*lii-il  tii-.fil  thr  rrboing  forrst 
ICii't;  wiih  their  iinM*rml\  laughter. 
'*  I  (lit  (  K*«*ii  tiirnnl  not  fitsm  ber, 
Walknl  With  ^Imwit  utrp  Ivside  ber. 
Took  hrr  liaud,  as  brown  and 
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&f  is  in  Winter, 
reetheart,  Nenemoosha, 
with  soft  words  of  kindness, 
ched  the  lodge  of  feasting, 
down  in  the  wigwam, 
)  Star  of  Evening, 
r  Star  of  Woman. 
1  visions,  lost  in  dreaming, 
let  sat  Osseo ; 
rry,  all  were  happy, 
3us  but  Osseo. 
nor  drink  He  tasted, 
iie  speak  nor  listen, 
swildered  sat  he, 
imily  and  sadly, 
enee,  then  upward 
ling  sky  above  them, 
oice  was  heard,  a  whisper, 
I  the  starry  distance, 
I  the  empty  vastness, 
sical,  ana  tender ; 
e  said  :  *  O  Osseo  ! 
y  best  beloved  ! 
be  spells  that  bound  you, 
as  of  the  magicians, 
c  powers  of  evil  ; 
;  ascend,  Osseo ! 
the   food  that    stands   before 

and  enchanted, 
virtues  in  it, 
e  you  to  a  spirit. 
Is  and  all  your  kettles 
d  and  clay  no  longer  ; 
s  be  changed  to  wampum, 
les  shall  be  silver  ; 
Line  like  shells  of  scarlet, 
shall  gleam  and  glimmer. 
3  women  shall  no  longer 
ary  doom  of  labor, 
^d  to  birds,  and  glisten 
luty  of  the  starlight, 
the  dusky  splendors 
and  clouds  of  evening  ! ' 
\seo  heard  as  whispers, 
ds  he  comprehended, 
sic  to  the  others, 
>irds  afar  off, 
>oorwilI  afar  off, 
r  Wawonaissa 
le  darksome  forest. 
»  lodge  began  to  tremble, 
an  to  shake  and  tremble, 
t  it  rising,  rising, 
gh  the  air  ascending. 


From  the  darkness  of  the  tree-tops 
Forth  into  the  dewy  starlif^ht, 
Till  it  passed  the  topmost  branches  ; 
And  behold  !  the  wooden  dishes 
All  were  changed  to  shells  of  scarlet  I 
And  behold  !  uie  earthen  kettles 
All  were  changed  to  bowls  of  silver  I 
And  the  roof-poles  of  the  wigwam 
Were  as  glittering  rods  of  suver. 
And  the  roof  of  hsLrk  upon  them 
As  the  shining  shards  of  beetles. 

**  Then  Osseo  gazed  around  him, 
And  he  saw  the  nine  fair  sisters. 
All  the  sisters  and  their  husbands, 
Changed  to  birds  of  various  plumage. 
Some  were  jays  and  some  were  magpies, 
Others  thrushes,  others  blackbirds  ; 
And  they  hopped,  and  sang,  and  twittered* 
Perked  and  fluttered  all  their  feathers, 
Strutted  in  their  shining  plumage, 
And  their  tails  like  fans  unfolded. 

**  Only  Oweenee,  the  youngest. 
Was  not  changed,  but  sat  in  sdenoe, 
Wasted,  wrinkled,  old,  and  ugly. 
Looking  sadly  at  the  others  ; 
Till  Osseo,  gazing  upward. 
Gave  another  cry  of  anguish. 
Such  a  cry  as  he  had  uttered 
By  the  oaJc-tree  in  the  forest. 

'*  Then  returned  her  youth  and  beauty, 
And  her  soiled  and  tattered  garments 
Were  transformed  to  robes  of  ermine. 
And  her  staff  became  a  feather. 
Yes,  a  shining  silver  feather  ! 

*^  And  again  the  wigwam  trembled, 
Swayed  and  rushed  through  airy  currents, 
Through  transparent  cloud  and  vapor, 
And  amid  celestial  splendors 
On  the  Evening  Star  alighted. 
As  a  snow-flake  falls  on  snow-flake. 
As  a  leaf  drops  on  a  river, 
As  the  thistle-down  on  water. 

**  Forth  with  cheerful  words  of  welcome 
Came  the  father  of  Osseo, 
He  with  radiant  locks  of  silver. 
He  with  eyes  serene  and  tender. 
And  he  said  :  *  My  son,  Osseo, 
Hang  the  cage  of  birds  you  bring  there. 
Hang  the  cage  with  rods  of  silver, 
And  the  birds  with  glistening  feathers, 
At  the  doorway  of  my  wigwam.' 

**  At  the  door  he  hung  the  bird-cage, 
And  they  entered  in  and  gladly 
Listenea  to  Osseo's  father, 
I  Ruler  of  the  Star  of  Evening, 
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At  b^  Miifi  :  '  ()  mj  Omvo  I 

1  have  had  rotii|iaaaion  uii  yuu, 

(ffivrii  you  \mck  your  yuutb  aiid  beauty* 

Into  birds  «if  various  pluiim^ 

niaii);t*d  your  Mntrn  aud  tbfir  husbandu  ; 

Chanp'd  them  thus  because  they  mocked 

you 
In  thf  ti^re  of  the  old  man. 
In  tluit  aA|NH't  nad  and  wrmkled. 
Could  not  M*e  your  heart  of  |»a»Bion, 
Could  not  set*  vour  v«Mtth  luunortul  : 
Only  Owrener,  thi*  faithful. 
Saw  your  luikml  hrart  and  lovrd  you. 

**  *  in  the  lodp*  that  ^liinnien  yonder, 
In  thv  little  stAr  that  twinkles 
Throuf^h  the  \a|»ort,  on  th«*  U-lt  haiul. 
Lives  I  hi*  rnviotis  Kvd  Spirit, 
Tlw*  Wubvmt.  the  mapi'iaii. 
Who  traiiftfornii'tl  you  ti*  an  idd  man. 
Takr  hri'd  li"»t  his  brains  fall  mi  vou. 
For  thi*  mvtt  he  darts  around  him 
Arr  till-  |iuw(*r  of  his  fnchaiitment. 
Are  tht*  am»ws  that  he  um*.h.* 

**  Many  yrarn,  in  |>fai*i*  and  quirt, 
f  >n  till*  |MM«'«'iii|  Star  of  Kvrning 
Dwelt  <)«M>i>  with  hiA  fatlirr  : 
Many  year*,  in  miii^  and  tluttrr. 
At  thi<  diMinnayof  the  nicwani, 
lluiii;  thi*  imlt*'  vkith  rmlH  nf  vilver, 
And  f.iir  <  )wi>«*ni-«*,  the  faithful, 
litiH'  a  «iin  II  tit  It  <  K««-ii, 
With  the  |M*aiit\  i*f  hi<  niiither. 
With  till'  1*1  limine  itf  III 4  f.itlicr. 

**  And  till*  Iniv  f;n-w  up  aiHl  prus|M*re4l, 
And  <  Kmm*.  til  d«'li;;ht  hiin, 
)l.4de  liiiii  lit  til*  Imi«i«  and  arrows, 
tl|i«*iiiil  till"  unMl  r.ip*  nf  *ilver. 
Ami  It-t  ltM»M>  |ii<k  auntn  ami  tinrle^ 
All  thii«f  hiriU  nith  (;l<>^«y  feathers, 
(tir  hi4  l:ttli*  «i»n  In  ithiHit  at. 

**  Kiiiiiid    :ind    r\)UUt|    tlHV  wlM*rled    aiid 

i|.4rti*il, 

Fillt-d  tlif  fAi-riini;  Star  with  niu«ir, 
Witli  flit  jr  •^••n^^  i»f  y*v  anil  fri'inliini  ; 
FiUi  il  till-  l.\iiiiii;;  >tar  with  ^plenihir. 
With  till   t!iirs  ruij  nf  tltc.r  pluma^*  ; 
Till  iIm   l-<\.  t!.i   li'.tlf  hiiiiti  r, 
lU-iit  lii«  Imim  .iii'l  «li'«t  :iii  .irr*iw, 
Sli'i!  .1  •»  ift  .11. •  I  f  il  il  .krr*iw . 
Aiiii  \  \'ir^\.  witii  ikl.  iiiii;^-  i*  t:lii  r«. 
At  l.i<  tci  t  !•  11  Moiii'liit  ^fTiU. 

*'  1(  >!.  O  W'<ti<i;  >t^  t(  iii-^tiir  ii-.itii»li  ! 
I    «  i«  III!  Ii:ril  1m-  ^.iw   !■*  !"rt-  luin, 
*^l   «.««  .i  i«-.ii:.t  il  ^••>ii.^  ^iiifiiin, 
W  iLh  the  arruw  lu  ht-r  Ui«um  I 


••  When  her  blood  fell  oo  tb« 
On  the  sacreti  .Star  of  Kvenuiga 
Hruken  was  ihr  spell  of  ma|pc, 
i'owerleas  was  tlie  strange  aael 
Awl  the  youth,  the  fearteaa  boi 
Suddenly  felt  himself  dcecendiBgy 
Held  by  unseen  hands,  bat  nal 
Downward  throu^^h  the  empty 
D«)wnward  through  the  cloudi 
Till  be  rested  on  an  Ubuid, 
On  an  island,  green  and  graMy, 
I  Yomler  in  the  Hig-^iea- Water. 

'*  After  him  he  saw  dracendiaf 
;  All  the  hints  with  shining  feftthart, 
•  Muttering,  falling,  wafted  dowawwdl 
Like  the  iiainted  leares  of  AutHom  ; 
And  the  hMige  with  |iolet  cif  ailfwrv 
With  itn  rouf  like  wings  of  Iwiftla^, 
Like  the  shining  shards  of  beetle^ 
Bv  the  winds  «ii  heaven  upliftad* 
sfiiwly  sank  uptm  the  isbuid, 
liringing  lKu*k  the  gixid  Osaeo^ 
Hriiiging  <  Iweenee,  the  faithfuL 

**  'I'hen  the  birds,  again 
KeaM.«unii'd  tlw*  slia|ie  of  mortAla» 
TiHik  their  nlupe,  but  not  their  rti 
Tliey  remaim-d  as  IJttle  Peopki, 
Like  the  pygmies,  the  INik-WadJM 
And  on  pleasant  nights  of  Si 
When  the  K\ening  Star  was 
Hand  in  hand  tliev  danced 
On  the  i>laiiirs  craggy  headUadi^ 
i  )n  the  iiaJifUlifa&-h  low  and  leveL 

"Still    their    glittering    lodg*   m  W 
then*. 
On  the  trimpiil  Summer  evei 
.Vnd  ij|Min  the  <i|iiin*  the  Hulier 
Stuiietinu'i  lii-ar«  tlieir  happy 
S-f^  them  ilaiiein^*  in  the  slJirligkll* 

WIhmi  thr  M(iir\  wai  com|deted« 
When  the  «ki>iiilniii»  tale  was  ei 
I^MikiM;;  riiiiiid  u|Nin  hi«  listeom^ 
>s  ill- lull  1\    Li'^iMi  adilrd  : 
**  Thi-n'  an*  ^n*at  men.  I  bare  ki 

Whniii  thrir  ]M*<*pIr  iilMler»taild  Ml^ 
Whiilli  tlii-v  I  \  I'll  iiiuke  a  jr»t  oi^ 
^s•■lt1  .iml  jfiT  at  III  ileruuNB. 
FnMli  till'  «tiir%    iif  4  K«rn 
I^-t  iM  h-.trii  till-  f.itr  iif  jeMerst* 

\I1  tli<-  wiiliiiii};  i;ur<il«  delighted 
I. nil  ii«  ij  (••  til*'  lu.irtrlliHi*  sttiry, 
l.i«tt-iMil  l.injliiii^  aiMl  applaodiag. 
Villi  l)\*-\   w)ii«|ifn'«l  to  each  i4lirr  : 
"  l>fN'«  111-  iiit-un  hini«rlf.  I  wonder? 
AimI  arv  we  the  aunts  ami  uaelea?" 
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lin  sang  Chibiabos, 
^  of  love  and  longing, 
cents  sweet  and  tender, 
nes  of  pensive  sadness, 
den's  lamentation 
er,  her  Algonquin. 
[  think  of  my  beloved, 
ink  of  my  beloved, 
aeart  is  thinking  of  him, 
theart,  my  Algonquin  I 
I  when  I  parted  from  him, 
neck  he  himg  the  wampum, 
?,  the  snow-white  wampum, 
theart,  my  Algonquin  ! 
^o  with  you,  he  whispered, 
your  native  country  ; 
with  you,  he  whispered, 
theart,  my  Algonquin ! 
ay,  away,  I  answered, 
way,  I  answered, 
my  native  country, 
theart,  my  Algonquin  1 
[  looked  back  to  behold  him, 
parted,  to  behold  him, 
e  still  was  gazing, 
theart,  my  Algonquin  I 
tree  he  still  was  standing, 
en  tree  was  standing, 
ropped  into  the  water, 
theart,  my  Algonquin  I 
L  think  of  my  beloved, 
ink  of  my  beloved, 
lieart  is  thinking  of  him, 
theart,  my  Algonquin  ! " 
i  Hiawatha's  Wedding, 
ince  of  Pau-Puk-Keewis, 
ory  of  lagoo, 
»ngs  of  Chibiabos  ; 
edding  banquet  ended, 
adding  guests  departed, 
iawntha  happy 
ight  and  Minnehaha. 


XIII 

SING    THE  CORNFIELDS 

•ng  of  Hiawatha, 
py  days  that  followed, 
I  of  the  Ojibways, 
sant  land  and  peaceful  I 
lysteries  of  Mundamin, 
lessing  of  the  Cornfields  1 
vas  the  bloody  hatchet. 


Buried  was  the  dreadful  war-dub. 
Buried  were  all  warlike  weapons. 
And  the  war-cry  was  forsotten. 
There  was  peace  amone  the  nations  ; 
Unmolestea  roved  the  hunters. 
Built  the  birch  canoe  for  sailing, 
Caught  the  fish  in  lake  and  river, 
Shot  the  deer  and  trapped  the  beaver ; 
Unmolested  worked  the  women, 
Made  their  sugar  from  the  maple. 
Gathered  wild  rice  in  the  meadows, 
Dressed  the  skins  of  deer  and  beaver. 

All  around  the  happy  village 
Stood  the  maize-fields,  green  and  shining. 
Waved  the  green  plumes  of  Mondamin, 
Waved  his  soft  and  sunny  tresses, 
Filling  all  the  land  vrith  plentv. 
T  was  the  women  who  in  Spnne-time 
Planted  the  broad  fields  and  fruitful. 
Buried  in  the  earth  Mondamin  ; 
'T  was  the  women  who  in  Autumn 
Stripped  the  yellow  husks  of  harvest. 
Stripped  the  garments  from  Mondamin, 
£ven  as  Hiawatha  taught  them. 

Once,  when  all  the  maize  was  planted, 
Hiawatha,  wise  and  thoughtful. 
Spake  and  said  to  Minnehaha, 
To  his  wife,  the  Laughing  Water  : 
*<  Ton  shall  bless  to-night  the  cornfields, 
Draw  a  magic  circle  round  them, 
To  protect  them  from  destruction. 
Blast  of  mildew,  blight  of  insect, 
Wagemin,  the  thief  of  cornfields, 
Paimosaid,  who  steals  the  maize-ear  ! 

"  In  the  night,  when  all  is  silence. 
In  the  night,  when  all  is  darkness. 
When  the  Spirit  of  Sleep,  Nepahwin, 
Shuts  the  doors  of  all  the  wigwams, 
So  that  not  an  ear  can  hear  yon. 
So  that  not  an  eye  can  see  you, 
Rise  up  from  your  bed  in  silence. 
Lay  aside  your  garments  wholly. 
Walk  around  the  fields  you  planted. 
Round  the  borders  of  the  cornfields. 
Covered  by  your  tresses  only. 
Robed  with  darkness  as  a  garment. 

**  Thus  the  fields  shall  be  more  fruitful. 
And  the  passing  of  your  footsteps 
Draw  a  magic  circle  round  them. 
So  that  neither  blight  nor  mildew. 
Neither  burrowing  worm  nor  insect. 
Shall  pass  o'er  the  magic  circle  ; 
Not  the  dragon-fly,  Kwo-ne-she, 
Nor  the  spider,  Subbekashe, 
Nor  the  grasshopper,  Pah-puk-keena, 
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Nor  the  niigbtj  calerpilUr* 
Way-muk-kwuw,  witb  the  beai^^kin. 
King  of  all  the  catcqiilUn  I  ** 

On  ih«  tree-iup»  near  the  comBekU 
Sat  the  hungry  crows  and  raYeDa, 
Kahgahgee,  the  King  of  Kavena, 
With  his  hand  of  bhu.*k  maraudert. 
And  thejr  laughed  at  Hiawatha, 
Till  the  trvr-topt  shook  with  laughter^ 
With  their  lurlancholj  laughter. 
At  tlie  words  of  Hiawatha. 
•*  Hear  hiin  !  '*  said  tht* y  ;  ••  hear  the  Wise 

Man, 
Hear  the  uluts  of  Hiawatha  !  ** 

When  the  nuiselrss  night  descended 
Brtiad  and  dark  oVr  Held  and  fi>rest. 
When  the  mournful  WawunaisMi 
Sorrowing  sang  among  the  hemlocks. 
And  the  Spirit  of  Sleep.  Nefiahwin, 
Shut  the  doors  of  all  the  wigwamii. 
From  her  bed  rose  I^AUghing  Water, 
Ljiid  asi<lo  hrr  garmruU  whollv. 
And  with  darkneM  clutlh'd  and  guarded, 
rnashanicd  and  uiuiff righted. 
Walke«l  securrlv  ruiind  the  cornfields, 
I>rew  the  Mirrr«I,  niagir  rirclc 
Of  her  ftiotprints  nHiml  the  cornfields. 

No  «ine  liut  tht*  Midnight  only 
Saw  her  beauty  in  the  darkness. 
No  one  but  the  Wiiwitiuii«ia 
Heanl  tlir  |ianting  uf  her  iMMom  ; 
(■u%kewau,  tlie  darkncM,  wrapfied  her 
(*lu«flv  in  hi«  saiTi'il  mantle, 
Su  that  none  niik;ht  oee  her  lieautr. 
So  that  n«inr  might  b«ia»t.  **  1  miw  brr  !  ** 

Chi  tlie  miirniw.as  the  day  dawned, 
Kahgahger.  the  King  nf  Ravens, 
f fathered  all  hi«  bUrk  nianiuiier«, 
(*ruw«  ami  bUrkbinU,  ja\s  and  ravens, 
(Maiiiiin>ii«  (in  the  du^ky  tree-tti|M, 
AimI  drH«-riMli*<l.  fa^t  ami  fearle%s. 
On  the  tithU  of  lliansilia. 
(hi  tlie  gn\e  nf  the  Mundamin. 

■*  We  Will  ilrag  MitiMlamin,"  said  they, 
**  Kftini  tiir  f;r4«e  ulierr  Im*  is  buried, 
S|iiti*  lif  all  thf  nini;i**  rirele* 
l^ti^liiii;;  W.iirr  draw*  anmml  it, 
Slnte  iif  all  iIm'  •.h  n-d  f<Mi|]iriiits 
MiiitM  h^lia  •l.iiiip«  u|Miii  It  !  '* 

Ittil  the  imAT\    lliawatlia. 
K«er  t)iiiii;;liif 111.  I  .in  fill,  «atr)ifii1, 
Hoii  «i'«-rli«-.tril  tl.t   «t  iiriiful  Uni^liti-r 
When  ihit  ni'M  ki*«l  liiin  fniiii  thf  tree-tofi« 
**  Kaw  '  "  lie  ftaiil.  *'  iii%  friciiiU  the  ravru*  I 
Kahgahgee,  nn  Km^  nf  lUvnu  ! 


I  will  teach  yon  all  a 

That  shall  not  be  soon  facfollMi  t" 

Ha  bad  risen  before  Iha  dayfaMk. 
He  bad  spread  o'er  all  tba 
Snares  to  catch  the  black 
And  was  lying  now  in  smlmsh 
In  the  neighboring  grove  of  piao-tni^ 
Waiting  for  the  crows  and  biacUMi^ 
Waiting  for  the  jays  and  imvaaab 

Soon  thej  came  with  caw  and 
Rush  of  wings  and  cry  of  rntoi. 
To  their  work  of  derastation. 
Settling  down  u|K>n  the  eomflcld% 
Delving  deep  with  beak  and  Inla^ 
For  the  body  of  Mondamin. 
And  with  all  their  craft  and 
All  their  skill  in  wiles  of 
They  perceived  no  danger 
Till  their  claws  became  cnl 
Till  they  found  theinselvaa  ii 
In  the  snares  of  HiawathiL 

From  his  place  of  ambosh 
Striding  terrible  among  them. 
And  s«*  awful  was  his  aspect 
That  the  bravest  quailed  with 
Without  merry  he  destroyed 
Right  and  left',  by  tens  and  %\ 
And  their  wretched,  lifelcea  ~ 
Hung  aloft  on  poles  for 
Round  the  coiuiecrated  cornfield^ 
As  a  signal  of  his  vengeaaee. 
As  a  warning  to  marauders. 

i  >nly  Kaligahgre,  the  leader. 
Kahgahgee,  the  King  of  Ravenii 
He  alone  was  sfiaretl  among 
As  a  hivtage  fur  his  |ieuple. 
With  his  priw Hie r-%t ring  be 
I^  hint  ea|iti\e  to  his 
Tieil  liiiii  faKt  with  mnls  of 
To  the  riili^-|Mile  of  his  wigw 

"  Ka}ii:ahKee,  my  raven  !  ** 
**  Yoii  the  leader  i*f  the  rubben, 
Ytiii  the  I il litter  tif  thin  mischief^ 
'llie  I  (iiitn\er  I  if  tlii«  iMitrai*e. 
I   will  keep  \iMi.  I   will  liuld 


As  a  hiMt.ii:e  fur  your  |ie«iple. 
As  a  pliil;^'  nf  i;iMiil  lieluivior  I  "* 

Ami  he  If  ft  liiiii.  grim  and  snlkjt 
Sittiii;;  III  the  ii;iiriiing  suoHliine 
(  hi  tlie  «iiiiiiiiit  nf  tlie  wigwam, 
<'riiaLijig  tii-ri-ely  his  diBpleasam, 
|-l.i|ipitit;  lit«  kr''*'^^  ^alile  piniuaa« 
V.iiiiIt  «triit:;;hiii;  i**T  hit 
VaiiiU  r.illiiii;  on  lii«  |«etip|p  ! 

>umiiier  |>aji««-«l,  and  Shai 
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tis  sighs  o'er  all  the  landscape, 

^outh-iand  sent  his  ardors, 

»e8  warm  and  tender  ; 

aize-field  grew  and  ripened, 

d  in  all  the  splendor 

aents  green  and  yeUow, 

sis  and  its  plumage, 

aize-ears  full  and  shining 

rem  bursting  sheaths  of  verdure. 

>komis,  the  old  woman, 

I  said  to  Minnehaha  : 

Moon  when  leaves  are  falling ; 

d  rice  has  been  gathered, 

aize  is  ripe  and  ready  ; 

ber  in  the  harvest, 

!stle  with  Mondamin, 

of  his  plumes  and  tassels, 

ments  green  and  yellow  I  " 

merry  Laughing  Water 
icing  nom  the  wigwam, 
omis,  old  and  wrinkled, 
called  the  women  round  them, 

young  men  and  the  maidens, 
vest  of  the  cornfields, 
iking  of  the  maize-ear. 
3order  of  the  forest, 
h  the  fraCTant  pine-trees, 
1  men  and  the  warriors 
n  the  pleasant  shadow, 
rupted  silence 
ey  at  the  gamesome  labor 
mg  men  and  the  women  ; 

0  their  noisy  talking, 
mghter  and  their  singing, 

m  chattering  like  the  magpies, 
m  laughing  like  the  blue- jays, 
m  singing  like  the  robins, 
ene'er  some  lucky  maiden 
ed  ear  in  the  husking, 
laize-ear  red  as  blood  is, 

1  "  cried  they  all  together, 

!  you  shall  have  a  sweetheart, 
have  a  handsome  husband  I  " 
the  old  men  all  responded 
r  seats  beneath  the  pine-trees, 
lene'er  a  youth  or  maiden 
rooked  ear  in  husking, 
aaize-ear  in  the  husking 
mildewed,  or  misshapen, 
'  laughed  and  sang  together, 
limped  about  the  cornfields, 
.  in  their  gait  and  gestures 
man,  bent  almost  double, 
ngly  or  together : 
in,  the  thief  of  cornfields  ! 


Paimosaid,  who  steals  the  maize-ear  1 " 

Till  the  cornfields  rang  with  laughter. 
Till  from  Hiawatha's  wigwam 
Kahgahgee,  the  King  of  Ravens, 
Screamed  and  quivered  in  his  anger. 
And  from  all  the  neighboring  tree-tops 
Cawed  and  oroaked  the  black  maraudert. 
«  Ugh  ! "  the  old  men  all  responded. 
From  their  seats  beneath  the  pine-trees ! 


XIV 

PICTURE-WRITING 

In  those  days  said  Hiawatha, 

**  Lo  I  how  all  things  fade  and  perish  I 

From  the  memory  of  the  old  men 

Pass  away  the  great  traditions. 

The  achievements  of  the  warriors, 

The  adventures  of  the  hunters. 

All  the  wisdom  of  the  Medas, 

All  the  craft  of  the  Wabenos, 

All  the  marveUous  dreams  and  visions 

Of  the  Jossakeeds,  the  Prophets ! 

**  Great  men  die  and  are  forgotten. 
Wise  men  speak  ;  their  words  of  wisdom 
Perish  in  the  ears  that  hear  them. 
Do  not  reach  the  generations 
That,  as  yet  unborn,  are  waiting 
In  the  great,  mysterious  darkness 
Of  the  speechless  days  that  shall  be  I 

'*  On  the  grave-posts  of  our  fathers 
Are  no  sig^is,  no  figfures  painted  ; 
Who  are  in  those  graves  we  know  not. 
Only  know  they  are  our  fathers. 
Of  what  kith  they  are  and  kindred. 
From  what  old,  ancestral  Totem, 
Be  it  Eagle,  Bear,  or  Beaver, 
They  descended,  this  we  know  not. 
Only  know  they  are  our  fathers. 

'*  Face  to  face  we  speak  together. 
But  we  cannot  speak  when  absent. 
Cannot  send  our  voices  from  us 
To  the  friends  that  dwell  afar  off ; 
Cannot  send  a  secret  message. 
But  the  bearer  learns  our  secret. 
May  pervert  it,  may  betray  it. 
May  reveal  it  unto  others." 

Thus  said  Hiawatha,  walking 
In  the  solitary  forest. 
Pondering,  musing  in  the  forest. 
On  the  welfare  of  his  people. 

From  his  pouch  he  took  his  colors, 
Took  his  paints  of  different  colors. 
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On  tbtf  ■uiuutb  Uark  uf  a  hin*h-trve 
l^nied  iiiAOj  Bha|N'f  and  tif^rrs, 
WtMidvrfuI  uid  invKtic  ti^rvii. 
And  cacti  Hpirv  had  a  iiioaniug, 
Kacb  ■oiiii*  wonl  ur  tbuii^bt  nu^^sied. 

(iiU'hr  Manitu  ihr  Mighty, 
lie*  thtf  ManttT  uf  life,  was  fiainted 
Ab  an  vfiiz*  w*^h  puinU  prnji-ctinf; 
To  the  four  wimia  uf  the  bravfiu. 
KverynluTP  U  thctirrat  spirit. 
Was  tbr  nivaiiiii);  uf  tbU  MViiibuL 

Mitcbr  Manitu  tbt*  Miclity, 
He  tbr  drt-adf 111  Siitrit  uf  Kvil, 
As  a  MTfM'itt  wan  Urph'tfd, 
At  Ki'iuU'i'k,  tbr  ^n*at  nrqivnt. 
VtTv  craft V,  vtTV  ruiiniiiLr, 
Is  tbr  I'ltH'pin^  Spirit  uf  Kvil, 
\Va«  the  uu'anin^tif  tbis  sviiibul. 

Lifr  and  lK.*atb  br  dn*w  am  ciM'lea, 
life  wan  wbitr,  but  iK-alb  wan  darkened  ; 
hun  and  niuuu  and  ulan  br  iiaiutr«i, 
Man  and  U-ant,  ami  fifth  anil  rv|»tile, 
Fun'ftt.t,  iiiiiiint.iiiiH,  lakeft,  and  riTrn. 

Kur  tbr  rartb  br  drrw  a  Ktraigbt  liur, 
Kiir  tbr  !ikv  a  Uiw  uUi\r  it  : 
Wbitr  tbr  ^parr  U'tHri'ii  fur  davtiiup, 
Killrtl  «itb  little  «iar^  fur  ni^bt-tiiue  ; 
On  tbr  If-ft  a  |hiuiI  fur  MinriM*, 
On  tbr  ri;:bt  :i  |Miiiit  fur  !»iinM-t. 
On  tbr  tup  a  |Npiiit  for  n«Mintidr» 
And  for  riiii  ami  rioiiily  wr.itbrr 
Wavini;  liiii't  ilfM-fiidini;  from  it. 

Kiitttprint*  |Hiin()iii^  towarvU  a  wigwam 
Wrrr  a  «i;;n  ••!  invitation, 
^\  rr**  a  *ii;ii  •»!  yiu'*t«  .*i««i'iiibliiii;  ; 
HIimhIv  bamU  «:tli  p.ihii-*  ii]ilif(i*d 
Wrrr  a  «wiilii*l  of  i|f«iriii-tioii. 
Wrrr  a  b«i«tilf  «i-^ii  .iiid  «\iiiUil. 

All  tbi  *i-  tiling  diii  lli.iw:itiia 
>bo«i  iiiiSo  lim  wiitnli'rtni;  |N'o|ilr, 
AimI  iiitt-rpri-trd  (bnr  iiii-.iniiii:, 
AihI  bi-  *-iiii  :   "  Ib'liiilil,  your  ^ravr-poatJi 
ll4\r  111!  II   irk.  111!  <iiif1l*  >*"'  «\  MiIniI, 
III*  Ai.il  |i  \:i.f  *!]•  til  all  witb  ti;;iir«-^  ; 
K.4i-)i  ••fit   «•.!){  i!«  )ii<ii*t-li<>M  «\nibul, 
W  itb  i'«  ••Mil   irii*  s!ri<    I'iitriii  : 
Si  ib.iS  tii-i««-  wli'i  (■•lliinr  nfit  r 
Ala\  iii«?iri,;ii:«(i  !f.i  m  ;iiii|  kin'W  tbrtn." 

Aii>l  til'  \  |i.i.;.rf-l  I'll  tlic  i;r-.i\r-|io«lA 
f)ii  tJit  ^'r.i^i  <*  \'\  H!ifiirj'i!l»  ti. 
I  -u  b  lii«  iiMii  iiij-  •  **r  il    1  '•*.i-iii. 
y^\*  b  tbr  «^llil"<!  I'f   li.«  li>>i|«i  b>'M  ; 
y  i-j^  irt  «  (if  till-  |U  ir  .iii'l  Ki  iiiib  •  r. 
Of  iiif  Turtif.  (r.iiM*.   kiiii  lUu^rr, 
^lai'b  tii\i  rtt-«l  «A  »  to k I' II 


That  the  owner  wma  de|MWtMi, 
That  the  cbirf  who  bore  the  STmbol 
Lay  beneatli  in  diut  and  aabes. 

iVnd  the  JucMkeeda,  the  l^iinihilM. 
The  Wabenoa,  the  Magicians* 
And  the  Medicine-uien,  the  ~ 
Painted  upon  bark  and  deer*«lun 
Figures  fur  the  sougs  they  c^ 
For  each  sung  a  M'parate  Brmbolp 
Figure*  uiyntii-al  and  awful. 
Figures  iit range  and  brightly  colond  ; 
And  each  figure  bad  ita  meaning. 
Karb  some  niagir  song  ■uggveie4. 

The  (ireat  Spirit,  the  Creator, 
Flashing  light  tbrungh  all  the  hilann  } 
Tlio  (m^at  Srriwnt,  the  Kenabeckf 
Witb  bis  blMicly  rn*»t  erected, 
(*n'rpiiig»  luuking  into  hrarea  ; 
In  the  iiky  tbr  sun.  that  listetta» 
And  tbr  niuou  iH*li|iM*d  and  dyiaf ; 
Owl  and  raglr»  crane  au<l  hen-hawkt 
And  tbr  rorniurant,  binl  uf  magie ; 
IIi'adlrsA  nirn,  tliat  walk  the  bca 
iiiNlirs  lying  pirrcrd  witb  anvwi 
Hlutidy  ImiuU  uf  dratb  uplifted, 
Flagfi  iin  gra\r<i,  and  great 
Grasping  Uitb  tbr  rartb  and  heaven ! 

Such  a.H  tbr!M-  tbr  Klia|ies  they 
On  tbr  liinb-lurk  and  tlir  deer  akin  ; 
SuigH  uf  war  ami  Mmgs  «if  hunting* 
StuigH  uf  ni«-iiii-iiir  and  uf  magic. 
All  wrn*  written  in  tbrsr  flgnreti 
Kur  r.irb  ti^iin'  lia<l  I  tit  mraning, 
F^rb  ii<«  M- pa  nit  I*  Mtng  reiHinlra. 

Nur  forgot  till  wa«  tbr  Iifi>Te^ 
Ttir  niti!tt  »iibiU*  uf  all  nietiiri 
Tlir  niiiHt  |iii|iiit  o|H*ll  uf  magic, 
mngrrikUH  ni«»ri-  tban  war  or  bu 
Tbiii  tbf*  l^>\i-->^ini:  was  rvrordcd, 
Sy  Ml  I  Nil  aiiil  intrrprrtatiun. 

Kir^t  A  biiiiiau  li^irr  utamling, 
I'aintrd  in  tin*  bri;:lili  «t  iM.*arlct  ; 
'1'  i<  tbr  burr,  tin*  niii«ii*ian. 
\nd  tbr  niiMnin}*  i-*.  **  My  |iainting 
Makr«  nir  |Hi«iTfiil  ti\rr  i»thrrs.** 

'itirn  tbf  tiv:iin-  M'ati-il.  *ingin^ 
I'laiin*,;  ••II  a  ilniiii  uf  uia;pi\ 
Anil  tbi-  iiid-rpn-t.ition.  "  Li*len  I 
*T  i^  niv  \i<irf  lull  litMr,  my  singing  I 

'Ilirii  ibf  «.iiii'   n-il  fi^iirr  s«*ale4 
In  tilt*  «bi*ltf  r  o(   I  wi;;w.iMi. 
\nil  till'  iiit-.iMii;;  of  ibr  *ymlMil, 
"  1  will  •iiiiif  ainl  «il  lir«iilr  Mnt 

m 

111  (be  ni«<iti  r\  !•(  iii\  |ka.«iii«»n  I  ** 
1  brn  twu  tigur^-s,  man  and 
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ad  in  hand  together 

lands  so  clasped  together 

lemed  in  one  united, 

■ds  thus  represented 

your  heart  within  you, 

eeks  are  red  with  blushes  I  *' 

naiden  on  an  island, 

3  of  an  island  ; 

7  this  shape  suggested 

igh  you  were  at  a  distance, 

K)me  far-off  island, 

11  I  cast  upon  you, 

gic  power  of  passion, 

ghtway  draw  you  to  me  I " 

figure  of  the  maiden 

d  the  lover  near  her, 

to  her  in  her  slumbers, 

ough  you  were  far  from  me 

>f  Sleep  and  Silence, 

le  of  love  would  reach  you  ! " 

ist  of  all  the  figures 

within  a  circle, 
n  a  magic  circle  ; 
ge  had  this  meaning  : 

your  heart  before  me, 
ed  heart  I  whisper  ! " 
IS  that  Hiawatha, 
m,  taught  the  people 
;eries  of  painting, 
•f  Picture- Writing, 
th  bark  of  the  birch-tree, 
i  skiu  of  the  reindeer, 
e-posts  of  the  village. 


XV 
\THA'S   LAMENTATION 

's  the  Evil  Spirits, 
itos  of  mischief, 
watha's  wisdom, 
for  Chibiabos, 
leir  faithful  friendship, 
>ble  words  and  actions, 
^h  a  league  against  them, 
lem  and  destroy  them, 
.wise  and  wary, 
)  Chibiabos, 
her  !  do  not  leave  me, 
1  Spirits  harm  you  I  " 
oung  and  heedless, 
ook  his  coal-black  tresses, 
^er  sweet  and  childlike. 


**  Do  not  fear  for  me,  O  brother  I 
Harm  and  evil  come  not  near  me  I  " 

Once  when  Peboan,  the  Winter, 
Roofed  with  ice  the  Big-Sea^-Water, 
When  the  snow-flakes,  whirling  downward, 
Hissed  among  the  withered  oak-leaves, 
Changed  the  pine-trees  into  wigwams. 
Covered  all  the  earth  with  silence,  — 
Armed  with  arrows,  shod  with  snow-shoes. 
Heeding  not  his  brother's  warning. 
Fearing  not  the  Evil  Spirits, 
Forth  to  hunt  the  deer  with  antlers 
All  alone  went  Chibiabos. 

Right  across  the  Big-Sear-Water 
Sprang  with  speed  the  deer  before  him. 
With  the  wina  and  snow  he  followed, 
O'er  the  treacherous  ice  he  followed, 
Wild  with  all  the  fierce  commotion 
And  the  rapture  of  the  hunting. 

BuC  beneath,  the  Evil  Spirits 
Lay  in  ambush,  waiting  for  him. 
Broke  the  treacherous  ice  beneath  him» 
Dragged  him  downward  to  the  bottom. 
Buried  in  the  sand  his  body. 
Unktahee,  the  god  of  water, 
He  the  god  of  the  Dacotahs, 
Drowned  him  in  the  deep  abysses 
Of  the  lake  of  Gitche  Gumee. 

From  the  headlands  Hiawatha 
Sent  forth  such  a  wail  of  anguish, 
Such  a  fearful  lamentation. 
That  the  bison  paused  to  listen. 
And  the  wolves  howled  from  the  prairies^ 
And  the  thunder  in  the  distance 
Starting  answered  "  Baim-wawa  I  *' 

Then  his  face  with  black  he  painted, 
With  his  robe  his  head  he  covered. 
In  his  wigwam  sat  lamenting. 
Seven  long  weeks  he  sat  lamenting. 
Uttering  still  this  moan  of  sorrow  :  — 

**  He  is  dead,  the  sweet  musician  ! 
He  the  sweetest  of  all  singers  I 
He  has  gone  from  us  forever, 
He  has  moved  a  little  nearer 
To  the  Master  of  all  music. 
To  the  Master  of  all  singing  ! 
O  my  brother,  Chibiabos  I 

And  the  melancholy  fir-trees 
Waved  their  dark  g^en  fans  above  him. 
Waved  their  purple  cones  above  him. 
Sighing  with  him  to  console  him. 
Mingling  with  his  lamentation 
Their  complaining,  their  lamenting. 

Came  the  Spring,  and  all  the  forest 
Looked  in  vain  for  Chibiabos  ; 
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Sighed  the  riYulet,  SebowUhA, 
8i|;lied  the  rufhei  in  the  lurmdow. 

From  the  tn*e-tu|M  MUig  the  bluebinl* 
Sang  the  bluehinl,  the  Owaiua, 
**  ChibiaUi»  I  ChibiaUM  ! 
He  is  dead,  the  »weet  tiiiiaician  !  " 

Kruiu  the  wi|;wam  Miif;  the  rubin, 
Sani;  the  rubin,  the  ()|iecbee, 
**  Chibialms  !  Chibiubnn  I 
III*  i«  dead,  the  ik«i*i*teiit  hiiif^r  !  *' 

And  at  uifht  thruu^^h  all  the  forest 
Went  the  wlii|iiHM»nftill  coin  plaining, 
Wailinf;  went  tfir  WawmiaisMit 
**  Chibiabtn  !  Chihiabut ! 
IIv  is  deail,  thr  Hwri't  iiiuficiaii  t 
111*  the  iiwM'tfrtt  of  «11  ftiupT* ! " 

Thc*n  the  M«*<liciiie-iiit*u,  tin*  Medaa, 
'Jlie  niaffiriauA,  thf  WalH-miii, 
And  thr  iltiMkakrrdK,  th«*  I'n»|iheta, 
(*auie  tti  \iiiit  lliawiitlia  ; 
Huilt  a  Sarn'd  IxmI^  bi-^idi'  him. 
To  ap|M*aM*  him,  t4i  i*uiu«»lt>  him. 
Walked  III  ikilrut,  ^ravi'  iirutfikkion, 
l^ariii^  ruth  a  iKiuch  of  healing, 
Skill  of  bfa\rr,  Iwix,  or  <»t(«*r. 
Killed  with  iii:ip«'  rvotA  and  iiim|ilef. 
Killed  with  Ti*rv  iHitrnt  inrdiciiie^. 

Whrn  he  hrani  their  hti*|M  ap|iruarhing, 
Iliawathit  ifaM'il  lanirntint:, 
Callrfl  lit!  nmrt'  on  ('hibialNM  ; 
Naught  he  i|iii— timiffl,  naught  hr  aniwerecl. 
Hut  hi*  inttiiriifiil  hraii  iin(>o\i-ri-f|, 
Knuii  hio  fai**'  thf  iiiiiiiiiiiii^  r«i|i>n 
Wa^ihnl  III*  ^lowlv  hihI  in  Aili-ni-i*. 
Slowl%  and  iii  mli-nif  fiilli*wrtl 
Onward  ti»  the  Sivn-il  Wi^jwani. 

Thcrv  a  in»i;io  «lriiik  thr%  cavi*  him, 
Maiii*  I'f  Nahin.-i-«ii«k,  thf  ?»|H-aniitut, 
AimI  W:iU-ni^wii*k,  thi*  \.irrow, 
KiNit«  i*f  |NiWf  r.  aii<l  lii-rlio  nf  hi-:ilin(;  ; 
llfitl  th«  ir  iiriitn«.  itnd  ihoiik  thr ir  rattles  ; 
('lj:ilit<-<l  <iiiii;I\   mill  in  rhorii«, 
M\«lii-  «i<iiL:«  likf  thf«r,  thrv  rhantrd. 

"  I  II. \-  :t,  in\H.  If  !   [ifhoiii  ine  ! 
''I  i<k  I  lit-  t;ri-  it  lir.iv  K..*L'h'  talkint;  ; 
C    ittif.  %•  w!   :•   i  ri>i««.  t  •■ni«-  ami  hear  him  ! 
'1  hf  li<:i<l*«|>«  .ikiii;;  tliiiiMli-r  ht  l|i«  me  ; 
All  till'  iiii*<  •  i>  «|i.ril«  lit  !|i  nif  ; 
I  ran  hr  \r  *.\,»  .r  i^iii-i  «  r.-illiii^'. 
Ail  :ir<<<iii.l  till-  «k\   I  hi  .ir  tlifii.  ! 
1  ran  M>>w  ini  -Ir-ii;;.  iil\   l«n>!her, 
1  rnii  ).■  .il  \iM|.   IIi.iw  I'.li.i  ! 

**  111-  II1-1..I  '  "   ri-|>lti  •!  ttif  I  liiiru«, 
*  \\"ii\ -ha-WA)  I"   the  lii\«*ii   I  hi-ni*. 

**  I"  ririiiU  uf  mine  arr  all  the  MT)«ntJi  I 


llemr  me  shake  mj  ikia  of  baa  hawk  I 
Mahng,  the  white  loon,  I  cmo  kill  Vm ; 
I  can  iiboot  your  heart  mad  kill  it  t 
I  can  blow  you  strong,  my  bffolkw» 
I  can  heal  you,  Hiawatha  !  "* 

"  HiHui-ha  I "  replied  tha  ebofw. 
••  Way-ba-way  ! "  the  myatic  chotw. 

**  I  myself ,mvself  !  the  piophrt  I 
When  I  speak  t^  wigwam  tfwmbli^ 
Shakes  the  Sacred  I^oidgv  with  tcfrcr. 
Hands  unseen  brgin  to  shake  it  t 
When  I  walk,  the  sky  I  trvad  m 
liends  and  makes  a  noise  beneath  ■•  I 
I  can  blow  you  strong,  my  brollMr  I 
Kise  and  siieak,  O  liiawa'tha  I** 

"HiHiu-ha!**    replied  the  rl 
**  Wav-ha-wav  I  **  the  mvstic  el 

Then  thrv  shiMtk  tlieir 
OVr  the  head  of  Hiawatha, 
Danced  their  niedii*ine-«ianc«  aroaaikiBl 
And  u|ititarting  wild  and  haggaid. 
Like  a  man  from  drtrams  awi~ 
He  wah  healecl  tif  all  his  madi 

An  the  vloud»  arr  i*wrpt  from , 

Straightway  from  his  brain  depMti4 
All  hi  A  moody  melancholy  ; 
A*  the  ice  !•«  siwept  from  riven^ 
Straightway  fmm  his  heart  depaiW 
All  hi  A  Mirn>w  and  aMictiim. 

'Ilieii  ihf%  MimmoDetl  Chibii 
Kn>ni  hi»  gra\e  U'lieath  tlie 
Knim  the  hanii*  of  liitche  (wi 
Stimmoiii-il  Hiawatha's  bitJiher. 
And  Ml  nii^lit\  wa«i  the  magic 
Of  that  \-r\  and  invo«-ation, 
Tluit  he  hf.irfl  it  a<«  he  laT  there 
l*ii«liriii-ath  the  Kig-SeaAVater ; 
Kmm  thf  •cind  he  roM*  and  Itstened* 
Heanl  the  niii«ir  and  the  singing, 
raiiie,  i<l>filif|it  (i>  thr  ikumuuns, 
'I'll  till-  diMirwa)  «if  thi-  wigwram, 
liut  til  entf r  thfT  fiiflade  him. 

'ninmch  a  i-l.ink  a  enal  they  gaTt  lit 
'ninHi|«li  till-  d<x>r  a  burning  flrr-hnaif 
Kulf  r  III  the  I. ami  of  Spiriti. 
Kulff  ti'i  r  ihr  tit  :i(|,  till  1  nuMie  hii 
Trllini;  h:tii  a  tin    tn  kimllr 
('••r  all  ihii-^-  thut  dit-il  thi-rrafter, 
4'.iiii|»-!in-<i  fur  thfir  night  ei 
Oil  thtir  Hi.Iii.ir\  jfiinirv 
Til  thf  ki!ii;tliiiii  i>f  i'ont-mah. 
Til  thf  l.iiiit  of  tlir  llfn*after. 

l-'nun  thf  \:ll:i^-f'  ••(  hiii  rhiMhood, 
1  P'tii  the  hiHiit  1  of  tho'*r  who  knew  Ml 
Taasiug  sileut  through  the 
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e-wreath  wafted  sideways, 
thed  Chibiabos  ! 
issed,  the  branches  moved  not, 
od,  the  grasses  bent  not, 
3n  leaves  of  last  year 
md  beneath  his  footsteps, 
.e  days  he  journeyed  onward 
ithway  of  the  dead  men  ; 
-man's  strawberry  feasted, 
melancholy  river, 
^ng  log  he  crossed  it, 
he  Lake  of  Silver, 

Canoe  was  carried 
ds  of  the  Blessed, 
of  ghosts  and  shadows, 
mmey,  moving  slowly, 

spirits  saw  he, 
er  heavy  burdens, 
war-clubs,  bows  and  arrows, 
',  and  pots  and  kettles, 
>d  that  friends  had  given 
tanr  journey. 

y  do  the  living,"  said  they, 
leavy  burdens  on  us  1 
it  to  go  naked, 
it  to  go  fasting, 
r  such  heavy  burdens 
and  weary  journey  !  " 
t  issued  Hiawatha, 
istward,  wandered  westward, 
^n  the  use  of  simples 
dotes  for  poisons, 
I  of  all  diseases, 
it  made  known  to  mortals 
;ery  of  Medamin, 
)d  art  of  healing. 


XVI 

AU-PUK-KEEWIS 

lar  how  Pau-Puk-Keewis, 
[some  Yenadizze, 
eople  called  the  Storm-Fool, 
Ilage  with  disturbance; 
ar  of  all  his  mischief, 
it  from  Hiawatha, 
drous  transmigrations, 
of  his  adventures, 
jres  of  Gitche  Gumce, 
s  of  Nagow  Wiidjoo, 
iig  Big-Sea- Water 
%e  of  Pau-Puk-Keewis. 
10  in  his  frenzy 


Whirled  these  drifting  sands  together, 
On  the  dunes  of  Nagow  Wudjoo, 
When,  among  the  guests  assembled, 
He  so  merrily  and  madly 
Danced  at  Hiawatha's  wedding. 
Danced    the    Beggar's    Dance    to   please 
them. 

Now,  in  search  of  new  adventures. 
From  his  lodge  went  Pau-Puk-Keewis, 
Came  with  speed  into  the  village, 
Found  the  young  men  all  assembled 
In  the  lodge  of  old  lagoo. 
Listening  to  his  monstrous  stories. 
To  his  wonderful  adventures. 

He  was  telling  them  the  story 
Of  Ojeeg,  the  Summer-Maker, 
How  he  made  a  hole  in  heaven, . 
How  he  climbed  up  into  heaven. 
And  let  out  the  sununer-weather. 
The  perpetual,  pleasant  Summer  ; 
How  the  Otter  first  essayed  it ; 
How  the  Beaver,  Lynx,  and  Badger 
Tried  in  turn  the  great  achievement, 
From  the  summit  of  the  mountain 
Smote  their  fists  against  the  heavens. 
Smote  against  the  sky  their  foreheads, 
Cracked  the  sky,  but  could  not  break  it ; 
How  the  Wolverine,  uprising. 
Made  him  ready  for  the  encounter. 
Bent  his  knees  down,  like  a  sauirrel, 
Drew  his  arms  back,  like  a  oncket. 

**  Once  he  leaped,"  said  old  lagoo, 
"  Once  he  leaped,  and  lo  I  above  him 
Bent  the  sky,  as  ice  in  rivers 
When  the  waters  rise  beneath  it ; 
Twice  he  leaped,  and  lo  I  above  him 
Cracked  the  sky,  as  ice  in  rivers 
When  the  freshet  is  at  highest ! 
Thrice  he  leaped,  and  lo  I  above  him 
Broke  the  shattered  sky  asunder. 
And  he  disappeared  within  it, 
And  Ojeeg,  the  Fisher  Weasel, 
With  a  bound  went  in  behind  him  I  " 

"  Hark  you  ! "  shouted  Pau-Puk-Keewis 
As  he  entered  at  the  doorway  ; 
*'  I  am  tired  of  all  this  talking. 
Tired  of  old  lag^'s  stories, 
Tired  of  Hiawatha's  wisdom. 
Here  is  something  to  amuse  you, 
Better  than  this  endless  talking." 

Then  from  out  his  pouch  of  wolf-skin 
Forth  he  drew,  with  solemn  manner. 
All  the  game  of  Bowl  and  Counters, 
Pugasaing,  with  thirteen  pieces. 
White  on  one  side  were  they  painted. 
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Ami  \iTiniliuii  uii  tbi*  utbi*r  ; 

Two  Ki'iiativcks  ur  j^nrat  MT|M*iitf, 

Two  luincwiij;  or  wvilg^iiirii, 

Oiu*  f^rt'at  war-ilii)i,  riif^iiiaii)^n, 

Ami  iin«*  kli'iitliT  tUli.  the  Krep», 

Kour  nmuti  pifoi'ji,  <  Ixawalx'ckA, 

Ami  thn*e  Slii*«lji*hwii);  or  iliu'kliiipi. 

All  ysvrr  iiiatle  of  htmv  ami  |»uiiite<lt 

All  fko«*|it  (lir  ()za«k:iUH'kH  : 

TlirM*  wrn*  liroM,  on  iiiu*  %idv  liurtii.sheti, 

Ami  Wf  nr  Xtliwk  iiinui  the  otlii'r. 

In  a  wootirn  Uiwl  lie  pliu'itl  thrin. 
Shook  ami  jiMtlvtl  tln'in  tuL^-thrr, 
Threw  thi-ni  «in  thi*  i^miiml  U'fon*  him, 
Thiit  •'i(-laiiiiiii);  ami  f!i|il:iinin^  : 
**  Kfil  »itlr  up  art*  all  tht*  pirct*:*, 
Anti  ont*  );n'at  Ki-ualH*f  k  iitamliii^ 
i  >n  till*  Im^ht  fridi*  uf  a  bniA^•  piiHt*, 
On  a  biirnitbiHl  OzawaUTk  ; 
Thirtn-n  (rni  ami  ri^lit  an-  roiintetl.** 

Till  II  u^.iiii  111*  sluMik  till'  lUfCfA, 
SbiHik  ami  j<r«lU*fl  tbrni  (f>^i>thi-r, 
Tbrt'w  tbfin  on  tbi*  ^nMiml  liffttn*  him, 
Still  «!irl.iiiiitii^  ami  i*k|iUniin^  : 
**  Whiti*  ap*  Uitb  till*  };riMt  KiMiabi'ck^, 
Wliili'  till*  liiim-wiii;,  tbi*  wr<l;;i'-nit*n, 
Kt'tl  an-  all  tin*  uthi  r  |iii-«-i-t  ; 
Yiw  ti-n^  aiul  an  «-i^lit  an*  ruiintrd.** 

Tttiio  hi*  taiii^lil  thf  i;.iiiif  uf  ba/ani, 
Tliii^  «li«|ila\i«l  It  ami  rt|il.iiiifil  it. 
Ktiiihiii);  tbriHi'^b  i{%  \:iriiMi4  fbanrfA, 
Variiiii<«  ( b.in::*-^.  \.irii*ii<i  itiiMniiii^s  : 
Twi  iit\  niriiMiH  i-\i  <•  of.in'il  at  btni. 
Full  itf  f*a;;i'rnf«H  *(ari*i|  .it  bun. 

**  Mail)  ^.init-%"  «.iiil  liUI  lai^iio, 
**  Man\  j^iiiiro  uf  «kill  an*!  lia/artl 
lla\i'  I  M't-n  in  ilitTi-ri'iit  ii.iiiiin<i« 
Jla\r  I  |il.i\fil  ni  tiitT'-n-nl  i-iiiinlrit*4. 
Hi-  w|pi  I'll)*  Hi(b  lilil  Iai;iHi 
Mii«l  ba\i*  \vr\  iiiiiiiili-  (iii;;i*ri  : 
'Di'iiik'b  ixti  liiink  \oiirof|f  «•!  okilftil, 
I  rail  !•<  .kl   \tiii,   raii-l'iik-Ki-fWi<«, 
I  r.iii  t'\i-ii  ;;i^«*  \iMi  |f«Min^ 
In  \iMir  L;anii- i>f  Htiul  ami  fininlrrK  !  ** 

Ni  tli(-\    «  i!    .llli|  |*l.l\i*il  t'lf^'tbiT, 

Ml  till-  I'M  iiifii  .t:iil  tbt*  yiiiiii^  nHMi, 
ri.«ytl  t'-r  1 1  r>  •««•■«.  «iM)- •ii%  fiatii)niin. 
IM^w-il  t.i!  ti.i<(iii;:ii!,  |ii.k\iil  till  niiirninf*, 
In^tril  iiri!:l  till-  Vi  It. nil//!'. 

Till   ibt'  iillilr.l.^-    r.ii-l'i|L-K*-i'«»i«. 

t  >f  tbrir  ir*  .i^:iTi  *  1.  iil  lb  «|Niiii-il  tbi'in. 
Of  tbf  U  •!  iif  ui!  !).•  ir  ilnxt*"*, 
Sliirl«  iif  ilffr-^kiit,  r«>lM  «•  ••(  •■rmin**, 
iit'll^  ff  «i.ini|iiini.  iTt  •t^  til  fi  .itlii-r«, 
Warlikr  «irji|Miu«,  |<il*«-«  aini  ;Miti,bi-«. 


Twrntv  ryvs  Klarrtl  wildW  •!  bin. 
Like  tor  vyeii  of  woItpm  gUred  at 

Saidth<*  \uvky  i'au-I*uk-Ke«VH: 
**  In  my  wi^^wam  I  am  Umelj, 
III  my  wanili-rin^  ami  advenlant 
I  havi*  niH-il  of  a  (*oiiipaiitoii, 
Kain  woubl  harr  a  Mrahinauva, 
An  attrmlaiit  and  pi|ir-be«r«r. 
I  will  vvntun*  all  tbcir  wimiinKi, 
All  these  |;ariiK*nt4  heaped  about  ■», 
AH  thin  waiupuui.  all  tlieie  featAmi^ 
On  a  ain^U*  throw  will  Trnturw 
All  af^ainM  tbr  young  man  yomlert* 
*T  wart  a  youth  of  niKteen  Minunerii 
"T  wa.H  a  iirpbi'w  of  lapKi ; 
KaiT-in-a-Mi^t,  the  peo|ili*  railed  hia. 

Af  tbr  fxTf  burn  A  in  a  |ii[if  hrnd 
I)u»ky  rvd  U'lii-atb  tlir  »»!»», 
So  |ient*ath  bin  shaggy  e vr brows 
(ilow«-tl  the  eyc!i  of  old  lagoo. 
**  I'gh  !  *'  bo  aiiitwen'd  yitv  ftervcly ; 
**  I'gh  !  '*  thi'y  an!i«rir«l  ail  mml  earktfi 

Si/rtl  the  woimU'II  bowl  the  old  MM^ 
('lo!»cly  in  bis  l»ony  tingt^ra 
Clutibi'd  tb«*  fatal  lion  1,  OnagoOv 
NluMik  it  lim*rly  and  with  fury, 
Mmli'  tlir  |iirti'4  ring  titgether 
As  111*  thn'W  tbrni  down  before 

Kf«l  Ht-rr  Uith  the  great 
Ui-d  tbr  Iiiiiirwiig,  tin*  wr«: 
Krd  tb«*  Mtfolu'liMug.  tlie  duckliafi^ 
lilark  tbf  fuur  braii%  Oijiwabfvk% 
Wbit4-  aliiiii'  tbt*  ti«h.  the  Krego  ; 
Only  tivi'  tbt*  |>iii-i*«  counted  1 

Tbi'ii  the  Moiling  l*au-l'uk-K 
MiiHik  till'  InpwI  and  threw  tbe 
l.igbtl\  in  tbr  air  hi*  tuwM'd  ibem. 
And  tbf\  ft  n  aUiiit  bun  sicattenrd  ; 
Uark  ami  ltri;;lit  tbt*  Oiawabrektt 
K«*4l  and  wbiti-  the  utlH-r  |>ieec% 
And  upright  among  the  «*tb«ri 
One  Inini'wui;  i«a.«  i^tatMling. 
Kvrn  an  rr.ifi \   raii-l*uk-Keewia 
SIimnI  aliiMf  .initiii;:  tlie  liUiten, 
Saving.  **  Ki\i>  tcn^  !  iiunr  ilir  gaBM0i 

rwfMt\  vy»'^  g!.ind  at  bim  fiirrrelyi 
I^iki'  thi*  i'\fH  uf  HiiUe*  glared  at 
.\«  he  liirm-il  and  Ifft  tin-  wigwaa 
KtilliiWfil  \t\  \i:%  MrOiinauwa. 

i(v  lh«*  tifphi'W  iif  I.igiNi, 
ily  thr  t.iil  ami  ^-rao-ful  Mripliag, 
litMriiig  111  hit  ariii^  tin*  fiiiimng^ 
Sbirt«  iif  di'iT-«kiii,  rtilim  of 
lit-lt^  uf  H.iiiipiiin.  pi|M-«  ami 
*'('arr\  tlniu."  «iaid  i*att*lSkk- 
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^ith  his  fail  of  feathers, 
rigwam  far  to  eastward, 
nes  of  Nagow  Wudjoo  ! " 
[  red  with  smoke  and  gambling 
eyes  of  Pau-Puk-Keewis 
e  forth  to  the  freshness 
asant  Summer  morning, 
•ds  were  singing  gayly, 
camlets  flowing  swiftly, 
eart  of  Pau-Puk-Keewis 

pleasure  as  the  birds  sing, 

triumph  like  the  streamlets, 

dered  through  the  village, 

ly  gray  of  morning, 

an  of  turkey-feathers, 

tlumes  and  tufts  of  swan's  down, 

.ched  the  farthest  wigwam, 

be  lodge  of  Hiawatha. 

as  it  and  deserted  ; 

it  him  at  the  doorway, 

me  to  bid  him  welcome  ; 

rds  were  singing  round  it, 

and  round  the  doorway, 
iinging,  fluttering,  feeding, 
upon  the  ridge-pole 
;,  the  King  of  Ravens, 
ery  eyes,  and,  screaming, 
s  wings  at  Pau-Puk-Keewis. 
;  gone  !  the  lodge  is  empty  I " 
\s  spake  Pau-Puk-Keewis, 
•t  resolving  mischief  ;  — 
«'ary  Hiawatha, 
illy  Laughing  Water, 
omis,  the  old  woman, 
dge  is  left  unguarded  I  " 
teck  he  seized  the  raven, 

round  him  like  a  rattle, 
iieine-pouch  he  shook  it, 
Kahgabgee,  the  raven, 
•idge-pole  of  the  wigwam 
elcss  body  hanging, 
It  to  its  master, 

to  Hiawatha, 
stealthy  step  he  entered, 

lodge  ill  wild  disorder 

household  things  about  him, 
iher  in  confusion 
rood  and  earthen  kettles, 
uffalo  and  beaver, 

ter,  lynx,  and  ermine, 
It  to  Nokomis, 

to  Minnehaha, 
parted  Pau-Puk-Keewis, 

singing  through  the  forest, 
gayly  to  the  squirrels. 


Who  from  hollow  boughs  above  him 
Dropped  their  acorn-shells  upon  him. 
Singing  gayly  to  the  wood  birds. 
Who  from  out  the  leafy  darkness 
Answered  with  a  song  as  merry. 

Then  he  climbed  the  rocky  headlands, 
Looking  o'er  the  Gitche  Gumee, 
Perched  himself  upon  their  summit. 
Waiting  full  of  mirth  and  mischief 
The  return  of  Hiawatha. 

Stretched  upon  his  back  he  lay  there ; 
Far  below  him  plashed  the  waters. 
Plashed  and  washed  the  dreamy  waters  ; 
Far  above  him  swam  the  heavens. 
Swam  the  dizzy,  dreamy  heavens  ; 
Round  him  hovered,  fluttered,  rustled 
Hiawatha's  mountain  chickens. 
Flock-wise  swept  and  wheeled  about  him, 
Almost  brushed  him  with  their  pinions. 

And  he  killed  them  as  he  lay  there. 
Slaughtered  them  by  tens  and  twenties. 
Threw  their  bodies  down  the  headland. 
Threw  them  on  the  beach  below  him. 
Till  at  length  Kayoshk,  the  sear-gull, 
Perched  upon  a  crag  above  them, 
Shouted  :  "  It  is  Pau-Puk-Keewis  I 
He  is  slaying  us  by  hundreds ! 
Send  a  message  to  our  brother, 
Tidings  send  to  Hiawatha  1  '* 


XVII 
THE    HUNTING    OF    PAU-PUK-KEEWIS 

Full  of  wrath  was  Hiawatha 
When  he  came  into  the  village. 
Found  the  people  in  confusion, 
Heard  of  all  the  misdemeanors. 
All  the  malice  and  the  mischief, 
Of  the  cunning  Pau-Puk-Keewis. 

Hard  his  breath  came  through  his  nos- 
trils. 
Through  his  teeth  he  buzzed  and  mattered 
Words  of  anger  and  resentment. 
Hot  and  humming,  like  a  hornet. 
"  I  will  sLay  this  Pau-Puk-Keewis, 
Slay  this  mischief-maker  !  "  said  he. 
"  Not  so  long  and  wide  the  world  is. 
Not  so  rude  and  rough  the  way  is. 
That  my  wrath  shall  not  attain  him. 
That  my  vengeance  shall  not  reach  him  I  " 

Then  in  swift  pursuit  departed 
Hiawatha  and  the  hunters 
On  the  trail  of  Pau-Puk-Keewis, 
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Through  the  forcjit,  where  he  pMiied  it» 

To  the  headUndfl  where  hi*  rented  ; 

But  the  J  found  not  I'mi-ruk-Keewis, 

Onir  in  the  trampled  gnuan. 

In  tne  whortleberrv-buahes, 

Found  the  co«ich  where  he  liad  rented. 

Found  the  iniprejui  of  hit  hud  v. 

Kruiu  the  low  land  f  far  beneath  thenit 
Fnmi  the  Mutkoday,  the  meadow, 
Fiu-Puk-Kvewin,  turninj;  backward. 
Made  a  gesture  of  deHaiicv, 
Made  a  gestun*  (»f  deriMuu  ; 
And  aloud  oried  Hiawatha, 
Fnini  the  «iiiiiiiiit  of  the  luountaini : 
**  Not  so  long  and  widt*  the  world  it. 
Not  to  rude  and  mugh  the  way  is. 
Hut  nir  wratli  »hall  uvrrtake  tou. 
And  uiy  vrngvance  khall  attain  you  t 

<Wt*r  riH'k  niitl  ovrr  ri\rr, 
Thtinnigli  bu^li,  and  brakf,  and  fi»rest, 
Kau  the  running  l'aii-1'uk-Keewis  ; 
Kike  an  untelu|M'  he  UMinded, 
Tdl  he  vMHv  unto  a  ^trt•anllet 
In  thi*  niiddli*  of  the  fun-jit. 
Til  a  >trfunili't  suW  uml  tr:in4|uil. 
That  hu4i  (ivrrllnwrd  it**  uiurgin. 
To  a  diini  ni:uli*  li\  thr  iMMwrn, 
To  a  |H>nil  of  f|iiii-t  w.it<'r. 
Whrn*  kni*«--4|i'i'|i  tin-  tn-f*  were  standing, 
Whfn*  the  w.-it«*r-lilif«  tliiwit«'f|, 
\\  hen*  till*  ru«hi-%  «a\i*d  nnd  whi^|M*rvd. 

On  the  d:ini  >tiNMl  P.iii-l'iik-Ki-rwLi, 
On  the  flam  of  triiiik«  aiiil  {•ruiiehe^. 
Through  fihoM'  (hiiik^  tin*  vinter  t|Mititeil, 
O'er  «iht»M*  «iiitiinut  tlunir*!  thr  ntreuiuli-t. 
Frtini  th**  UittiMii  Txfti'  thr  U-iiver, 
l«<Mpk«'il  with  two  f;riMt  v\r^  of  wonder, 
y.yrs  th.lt  ^'-einnl  In  a«k  a  tjiiestlon. 
At  till*  i!r*iij»i-r,  I*:ui-l'iik>Ki-e«i«. 

Oil  the  il.iiii  %t*NMl  l\iti-riik-K«'i-wi«, 
O'l-r  ht«  .iiiklf^  thiwi-il  thf  «tn*anil*-t, 
Khiwril  tilt-  iiri;;lit  iitid  <iil\frv  wali-r, 
Ainl  hi*  »|>ik>-  tiiilo  I  hi*  lifa^tT. 
«\  i!h  .1  o!i..li    hf  ■»|i.ik«'  III  thi*  «ii««'  : 

"<l  i:.\   t:.<ii<i  A  hi k,  thi-  lM-a\er, 

t  ■"•l  anil  I  '.•  i<».tiif  i<  ihi-  «i.it<*r  : 
l.«-l  li:«-  il  \i-  iii'ii  fh*    w.ttt-r, 
1^!  ti  ■■  1%  -!  1  r.i  ri'  III  \4iiir  1'm1i^»i-«  ; 
i  hiti^'i-  ii,«-.  •.■.!,  iiiti<  A  !ti  .i\i  r  ' 

(  ■ml.iHi'ilt  ri-plii-«l  ihi   U-.iii  r, 
**  ith  ri-*i  r\f  hi-  t!  ^1*  lu.iih    ;iu*iier  : 
"  1^  t  nil*  fir^t  1  •■:!•  .It   I  !i«    iilht-r*. 
Iitrt  nir  a^k  t!i«-  urt.i  r  i"-i\tr^." 
I^iwn  hi*  ^.itik  lilt-'  '.III-  w.ilir. 
lli*aTil\   Milik  hr,  ik»  A  «(iiiii-  Muks 


Down  among  the  l«aTct  mad 
,  Brown  and  matted  at  tb«  ballqM, 
I      On  the  dam  stood  Pao-Fuk-KMwk^ 
I  O'er  b'u  ankles  Howwl  tb«  irfwiihl. 

Spouted  through  the  chinks  bslov 
■  Dashed  upon  the  stones  bcncAth  hii^ 
Spread  serene  and  ealm  before  hiaiv 
And  the  sunshine  and  the  sluMlovt 
Fell  in  flecks  and  gleams  upon  kii^ 
Fell  in  little  shining  patchca. 
Through  the  waving,  rustling  hf 

From  the  bottom  ruse  the  otm 
Silently  abore  the  surface 
I  Rose  one  heail  and  then  anotber. 
Till  the  poml  seemed  full  of 
Full  of  blacrk  an<l  shining  facca. 

To  the  beavers  I*au-Puk-Kc« 
Spake  entreating,  said  in  this 
**  Very  pleasant  is  Tour  dwell 
O  niv  friends  !  and  safe  from 
Can  vou  nut,  with  all  vour 
All  ytiur  wisiloni  and  contrivaDca, 
Cliange  me,  too,  into  a  beaver  T" 

•*  Yes  I"  replied  Ahmeek,  lbs 
lie  thr  King  of  all  the  beareni* 
**  Let  your^'lf  slide  down  among  M^ 
Down  into  the  tranf|uil  water."* 

Down  into  the  |Mind  among 
Silently  sank  l'.iu-l*uk-Ket*wii 
Hlai'k  U'eanie  his  shirt  of 
Hhu'k  bin  niiH'eiiAiiis  and  leggingi^ 
In  a  brtMiil  Mark  tail  lirhind  him 
Siirrad  hi^  foi-tails  and  his  friagffl; 
He  was  rhanged  into  a  bi*avrr. 

**  Make  me  large,'*  said  I'ao-Pfeik-lM 
**  Muke  me  large  and  nuike  me  lafgM^ 
l^irger  th.in  thr  other  beavers.*' 
**  Yi-«/'  the  U*aver  chief  rt*spnodid» 
■*  WIm-u  our  Itidge  lie  low  you  ealar« 
In  our  v»i;;wani  we  will  make  yon 
Ten  tinii"*  l.irgiT  than  thr  oCbrrs." 

T)iii«  into  thr  clear,  brown 
Silrntlv  sank  I'au-ruk-Krrwis  : 
F'ti'iiiil  the  Isitti'Mi  I'oTrrrd  over 
With  the  triiiik<k  i>(  trees  and 
IliianU  ••(  IimhI  a);-Ain«t  thr  winter, 
VAfk  .iiul  hi-u|i<>  ii^iii'it  thr  fattii 
riiiiiiil  thr  liNlifr  wiih  an*hing 
I^Militi^  iiitM  !k|i.tt-itiiis  ehamhrrs. 

Ill  ri*  liifi  iiLiilf  htm  large  and  Ivgi^ 
M.idr  i.iiii  l.ir;;i-^t  i*f  thr  braveiv, 
Ti-ii  tiiiii t  l.kri^fT  than  the  oCkers. 
"  Y«iii  *i..i!l  \m-  niir  nilrr,"  said  tlwy ; 
'M'hitf  ami  KiiiK  of  nil  the  hearers.* 

Kut  not  long  lukd  Tau-I'ttk-Ki 
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among  the  beaven, 
)  came  a  voice  of  warning 
-atchmau  at  his  station 
r-flags  and  lilies, 
ere  is  Hiawatha ! 
rith  his  hunters  !  ** 
f  heard  a  cry  above  them, 
>uting  and  a  tramping, 
ishing  and  a  rushing, 
ter  round  and  o'er  them 
icked  away  in  eddies, 
new  their  dam  was  broken, 
dge's  roof  the  hunters 
I  broke  it  all  asunder  ; 
le  sunshine  through  the  crevice, 
beavers  through  the  doorway, 
Lves  in  deeper  water, 
ael  of  the  streamlet ; 
^hty  Pau-Puk-Keewis 
ass  beneath  the  doorwav  ; 
'ed  with  pride  and  feedmg, 
lien  like  a  bladder, 
the  roof  looked  Hiawatha, 
,  *«  O  Pau-Puk-Keewis  I 
.  your  craft  and  cunning, 
aanifold  disguises ! 
V  you,  Pau-Puk-Keewis  I " 
clubs   they   beat  and  bruised 

th  poor  Pau-Puk-Keewis, 

m  as  maize  is  pounded, 

[1  was  crushed  to  pieces. 

unters,  lithe  and  limber, 

»me  on  poles  and  branches, 

dy  of  the  beaver  ; 

st,  the  Jeebi  in  him, 

d  felt  as  Pau-Puk-Keewis, 

n  as  Pau-Puk-Keewis. 

ttered,  strove,  and  struggled, 

ler,  waving  thither, 

iins  of  a  wigwam 

th  their  thongs  of  deer-skin, 

rintry  wind  is  blowing  ; 

itself  together, 
jp  from  the  body, 
the  form  and  features 
ing  Pau-Puk-Keewis 
nto  the  forest, 
rary  Hiawatha 
ire  ere  it  vanished, 
m  of  Pau-Puk-Keewis 
he  soft  blue  shadow 
-trees  of  the  forest  ; 

squares  of  white  beyond  it, 
opening  in  the  forest. 


Like  a  wind  it  rushed  and  panted, 
Bendine  all  the  boughs  before  it, 
And  behind  it,  as  the  rain  comes, 
Came  the  steps  of  Hiawatha. 

To  a  lake  with  many  islands 
Came  the  breathless  Pau-Puk-Keewis, 
Where  among  the  water-lilies 
Pishnekuh,  the  brant,  were  sailing  ; 
Through  the  tufts  of  rushes  floating. 
Steering  through  the  reedy  islands. 
Now  their  broad  black  beaks  they  lifted. 
Now  they  plunged  beneath  the  water. 
Now  they  darkened  in  the  shadow, 
Now  they  brightened  in  the  sunshine. 

**  Pishnekuh  !  "  cried  Pau-Puk-Keewis, 
**  Pishnekuh  I  my  brothers  I  "  said  he, 
''  Change  me  to  a  brant  with  plumage. 
With  a  shining  neck  and  feathers, 
Make  me  large,  and  make  me  larger. 
Ten  times  larger  than  the  others." 

Straightway  to  a  brant  they  changed  him. 
With  two  huge  and  dusky  pmions, 
With  a  bosom  smooth  and  rounded. 
With  a  bill  like  two  great  paddles, 
Made  him  larger  than  the  others, 
Ten  times  hkr^r  than  the  largest. 
Just  as,  shoutmg  from  the  forest, 
On  the  shore  stood  Hiawatha. 

Up  they  rose  with  cry  and  clamor, 
With  a  whir  and  beat  of  pinions, 
Rose  up  from  the  reedy  islands, 
From  the  water-flags  and  lilies. 
And  they  said  to  Pau-Puk-Keewis : 
**  In  your  flying,  look  not  downward, 
Take  good  heed  and  look  not  downward. 
Lest  some  strange  mischance  should  hap- 
pen, 
Lest  some  great  mishap  befall  you  I " 

Fast  and  far  they  fled  to  northw^trd, 
Fast  and  far  through  mist  and  sunshine. 
Fed  among  the  moors  and  fen-lands. 
Slept  among  the  reeds  and  rushes. 

On  the  morrow  as  they  journeyed. 
Buoyed  and  lifted  by  the  South-wind, 
Wafted  onward  by  the  South-wind, 
Blowing  fresh  and  strong  behind  them. 
Rose  a  sound  of  human  voices. 
Rose  a  clamor  from  beneath  them. 
From  the  lodges  of  a  village. 
From  the  people  miles  beneath  them. 

For  the  people  of  the  village 
Saw  the  flock  of  brant  with  wonder. 
Saw  the  wings  of  Pau-Puk-Keewis 
Flapping  far  up  in  the  ether. 
Broader  than  two  doorway  curtains. 
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Pau-l'uk-K«H>wi:i  hranl  the  fthouting. 
Knew  tbii  vuioc  uf  HiawatUu, 
Kuew  tbc  uitU-rv  c>f  la^ju, 
AinI,  furp'tful  of  iIm*  wifcriiini;, 
Dn*w  hia  iiri'k  in,  ami  luokoJ  (Inwnwanl, 
Autl  thv  wiiitl  tlmt  lilrw  bt^himl  him 
Caught  hU  iiii|;hty  fan  uf  fvuthiTB, 
htfut  him  wh«Thn};.  Hhirlinj;  tl«iwnward  ! 

All  in  vain  did  I'nu-ruk-Kci-wU 
Strn^^h*  t«»  rt*piiii  hia  kiUiii'r  ! 
Whiilin;;  round  and  round  and  downward, 
Ilr  U-hi-ld  in  turn  thv  \dla^ 
And  m  turn  thi*  thn'k  ai»o%r  him, 
Nftw  thf  %iUa^«'  riiiiiin:;  ni'arvr, 
And  thf  tiiKk  rcri'dm^  larthiT, 
1  Irani  thr  viiiiT!!  };rtiwin^  louder, 
lii'anl  thi*  Ahoutui^  and  thv  laughter  ; 
Saw  no  mon*  thi-  thM'k>  alKivr  hini, 
Onlv  Mkw  the  earth  li«>ni*ath  hiui  : 
l)f:iil  out  nf  the  i-iii|>t\   heaven, 
iK'.iil  aniiiii;;  the  ^llllutlll^  |Mo|de, 
With  a  hia\  \  !«oun«l  ami  Aullen, 
Fell  the  hraiit  «»uh  hrtiken  |iiniiin9. 

hut  hit  Miiil,  Wis  ^hii<»t,  hi n  shallow, 
Still  '«ur\i\<>l  iL^  l'.ku-I'uk  KcfMi.% 
TtMik  apun  the  tor  111  and  features 
1)|  tlH*  hamUunie  Y«  iiadt/ze, 
Aiiil  a^^aiii  «•  iit  ruthiii;;  onward, 
KolItiH«<<l  f.i  t  h_v  lli.iwiitha, 
I'r^iiii:  :  "  Niit  no  wiih-  the  worM  \%, 
Not  Ml  loii^  ainl  rmi^h  thi-  v.i\  i*, 
Itut  niv  Hr.ith  ohull  o\«-rt.tLi-  \iiu, 
liut  ni\   veh;^-»iit-e  !>li  ill  ;ilt.iiii  %••»  !  ** 

Ami  Ml  iif.ir  ht>  IMIIII-.  Ml  iif.ir  hiiu. 
That  hto  h  mil  w:i«  slnti  hi  il  tn  m  i/i-  him, 
11m  Mi;l:t  Ii.iimI  tn  m-i/i*  ami  h«*lil  htm, 
^Vlii-iithi'  I  iliiliiiii;   r.i:i-l*ilk-KceWM 
Whirh-*!  :i:i<l  «|iiiii  .ilMnit  iti  eirele«*, 
Kiiiiiit-il  till-  .IT  iiit<i  a  Mlurlwiinl, 
P.ilii-iil  l)ii- dki«t  :ilitl  h-.i\«-«  iilniilt  him, 

AimI  .1(1. i>l  '.):*'  wliirliii^  fiULi-H 
S|irtti^  -.m!  I  .1  tiiilliiw  iLik-tn  •', 
(  h  iii^'i  il  li.ii.^i  It  iiitti  ;i  M-r|M'lit, 
(tli'lii^  •   iT  ti.r"ii;;h  r>«it  .iinl  ruhliMh. 

Wir.i  I    «  li^liT  ti.trnt  IIiiM.ilh:i 
Stii-i!i    iti.».!i;lii   ti<i!!>iw  ••.ik-tr«f, 
Ki-iit  .'.  .    *••  -\.7*  '[*    i:>l  «]M.iilt-i^, 
1^  t;    i!   ',:  .Il  •  I'  i  »■     1'.  l!  i^Tlii  !>!' 
I  lilt  :::%!:•   :    !■  ;   I'  k  i-  i'  ik    Kif  «  li, 

t   h.»   •       .4    •    I    '.  t     I.IM.    .t|     *.     ^Ifl    . 

r  ill  i!i  *^-'  r  i:i  '   I  I"  !>ir*   liiiii. 
^»|■■«1  u«  t\   I'.  ^  I  '.  .1  ■  1  u  :,.rlwiiiil, 
i  111  thi'  "i.-iri  •!  •  M  I  ■•  t>«-  <  i-int*-t-. 
Writw.inl  |.\   111.    }'•  .•  **•  i-\\"il«r, 
l'«me  iiiilii  titi-  r>«  k^  i.e-fcillaikiU, 


To  the  Pictured  Roekt  of 
Loukinf;  over  lake  and  UadMApe. 

And  the  Old  Man  of  the  M 
.  He  thv  Mauito  of  MminlainB, 
Openetl  wide  his  rovkjr  doorwmj% 
Oi>eu«Mi  wide  his  deep  abyMSflt 
(ii%'inf(  Fau-lNik-Keewu  ftheltcr 
In  hii  caverns  tlark  and  dremryt 
Uidtiin^  Tau-Fuk-Keewis  welcoM 
To  hi!!  gloomy  Imlgr  «if  MUidatoat. 

Therv  wttlniitt  nt^iwl  lliawaths, 
I  Found  the  «lourwa\<«  clotM^i  A|»miBrt  ki 
With  his  mittriis,  MinjrkakwBn, 
Smote  );rt*at  ravrnis  in  the  ■■imIiImb^ 
Crieti  aloud  in  tones  of  thunder, 
**  0|M*n  !  I  am  iluiwatha  t  ** 
'  Hut  the  Ohl  Man  of  the  MoubIauI 
<>|M*ne«l  not,  and  made  no  answer 
From  the  »ili*nt  eni^  of  Manditni^ 
From  the  j^IiHuny  rock  abviwra. 

Then  he  raii«*d  his  han«ls  to  baavc^ 
(billed  iiii|ilurin;;  on  the  tempest* 
Called  \Va\wa.vtimo,  the  lightaiogt 
And  the  thunder.  Annemeckcr  ; 
And  thi-y  i-.iiiie  with  ni);ht  aud  da^Mfl 
Swe4'|iiii^  diiwn  the  Hig-Ses-Walcff 
From  the  «li.<«tant  rhundcr  MoaataiM; 
Ami  the  tr«'nii>ltii^  I'au-l'uk-Kcevis 
lleanl  the  fttottie|i!(  of  tlie  thaodcr. 
Saw  the  red  v\v%  uf  the  li|*htniiig. 
Wax  afraid.  aii«l  eroiu'hr«l  and  trtalM 

Then  W  a}wa!i*iimo.  the  liKhtai^f, 
.^ninte  the  duorwa}:*  of  the  caTcfM^ 
W  ith  hi«  «k.tr-«  luh  unuitr  the  ciuar«ajf% 
Snmte  the  juStiU;;  emi^K  of  isndltll^ 
And  the  thumler.  Anneuirekec, 
Shoiite«l  fhiwn  into  the  caverns. 
Satin;;.  "  Where  i%  l*au-l*uk-Kcewiil* 
And  the  t'r.i;^'  f*  11>  an<I  hi*nralh  ihoi 
lH.*a«l  iiiuiiii;;  the  riM-ky  ruins 
\a\  the  e-.iutiin;;  Fau-I'uk-Keewi^ 
I^y  till-  h.iml^inie  Yritatlixxr, 
Sl.iin  in  h:%  o\%u  human  H|;uit<. 

Kmleil  Hrri-  hi^  wild  ail \rnlai«i^ 
Kndcil  Hi'n  hi^  tru  k»  and  punbok^ 
Kmli-d  .ill  hit  i  r.ift  ami  cunning 
Kndi-d  ail  h:«  liiiM-hlef-niiiking, 
All  hiH  ;::iiiiMiii;;  ami  hi«  dancing 
All  ht%  MiHitiii;  ill  the  maidrna. 

Tlii-n  (h«-  tiiiMi*  Hiawatha 
TiMik  hi«  <»iiiil.  hi«  i^himt.  hm  shaiioV* 
Njiake   ii).|  «ii.l  :  ••<>  l'au-l^lk•Kf««tb 
Never  mur*  m  human  liipirp 
>fi.ftil  M>ii  i«-an-h  fur  nr«  advrataiMS 
Never  niiin-  «ith  je«t  and  lao^bttt 
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ust  and  leaves  in  whirlwinds  ; 

lere  in  the  heavens 

ar  and  sail  in  circles  ; 

3  you  to  an  eagle, 

be  great  war-eagle, 

the  fowls  with  feathers, 

watha's  chickens." 

ame  of  Pau-Puk-Keewis 

among  the  people, 

among  the  singers, 

the  story-tellers  ; 

;er,  when  the  snow-flakes 

lies  round  the  lodges, 

nd  in  gusty  tumult 

ke-fluo  pipes  and  whistles, 

-y  cry,  "comes  Pau-Puk-Kee- 

g  through  the  village, 
ing  in  Ins  harvest ! " 


XVIII 

DEATH   OF  KWASIND 

le  among  the  nations 

ame  and  fame  of  Kwasind ; 

;d  to  strive  with  Kwasind, 

d  compete  with  Kwasind. 

hievous  Puk-Wudjies, 

,-ious  Little  People, 

ries  and  the  pygmies, 

conspired  against  him. 

ateful  Kwasind/'  said  they, 

it,  outrageous  fellow 

;  a  little  longer, 

•ything  he  touches, 

r^'thing  to  pieces, 

e  world  with  wonder, 

es  of  the  Puk-Wudjies  ? 

re  for  the  Puk-Wudjies  ? 

1  us  down  like  mushrooms, 

into  the  water, 

lies  to  be  eaten 

2d  Nec-ba-naw-baigs, 

ts  of  the  water  !  '* 

fry  Little  People 

1  against  the  Strong  Man, 

i  to  murder  Kwasind, 

he  world  of  Kwasind, 

us,  overbearing, 

aughty,  dangerous  Kwasind  ! 

wondrous  strength  of  Kwasind 

I  alone  was  seated  ; 

I  too  was  his  weakness  ; 


There  alone  could  he  be  wounded. 
Nowhere  else  could  weapon  pierce  him. 
Nowhere  else  could  weapon  harm  him. 

Even  there  the  only  weapon 
That  could  wound  him,  that  could  slay  him, 
Was  the  seed-cone  of  the  pine-tree, 
Was  the  blue  cone  of  the  fir-tree. 
This  was  Kwasind's  fatal  secret. 
Known  to  no  man  among  mortals  ; 
But  the  cunnine  Little  ^ople. 
The  Puk-Wudjies,  knew  the  secret, 
Knew  the  only  way  to  kill  him. 

So  they  gathered  cones  together, 
Grathered  seed-cones  of  the  pine-tree, 
Gathered  blue  cones  of  the  fir-tree, 
In  the  woods  by  Taquamenaw, 
Brought  them  to  the  river's  margin. 
Heaped  them  in  great  piles  together. 
Where  the  red  rocks  from  the  margin 
Jutting  overhang  the  river. 
There  they  lay  in  wait  for  Kwasind, 
The  malicious  Little  People. 

'T  was  an  afternoon  in  Summer  ; 
Very  hot  and  still  the  air  was. 
Very  smooth  the  gliding  river. 
Motionless  the  sleeping  shadows  : 
Insects  glistened  in  the  sunshine. 
Insects  skated  on  the  water. 
Filled  the  drowsy  air  ¥dth  buzzing. 
With  a  far  resounding  war-cry. 

Down  the  river  came  the  Strong  Man, 
In  his  birch  canoe  came  Kwasind, 
Floating  slowly  down  the  current 
Of  the  sluggish  Taquamenaw, 
Very  languid  with  the  weather. 
Very  sleepy  with  the  silence. 

From  the  overhanging  branches. 
From  the  tassels  of  the  oirch-trees. 
Soft  the  Spirit  of  Sleep  descended  ; 
B^  his  airy  hosts  surrounded. 
His  invisible  attendants. 
Came  the  Spirit  of  Sleep,  Nepahwin  ; 
Like  a  burnished  Dush-kwo-ne-ahe, 
Like  a  dragon-fly,  he  hovered 
O'er  the  drowsy  head  of  Kwasind. 

To  his  ear  there  came  a  murmur 
As  of  waves  upon  a  searshore, 
As  of  far-oif  tumbling  waters. 
As  of  winds  among  the  pine-trees  ; 
And  he  felt  upon  his  forehead 
Blows  of  little  airy  war-clubs, 
Wielded  by  the  slumbrous  legions 
Of  the  Spirit  of  Sleep,  Nepahwin, 
As  of  some  one  breathing  on  him. 

At  the  first  blow  of  their  war-clubs, 
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Fell  a  drowtiiKM  on  Kwaaind  ; 
At  tbp  irroiHl  blow  they  >niote  him, 
MotionlrM  liiii  paAltllv  rvfltrd  ; 
At  thi>  thini,  brforp  hu  tuiud 
Krclrd  tlw  laDtl»fa|ie  into  ilarknete. 
Very  suuml  Aftlrrp  wn«  Kwnaind. 

So  hp  riiuiti-<l  down  the  rirer, 
likt*  a  Mi  11(1  nimn  fWAtcnl  uprif^ht, 
Muati'cl  flown  the  Taiiuanienaw, 
rndornpatli  tlu*  tn>nibiin^  bin'h-trect, 
rndrmrath  tlii*  woudrtl  headlaiida, 
rudcmeatb  the  war  t* noainnnirnt 
Of  the  pvfsmies  the  l*iik-\\  udjies. 

Then*  thry  HtiMMl,  all  amiiMl  and  waiting, 
llurletl  thf  piiKwttne!*  down  upon  him» 
Struok  him  on  hM  brawnv  Mhi>uldc-n, 
On  his  crown  di*ffni*elt*M  struck  him. 
**  iK'uth  t4i  Kwa»iiid  !  **  was  the  sudden 
War-cry  of  the  I.ittle  IVonle. 

And  iie  nidcwavs  k waved  anil  tumbled, 
Sidcwavft  fell  into  the  ri%cr, 
IMunf^fd  beneath  the  »lu^{;i>h  water 
lleaiUonj;,  a.<t  an  otter  plunks  ; 
And  the  binh  canoe,  nliundoiied, 
I>rifted  empty  down  the  river, 
li«»ttom  upwanl  nwen'ril  and  drifted  : 
Nothing;  mure  wa.4  seen  of  Kwa»ind. 

liut  the  memory  of  the  >tntn^  Mao 
Lini^eretl  lont:  anion^  the  |MMipl«r, 
Am)  mhehevi-r  tliron)*h  the  fun**(t 
It^i^i'd  ami  roariHl  the  wintry  tempeiit. 
Ami  the  branches.  ttKjie«l  ami  troubled, 
C*r«-aki'il  anil  y^nuned  and  !iplit  aAunder, 
**  Kwa-iiml  !  "  mi'd  they  ;  **  that  i%  Kwaiiud  ! 
He  i»  pktherini;  in  hi»  tin^viuod  !  '* 


MX 

IMK   (.MOMS 

Ni  VI  k  ofiMiiM  the  %«iarini;  vuliur*- 
t  Ml  )>!«  ij  i.irry  in  the  deMTt, 
Oil  itjf  «..  L  "f  i»i>iiiidi-i|  liiuin, 
|hit   iii<>!lii  r  \iil!iiri'.  «iat«-hni); 

Kfiini  )i.<   h  ^-h  .til:il   |i«ik-4*iit. 
Nr«  thf  •i-^iiM.tnl  |>liitii:i\  •*»>d  follows  ; 
Ami   I  tliir<l  |>iir^iii  «  thf  »et-iiiii|, 
('m'i.iiij  friMii  ttit-  in\i«il<If  t  iht-r. 
Kr«!    I  •{«  •  k,  .iii'l  tht-n   a  culture, 
'liil  th**  air  i«  d.krk  viitii  piiiinn*. 
**•»  il.^.LfttiM  i-i«iin"  tmt  •iiijjh   ; 
Itiil  An  if  thi  \    «ij!i  htil   an«l  «i:ilte<|, 
^  •iiiMii^  «>n*-  aiiiittif  r'«  iiji>(iiiii«. 
When  the  iir^t  di  •^-f-ml*,  thv  others 


Follow,  follow,  gmtheriag 
Koand  their  Tictim,  aiek  Ami 
First  a  shadow,  then  a  sorrow. 
Till  the  air  is  dark  with  aamiak 

Now,  o  er  all  the  dreary  Noftl 
Mighty  Peboan,  the  Winler. 
Breathing  on  the  lakes  and  liTMSi 
Into  stone  had  changed  their 
From  his  hair  he  shook  the 
Tdl  the  plains  were  strewn  witk 
4)ne  uninterrupted  level. 
As  if,  stooping,  the  Creator 
With  his  hand  had  smoothed 

ThrtMigh  the  forest,  wide  and 
Roamed  the  hunter  on  his 
In  the  village  worked  the  w 
founded  uuize,  or  dressed  the 
And  the  young  men  plaved 
On  the  ice  the  noisy  hafl-plaj. 
On  the  plain  the  dance  of  sdoi 

One  dark  evening,  after  m: 
In  her  wigwam  I«aughing  W 
Sat  with  old  Noki>niis,  waitiBg 
For  the  steps  of  Hiawatha 
llomewanl  fn>m  the  hunt 

On  t)H*ir  fai-c**  gleamed  the  fbvlifli^ 
Painting  them  with  streaks  ol 
In  the  eves  of  old  Nokomia 
(ilimmered  like  the  waterr 
In  the  eyes  of  Ijiughing  Water 
(•listened  like  the  tkun  in  water; 
And  behind  them  crouched  their 
In  the  comers  of  the  wigwam. 
And  the  f»nioke  in  wreatAS  above 
ClimlMMl  and  crowded  thniogh  the 
Hue. 

Then  the  curtain  of  the  doorvaj 
From  without  was  slowly  lifted  ; 
Hrighter  glowed  the  tire  a  n 
And  a  moment  swer«'ed  the 
As  tuo  wnnien  entered  softlv, 
l'a«seti  the  iliMirway  uninvited. 
Without  »«>ril  of  salutation, 
Withiiiit  hi^n  i>f  n*r«ignitioci. 
Sat  ill  ruin  III  the  fartliest  cumer, 
('riiiirliiii^  low  auii^n^  the  shadowi^ 

Knuii  their  a!i|Mvt  and  thrir 
Strang  r*  M*eme<l  the}  in  the  tallage; 
Ver>  p:iii>  ami  ha)*g.inl  were  tbej« 
A«  thi  >  v.it  then-  «ad  and  sdrnl, 
Tn-iiiMiii;;.  t-iiwiTing  with  the 

Wa.«  It  thf  »inil  aUi«e  the 
Mutterin)*  d«ifiti  tiit«»  the  wtgwmm  f 
Wa«  It  the  owl.  the  Koki»kolMs 
lloo(tii|^  from  the  dismal  fufcatf 
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ce  said  in  the  silence  : 
«  corpses  clad  in  garments, 
ghosts  that  come  to  haunt  70a, 
kingdom  of  Ponemah, 
land  of  the  Hereafter  I " 
ard  now  came  Hiawatha 
tiunting  in  the  forest, 
}now  upon  his  tresses, 
3d  deer  on  his  shoulders, 
t  of  Laaghine  Water 
lirew  his  lifeless  burden  ; 
indsomer  she  thought  him, 
a  first  he  came  to  woo  her, 
w  down  the  deer  before  her, 
1  of  his  wishes, 
Lise  of  the  future. 
;  turned  and  saw  the  strangers, 
crouching  with  the  shadows  ; 
n  himself,  "  Who  are  they  ? 
age  guests  has  Minnehalm  ?  " 
estioned  not  the  strangers, 
e  to  bid  them  welcome 
ge,  his  food,  his  fireside, 
be  evening  meal  was  ready, 
eer  had  been  divided, 
)allid  guests,  the  strangers, 
from  among  the  shadows, 
>n  the  choicest  portions, 
white  fat  of  the  roebuck, 
for  Laughing  Water, 
if e  of  Hiawatha  ; 
sking,  without  thanking, 
evoured  the  morsels, 
ck  among  the  shadows 
ner  of  the  wiewam. 
rord  spake  Hiawatha, 
ion  made  Nokomis, 
ture  laughing  Water ; 
Qge  came  o*er  their  features  ; 
lehaha  softly 

1,  saWng,  "  They  are  famished  ; 
do  what  best  delights  them  ; 
eat,  for  they  are  famished." 
daylight  dawned  and  darkened, 
ight  shook  off  the  daylight 
le  shakes  off  the  snow-flakes 
midnight  of  its  branches  ; 
ly  the  guests  unmoving 
silent  in  the  wigwam  ; 
^bt,  in  storm  or  starlight, 
jr  went  into  the  forest, 
Bre-wood  to  the  wigwam, 
pine-cones  for  the  burning, 
id  and  always  silent, 
lenever  Hiawatha 


Came  from  fishing  or  from  hunting. 
When  the  evening  meal  was  ready, 
And  the  food  had  been  divided. 
Gliding  from  their  darksome  comer, 
Came  the  pallid  guests,  the  strangers. 
Seized  upon  the  choicest  portions 
Set  aside  for  Lauehing  Water, 
And  without  rebuke  or  question 
Flitted  back  amon?  the  shadows. 

Never  once  had  Hiawatha 
By  a  word  or  look  reproved  them  ; 
Never  once  had  old  Nokomis 
Made  a  gesture  of  impatience  ; 
Never  once  had  Laughing  Water 
Shown  resentment  at  the  outrage. 
All  had  they  endured  in  silence. 
That  the  rights  of  guest  and  stmnger, 
That  the  virtue  of  free-giving. 
By  a  look  mieht  not  be  lessened. 
By  a  word  might  not  be  broken. 

Once  at  midnight  Hiawatha, 
Ever  wakeful,  ever  watchful. 
In  the  wigwam,  dimly  lighted 
By  the  brands  that  still  were  burning. 
By  the  glimmering,  flickering  fireU^t, 
Heard  a  sishing,  oft  repeated. 
Heard  a  sobbing,  as  of  sorrow. 

From  his  couch  rose  Hiawatha, 
From  his  shaggy  hides  of  bison. 
Pushed  aside  the  deer-skin  curtain. 
Saw  the  pallid  guests,  the  shadows, 
Sitting  upright  on  their  couches, 
Weepmg  in  the  silent  midnight 

And  he  said  :  *'  O  guests  I  why  is  it 
That  your  hearts  are  so  afflicted. 
That  you  sob  so  in  the  midnight  ? 
Has  perchance  the  old  Nokomis, 
Has  my  wife,  my  Minnehaha, 
Wronged  or  grieved  vou  by  unkindness, 
Failed  in  hospitable  duties  ?  " 

Then  the  shadows  ceased  from  weepmg, 
Ceased  from  sobbing  and  lamenting. 
And  they  said,  with  gentle  voices  : 
"  We  are  ghosts  of  the  departed. 
Souls  of  those  who  once  were  with  yon. 
From  the  realms  of  Chibiabos 
Hither  have  we  come  to  try  you. 
Hither  have  we  come  to  warn  you. 

"  Cries  of  grief  and  lamentation 
Reach  us  in  the  Blessed  Islands  ; 
Cries  of  anguish  from  the  living, 
Calling  back  their  friends  departed. 
Sadden  us  with  useless  sorrow. 
Therefore  have  we  come  to  try  you  ; 
No  one  knows  ns,  no  one  heeds  us.  * 
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\Vc  are  but  a  bunlni  to  vnu, 
AihI  wv  mh*  that  the  df|tiirtril 
llavi*  uoplai*e  among  the  liviiif^. 

*-  Think  of  thi»,  O  Hiawatha  ! 
Speak  of  it  to  all  thi*  |MMiplc, 
1  oat  hencfforwanl  uuil  fun*vi*r 
Thrv  no  morv  with  lamentations 
Sailili'n  thi*  MNild  of  the  ilf|iarted 
In  thi;  I»laii(l!t  of  the  HifA^ed. 

**  Do  not  lav  »iu'h  hi-avy  liiinlt'ns 
In  the  f;ravr!t  of  th(t<M*  vmi  bury. 
Not  sui*h  Wright  t»t  fiiri^  ;iml  wiiinjuiin. 
Not  fiut'h  weight  i>f  |Mtt!i  anil  kfttU-ii, 
For  the  hpirit.n  taint  U'neath  theiu. 
Only  gi\e  tlifin  fiKMl  to  earry. 
Only  give  tiifni  tire  to  light  thi-m. 

**  Kotir  (l:iy!«  i<»  tin*  Apint's  jounH'v 
To  the  luml  of  ghti>t>  and  >li:uIows, 
Fnur  it^  lonel}  night  eneanipnient-* ; 
Four  tiuie>  uiUHl  their  tin*>  U*  lightei). 
lliereftiri',  when  the  itciul  ure  buried, 
Ia'X  a  tire,  IV*  ntght  appnuehes, 
FiMir  tinii"o  I'll  ihr  gru^i*  U*  kindled, 
'lliat  thf  Mill!  uiMui  it?i  jiiiirni'V 

a  mm 

M.iy  nut  l.ifk  till-  thif-rtul  tirelight, 
M.i_\  ui't  gri'pr  .ilH)iit  in  d.irLni*NH. 

*'  Kan-Mi  11,  tut\*\f  lliiiuatha  t 
W'v  havi-  put  \ou  to  tlif  tri.il. 
Tti  I  hi'  priN't  li.ivi-  put  \iiiir  {kitit-noe, 
lis  thi*  iiitiil:  nf  II  ir  pn-<«i'iii'f, 
lt\  till'  iiiitr.i<'<'  nt  our  :ii-tiiii:<i. 
W I  h»\i'  fit  iii<l  \t*n  gn-:it  iitiil  niiMe. 
F.iil  nn*  iti  tilt-  ;;!•  .iti-r  tri.il, 
K.iiiit  iii*t  ill  th>    li.inli-r  ^liiiLT'^li*-** 

Will  II  t)i'\  •  •  .i«t-«|.  :i  ^ull<ll■n  darkne^ 
Ff  11  -iM-l  tilit-'i  tli'-  «iiriit  ui'^uani. 
IIi.iu  i:li  k  III  .iril  .1  rii*-tli' 
Ah  iif  ;;.iriii«-nl'*  tr.nlini:  hy  liirn, 
IIiMfil  the  rurt.iiii  iif  t!i>' ijixirwav 

I..t!ii|    \'\     .1    I:  ili<i    lit*    *-.IW   tli<I. 

I  •  U  till-  I fl-i  l-ti  tlh  i>f  th*   tii>:lit  air. 
Fill  .1  ii.xiiH  III  •>  1^  tLc  <«!.irli^iit  ; 
Itiit  )  •      tv«  till-  ^•'.M«t«  iii>  liini;i*r. 
^*.l«l  ii'i  i>  •■••    ;!>    H .iiii)i  rih^  •pints 
t  r«in.  !!■•    k.r:.:>l>Ti,  •■!  I'i'Im  iii-th, 
Fri>ii<  :!•!   t.iii«l  I'l  till    lli-ri-aftt-r. 


i  r 


\   \ 


I      V.  •! 


Oil  thr  liiti:;  ai)il  >iri  .ir\    \\  .ii!>  r  f 
<  >b  t..<    >    M    mi  •  iii>  1  \\  \i\\.  t  ! 
K^rr  t!..>  k'  I,  ::..<  ki  r.  tti.i  ki  r 


Froze  the  ice  on  lake  aiid  riv«r, 

K%-er  deeper,  deeper,  deeper 

Fell  the  mow  o*er  alt  tbe  lai 

Fell  the  covering  snow,  aiid  ciriftad 

Through  the  forest,  ruuml  the  vilbgn 

II  anil  J  from  hia  buried  wigwam 
Could  tht*  hunter  force  a  paua^  ; 
With  his  niitteiui  and  his  soowHiboet 
Vainly  walkt*<l  he  through  tbe 
Sought  for  hinl  or  lM*asit  and  fooad 
Saw  no  truek  of  deer  or  rabliit. 
In  the  unow  liehehl  no  fiNil prints^ 
In  the  ghastly,  gleaming  foreil 
Fell,  anil  could  ni*t  rise  from 
PerinhiHi  then*  from  eold  and  buagcr. 

<  Ml  the  famine  and  the  fever  I 
( >h  the  waiiting  of  the  famine  I 
Oh  the  blxHting  of  the  fever  I 
.  Oh  the  wailing  of  the  childfvn  I 
Oh  the  angiiinb  of  the  women  I 

All  the  earth  wa!«  >ii'k  and 
Hungry  wa.^  tin*  air  anmnd  theiBt 
Hungry  wa<«  the  ^ky  alwve  tbrm« 
And  the  hiiii;;ry  !ktars  in  bravea 
I  Like  the  e\i'>  of  uoUes  glaned  at  t^"*- 

lntt»  Hi.i«atha'»  wigwam 
Cauir  two  othi-r  gue»cs,  as  silent 
Ah  the  ghostn  ucn-,  and  as  glooBJp 
Waited  not  to  U*  incited, 
l>id  not  |i;iiIi-\  at  the  doorwar. 
Sat  thi'n*  withmit  unnl  of  wel 
In  the  M-at  I  if  Kiii;;hing  Water  ; 
l^Niki-il  uiili  li.i;^",;anl  eyes  and 
At  tlir  fail'  iif  laughing  Water. 

And  tip-  fnrinii'^t  Mid  :  **  Heboid  wK 
I  am  KaiiiiM',  llukaiLifiin  !  ** 
And  till'  othi-r  v:iii|  :  ••  iWhold  DM  I 
I  am  Fiii-r,  Aliki«M*fiin  !  ** 

Ami  till-  lii\fl\  Minnrhaha 
>liUililiTi  il  :k.'«  till  Jb   liHiki'd  U|Min  beTf 
.^hiiiiiii-n  il  at  thi*  wnnU  iIh-v  ultcifdi 
I»i\  iltiwn  I'll  liiT  IhiI  ill  silence, 
Hitl  III  r  f  a«  »•,  Imt  iiiaile  no  answer; 
I«a\  tlii-r«*  til  uil-iiiig,  freexiug. 
At  till'  liHik^  tli<-%  t  .i*t  u|i«ia  brr. 
At  till'  ti-.irt.ii  uiinU  tlii-y  uttenei 

|-iirth  iiitii  till*  i'iii|it\  fiinrst 
Ku^liiil  ;)ii-  iii.iil<li-iit'il  lliawsiba; 
In  hi^  L<  .irt  w.i«  ili*aill_\  Mjrrow, 
111  lii-»  t  ti  i-  .1  -Still  tiriiine»»  ; 
(hi  Ii.<  l'ri>'-«  !tii-  ««rat  of  AUgutsb 
M.irtol,  |m,!   it  fri'ir  and  frll  not 

W  r.i|>|Nil  ill  fur*  aiiti  armed  for 
With  \i.^  iiii,;l.:y  Uiw  iif 
\\  ith  hi3  i|iii«i  r  lull  tif 
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$,  Minjekahwan, 
d  vacant  forest 
es  strode  he  forward, 
to,  the  Mighty  I " 
s  face  uplifted 
ur  of  anguish, 
Iren  food,  O  father  I 
we  must  perish  ! 
r  Minnehaha, 
innehaha  I" 
ar-resounding  forest, 
;st  vast  and  vacant 
*  desolation, 
no  other  answer 
f  his  crying, 
f  the  woodlands, 
linnehaha  !*' 
oved  Hiawatha 
o\y  forest, 

dow  of  whose  thickets, 
lays  of  Summer, 
•gotten  Summer, 
his  young  wife  homeward 
f  the  Dacotahs  ; 
sang  in  the  thickets, 
ets  laughed  and  glistened, 
full  of  fragrance, 
^aughing  Water 
that  did  not  tremble, 
3u,  my  husband  !  " 
11  with  Nokomis, 
ny  guests  that  watched  her, 
e  and  the  Fever, 
he  Beloved, 
linnehaha. 

said  ;  "  I  hear  a  rushing, 
md  a  rushing, 
»f  Minnehaha 
om  a  distance  ! " 
'*  said  old  Nokomis, 
•wind  in  the  pine-trees  !  " 
said  ;  "  I  see  my  father 
at  his  doorway, 
;  from  his  wigwam 
le  Dacotahs  !  " 
"  said  old  Nokomis. 
ke,   that  waves  and  beck- 
she,  "  the  eyes  of  Pauguk 
in  the  darkness, 
^  fingers 

mid  the  darkness  ! 
watha  ! " 
ate  Hiawatha, 
the  forest. 


Miles  away  among  the  mountains, 
Heard  that  sudden  cry  of  angoisbiy 
Heard  the  voice  of  Minnehaha 
Calling  to  him  in  the  darkness, 
"Hiawatha!  Hiawatha  I" 

Over  snow-fields  waste  and  pathless, 
Under  snow-encumbered  branches, 
Homeward  hurried  Hiawatha, 
Fmpty-handed,  heavy-hearted. 
Heard  Nokomis  moaning,  wailing  : 
"  Wahonowin  !  Wahonowin  ! 
Would  that  I  had  perished  for  you, 
Would  that  I  were  dead  as  you  are  ! 
Wahonowin  !  Wahonowin  !  *' 

And  he  rushed  into  the  wigwam, 
Saw  the  old  Nokomis  slowly 
Rocking  to  and  fro  and  moaning, 
Saw  his  lovely  Minnehaha 
Lying  dead  and  cold  before  him. 
And  nis  bursting  heart  within  him 
Uttered  such  a  cry  of  anguish, 
That  the  forest  moaned  and  shuddered. 
That  the  very  stars  in  heaven 
Shook  and  trembled  with  his  anguish. 

Then  he  sat  down,  still  and  speeohless^ 
On  the  bed  of  Minnehaha, 
At  the  feet  of  Laughing  Water, 
At  those  willing  feet,  that  never 
More  would  lightly  run  to  meet  him, 
Never  more  would  lightly  follow. 

With  both  hands  his  face  he  covered. 
Seven  long  days  and  nights  he  sat  there, 
As  if  in  a  swoon  he  sat  there. 
Speechless,  motionless,  unconscious 
Of  the  daylight  or  the  darkness. 

Then  they  buried  Minnehaha  ; 
In  the  snow  a  grave  they  made  her. 
In  the  forest  deep  and  darksome. 
Underneath  the  moaning  hemlocks  ; 
Clothed  her  in  her  richest  garments. 
Wrapped  her  in  her  robes  of  ermine. 
Covered  her  with  snow,  like  ermine  ; 
Thus  they  buried  Minnehaha. 

And  at  night  a  fire  was  lighted. 
On  her  grave  four  times  was  Idndled* 
For  her  soul  upon  its  journey 
To  the  Islands  of  the  Blessed. 
From  his  doorway  Hiawatha 
Saw  it  burning  in  the  forest, 
Lighting  up  the  gloomy  hemlocks  ; 
From  his  sleepless  bed  uprising, 
From  the  bed  of  Minnehaha, 
Stood  and  watched  it  at  the  doorway, 
That  it  might  not  be  extinguished. 
Might  not  leave  her  in  the  darkness. 
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••  Far«well  I  **  laid  hr,  ••  Miniiehmbm  t 
Farewell,  O  toy  l.jMighinff  Water  I 
All  m^  bcart  u  buriinl  with  jou, 
Alt  my  thou|fbta  p)  onward  with  jou  I 
Come  not  back  again  t4>  lalMir, 
Come  not  back  again  to  suffer, 
\\*bere  the  Famine  and  the  Kcrer 
Wear  the  heart  and  waste  the  budj. 
Soon  mj  ta.*ik  will  be  ctmiplftefl, 
Suon  your  footsteps  I  shall  follow 
To  the  IsbuMls  of  the  HtrMed, 
To  the  Kingdom  of  i'lincmah, 
To  the  Land  of  the  Hereafter  t " 


XXI 

TIIK   Will  IK   MAN'S   FOOT 

lit  his  lodge  beside  a  rivor, 
Cltmv  btr»id4*  a  frosen  rirrr. 
Sat  an  old  man.  muI  and  lonely. 
Whitv  his  liair  was  as  a  iiniiw-drift  ; 
Dull  and  low  his  tirv  was  bunting. 
And  thr  old  iiiaii  nhtKik  anil  trembled, 
Foldrd  ill  hi'«  W:iuU*w\on, 
In  hiii  taittrn'tl  w|iitt'-!tkiii«wnip|irr, 
llrariiig  iiulbiiig  but  thv  tfiii|N>!tt 
An  it  riinn'd  nlini^  tin*  fi»n-^t, 
S*riiig  lint  hint;  but  tin*  ^iinw-«t(»nn, 
As  it  wbirli'il  und  lii^iM"*!  and  ilrifti*d. 

All  tbi*  cMials  Wf-n-  whit*-  with  ashes. 
Ami  tbi*  tin*  wa*  sluwly  tlyin^, 
A«  a  ><>ung  man,  w.-i Iking  lii;btlr. 
At  ihi'  o|H-ti  iliNirway  i*iit<'r«'i|. 
lii'il  witli  MimmI  iif  viiutb  hi^  ohrrks  were, 
Nift  \i\%  v\f\,  a«  fkt.ir«  in  Spriiig-timi*. 
li«Miii«l  bi«  fun'lii'atl  wa«  with  gr.i.«vH  ; 
|i«iui>il  and  |iiiiiiii*il  with  Ar«-nti'«l  gra^^'S, 
t  hi  \n%  \i\**  A  •iiiilt*  iif  iH-iiuty, 
Fill  lilt*  nil  thr  l«M|gi*  with  «tin<»liiii«*, 

111   )ll«   liailil   A   luillih  4if   l>liM«<i|ll« 

tilling  ail  till-  IimIj^i'  with  ^wrrtlii'^^. 

"  Ah.  II: \   ^iifi  !  "  rii'laiiiirfl  thr  iild  mail. 
**  ll.»p|>«  Jiri-  n  \  t  \r%  til  Mf  \iiu. 
Nit  bir«-  «>ii  (III*  111  it  ln-^iilf  nil*. 
>it  Imt«'  \'y  tli»-  il\!ii;;  I  iiilH-r*, 

I^-!   11*  p.l**  liii-  li'.^Kl   !'i;Ji  !hiT, 
!•  il  li;i-  Iif  \nir  *»r.iii;;i'  :t'li iiiture^. 
tti  till-  l.ifiil«  v»^•  fi-  \iifi  li.iir  trn^rllril  ; 
I  «iil  t*  11  \iii  i-f  iii\  priiwi««, 
tK  riiv  iii.ii._\  liiiil^  iif  wiitiib-r." 

\  ri-iii  bi«  |»>iii-li  lit'  dri  %i   hi«  |i«-ii-r-pi|ir, 
Vi-ri  •M  .itiil  «trani**-l\  f  i»liiiiiic-il  ; 
Maili-  of  ri-4l  «tiifit*  wa«  thr  piiir-lMrad, 


And  the  stem  a  reed  with  fnatlwii ; 
Filled  the  pipe  with  bark  of  willaVp 
Plaeed  a  burning  coal  apon  U* 
Gare  it  to  his  guest,  the  ttnuiftrt 
And  began  to  speak  in  this  wise : 
"  When  1  blow  my  breath  aboal  mi^ 
When  I  breathe  u|miii  the  IsndiOipti, 
Motionless  are  all  the  riren* 
Hard  as  stone  becomca  the  water  I  "* 

And  the  young  man  answered,  tmiSt^i 
*'  When  I  blow  my  breath  about  at» 
When  1  breathe  upon  the  landieapt^ 
Flowers  spring  up  oVr  all  the 
Singing,  onwanl  rush  the  riTen  t 
**  When  I  shake  my  hoary  tree 
Said  the  ohl  man  darkly  f  ruwoiag, 
*'  All  the  land  with  snow  is  coTeied  ; 
All  the  leaves  from  all  the  braachM 
Fall  and  fa«le  and  die  awl  wither, 

.  For  1  breathe,  and  In  !  they  are  aoL 

j  From  the  waten  and  the 

.  Kise  tliv  wild  gcNMe  and  the 
Fly  away  to  distant  regions. 
For  1  s|M*ak,  and  1»  !  they  are  aol. 

j  And  whiTt**er  my  fuotstefis 
All  the  wild  beasts  of  the  fomi 
Hidf  theniM'lves  in  holes  ami  c 
And  the  earth  liecomes  as  HiateleBel* 

**  When  I  shake  my  flowing  ri 
S;iii|  the  young  uuui,  softly  laughiiijp 
**  Showers    of    rain    fall 
roiiie, 

'  lMant«  lift  up  their  heads  rrjoicia^ 
Iia4*k  into  thi'ir  lakes  and 
Conir  the  wiiil  giMMr  and  the 
lloiiiewanl  ithtHttn  the-  arrowr  ■■■iws. 
Sing  thf  blufbinl  and  tlie  rukiB, 
And  whrn-Vr  my  footsteps 
All  the  nirailitw«  wavr  with 
All  the  wiNMllaxMls  ring  with 
All  thf  tn-r^  an*  dark  with  foliage  I* 

While*  thi'\  K]iaki\  the  night 
Fnitii  the  ili^tant  rralnis  of  ll' 
Fnmi  hiii  ihining  IinI|^  of  silver, 
I.iko  a  warrmr  rulnMl  ami  painted* 
(*Sllii*  thr  ••un.  uimI  Mild,  ** lirhoU  WKt 
(ihrr/iA,  thi*  gr«  ut  «un,  In'hokl  met 
The II  thr  iild  man's  tongve  «■• 
h'«* 
Ami  tlir  .11  r  trrew  warm  and  plrasM<, 
AihI  ii|H>n  till*  wi;;wain  «wr<etly 
Sail);  ili«-  Miii  I'inl  and  thr  ndiin. 
Ami  thi'  »tr«-:iiii  U*t;»n  U*  miimmrt 
Aitd  4  •«■•  lit  ff  umwing  graasra 
'IlirttU};!!  tiie  lialgr  was  gently 
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I,  the  youthful  stranger, 
r  in  the  daylight 
ie  before  him  ; 

the  Winter  I 
is  the  tears  were  flowing, 
ig  lakes  the  streamlets, 
hnink  and  dwindled 
^  sun  ascended, 
r  it  faded, 
■ound  it  vanished, 

man  saw  before  him, 
stone  of  the  wiewam, 
e   had  smoked  and  smoul- 

it  flower  of  Spring-time, 
y  of  the  Spring-time, 
deed  in  blossom, 
that  in  the  North-land 
eard-of  coldness, 
le  Winter, 

ae  with  all  its  splendor, 
id  all  its  blossoms, 
uid  leaves  and  grasses, 
le  wind  to  northward, 
t  flocks,  like  arrows, 
ws  shot  through  heaven, 
in,  the  Mahnahbezee, 
st  as  a  man  speaks  ; 
aes  waving,  bending 
ing  snapped  asunder, 
e  goose,  \Vaw-be-wawa ; 
»r  singly  flying, 
)n,  with  clangorous  pinions, 
1,  the  Shuh-shuh-gan, 
?,  the  Mushkodasa. 
3ts  and  the  meadows 
bird,  the  Owaissa, 
;  of  the  lodges 
I,  the  Opechee, 
f  the  pine-trees 
ton,  the  Omemee  ; 
ring  Hiawatha, 
lis  intiuite  sorrow, 
»ices  calling  to  him, 
>m  his  gloomy  doorway, 
;d  into  the  heaven, 
e  earth  and  waters, 
kuderiiigs  far  to  eastward, 
)ns  of  the  morning, 
ing  land  of  Wabun, 
w  returned  lagoo, 
'eller,  the  great  boaster, 
id  strange  adventures, 
and  many  wonders. 
»ple  of  the  village 


Listened  to  him  as  he  told  them 
Of  his  marvelloos  adventures. 
Laughing  answered  him  in  this  wise  : 
**  Ugh  1  it  is  indeed  lagoo  t 
No  one  else  beholds  such  wonders  I " 

He  had  seen,  he  said,  a  water 
Bigger  than  the  Bi^^-Seiii^ Water, 
Broader  than  the  Gitche  Gumee, 
Bitter  so  that  none  could  drink  it  1 
At  each  other  looked  the  warriors. 
Looked  the  women  at  each  other. 
Smiled,  and  said,  **  It  cannot  be  so  ! 
Kaw  ! "  they  said,  "  it  cannot  be  so  1  ** 

O'er  it,  said  he,  o'er  this  water 
Came  a  great  canoe  with  pinions, 
A  canoe  with  wings  came  flying. 
Bigger  than  a  g^ove  of  pine-trees, 
Tiuler  than  the  tallest  tree-tops  I 
And  the  old  men  and  the  women 
Looked  and  tittered  at  each  other  ; 
**  Kaw  !  "  they  said,   **  we  don't  belicTe 
it!" 

From  its  mouth,  he  said,  to  ^reet  him, 
Came  Waywassimo,  the  lightning. 
Came  the  thunder,  Annemeekee  1 
And  the  warriors  and  the  women 
Laughed  aloud  at  poor  lagoo  ; 
**  Kaw  I "  they  said,  "  w^t  tales  you  tell 
us  I " 

In  it,  said  he,  came  a  people. 
In  the  great  canoe  with  pinions 
Came,  he  said,  a  hundred  warriors  ; 
Painted  white  were  all  their  faces 
And  with  hair  their  chins  were  covered  t 
And  the  warriors  and  the  women 
Laughed  and  shouted  in  derision, 
Like  the  ravens  on  the  tree-tops, 
Like  the  crows  upon  the  hemlocks. 
"  Kaw ! "  they  said,  *'  what  lies  yoa  tell 

us  1 
Do  not  think  that  we  believe  them  !  ** 

Only  Hiawatha  laughed  not. 
But  he  gravely  spake  and  answered 
To  their  jeering  and  their  jesting  : 
"  True  is  all  lagoo  tells  us  ; 
I  have  seen  it  in  a  vision, 
Seen  the  g^at  canoe  with  pinions. 
Seen  the  people  with  white  faces. 
Seen  the  coming  of  this  bearded 
People  of  the  wooden  vessel 
From  the  regions  of  the  morning. 
From  the  shming  land  of  Wabun. 

"  Gitche  Manito,  the  Mighty, 
The  Great  Spirit,  the  Creator, 
Sends  them  hither  on  his  errand. 
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Srnda  ttu'iii  lu  u»  with  liiA  iiirMAf^. 
WbiTfMN'Vr  thi*y  iiiovr,  lN>f(»r«*  thfin 
S«i»riii<i  tht*  MtiupU);  tiy,  tbt*  Ahiiiu, 
Swaniis  Um*  Ut,  th«*  huiM*y-inaki*r  ; 
\Vbt*ri-Mir'ir  thrv  tread.  U*n«*atb  them 
Spriu}*ii  a  flow  it  uiikiiofiii  anidii);  u.% 
Sprin;:N  ihi*  Whitf-iiian's  Kout  in  blmwoin. 

**  l^-l  un  wflroiiir,  thfii,  the*  Htratij^fni, 
Hail  thrill  ua  our  f ririiiU aiul  bmtht'm, 
.Villi  tin*  lu*urt*H  ri){ht  luiiiil  uf  frifOiUhip 
(iivf  thrill  whfii  iIh-x  nuiir  tu  itt.*c  lu. 
(liti'hi*  Maiiitii.  thf*  Nli;:hty, 
Said  thii  ti>  iiit*  in  my  \i!*ii>ii. 

**  1  Udii-ld.  tiN>.  in  that  %imod 
All  thr  Mvr^'tH  uf  thr  fiitiin*. 
Of  thr  distant  tl.i\.i  th.it  !»h:ilt  Im*. 
1  tirhrld  ihr  liii-<»t«ur«l  liiari'hr!! 
Of  thr  iinkiuiwn.  rr«>wdrd  nations. 
All  tin*  laiitl  wiLt  full  uf  |H«i|ih-, 
Iti'stli-KH,  >trti^Kliu^.  toiling,  ^trivinj;. 
Speaking  iiiaii\  toiijpjrH,  \rt  frrlinj; 
But  onr  hran-U'ttt  in  tlirir  Im««i|ii!1. 
In  till*  wimmIIuimU  tau^  tlirir  asm, 
Siimki'tl  tliiir  tiiwni  in  all  thr  vallryu, 
OviT  all  tlif  l.ik««  :iiiil  rivrr* 
KiihIh  (I  tilt  ir  ^n-:it  raniH'o  of  thunder. 

**  'I'hrn  a  darki'f,  drt-arirr  Ti*>ii»ti 
I'uftMil  iM-fiin*  tni>,  va^^iir  ninl  elouil-like  ; 
I  U-hrlii  iMir  iKitiKii  M*:i*.tfrr«{, 
All  fiir;r*'tf»l  **i  i">  «'<>(iii<M  N, 
WiMkriii-tl,  warring  with  rach  otlitT  : 
Saw  tlu*  rrniiiaiif**  uf  uiir  |ir«ti»lr 
Swff^|iiiil*  fii"i!iii:inl,  wdd  ami  «it»ful, 
l.ikr  thr  I'loiiii-mrk  of  a  triii|M'ot. 
Likf*  thr  i»ithrnil  Iravvft  uf  Autuiim  !  *' 


WII 

II!  \\\  \  I  M  \^   III  »\K  MkF 

l)r  till-  «lii>ri*  t'f  tiitihr  (iiitiirr, 
|t\   !h«    «}i>ii.iii;  lln;-**«'a-WatiT, 
At  til*-  iiixirM.M  iif  lii«  wi^w.-iiii. 
In  til*-  |iit.t-ki.t  ^iitiiiiH-r  iii>iriiin^, 

lliaw.itlii   •'•-•i     imi   M.iiltd. 
All  tilt-  .i.r  M  i«  !.r!  uf  ln"»liii<*««. 
All  till-  <  .ir').  ««.«•  )>ri;;lil  and  juiun^, 
\liil  In  fori    I.  II,.  tLr<iiii;li  till'  «iin«liinr. 
\\*-«t«.ikrd  t>'%%.ird  ti>«-  n*  ii:lil"iiifi;;  fiirrnt 
l*a«*«  •!  Ill  ^'olii' II  «^«.irfii«  '.}**    Aliiiiu, 
!*»««<  •  I  tljv  )«•■«,  fill    L'-iit  \-ni'iki  r^. 
iliirtiuij.  •.ni^iiii;  III  tl.f  k.iii*)itiir 

llr.^'>.*.  .i)->w-  l.iTii  »liiMii-  tlii   III  .-irriia, 
I^Trl  «|in-.bii  i\t»-  lake  U  ft>n-  luiu  ; 


From  its  Uimim  Imped  Che  ■Iwmm^ 
Sparkling,  thwhiii^  in  the  ■""^hrrr ; 
On  its  niarKiu  thr  fptvnt  forMi 
Stood  rvtl«!i>te<l  in  thp  «»ter» 
Krrry  tr«'t*-tup  hail  ita  sbadowp 
MotiunlvM  lirnrath  the  water. 

From  the  br«)w  of  IliawatlM 
(loor  wa-H  rvrry  tnu.*e  of  aorrow, 
As  tb«*  fi>^  fntin  off  thr  wairr. 
As  the  inijit  fr«>Di  off  thr  tneadov. 
With  a  sinilr  of  joy  and  triumph 
With  a  look  of  mil  tat  ion. 
As  of  our  u  ho  ill  a  %*isioa 
Sers  what  i^  ti»  In*,  hut  is  nal, 
StoiNl  anil  wiiiti*«l  Hiawatha. 

Tow  an  1  thr  miii  his  liands  weiv  UfM 
lioth  thr  |ialiiiH  ^|ir«*iMl  out  ajcaiit  iU 
.\nd  iM'twrrii  thr  |iartrd  fin|pen 
Foil  thr  suiifkhiiir  on  hi*  fraCuKt, 
Flri'krd  with  li^ht  hi^  nakrd 
As  it  f.ilU  ami  tlrrks  an 
Through  thr  riftrd  leaves 

O'rr  thr  watrr  tloatinff.  Hyia^ 
Sinirthiii^  ill  thr  hazy  distaaer, 
.Smiethih);  in  thr  iniiits  of  morau^ 
I^Mitiird  ami  lift«*il  from  ihr  «atrr» 
Now  Mftiird  float  inff.  now  w  td  Itp^^ 
Coming  nranT,  nrarrr,  neaivr. 

Wa-oi  it  .^liinf*i|ii»  thr  diver? 
Or  ihr  iirlitan.  thr  .^hada  ? 
Or  I  Ik*  iirnm,  thr  Nhiih-shub-itah  ? 
Or  thr  Kihitr  )?im»m*,  Waw-bc-wawi^ 
With  thr  watrr  iln|ipin);,  tiaahinip. 
From  its  );lo«\v  nrrk  and  frathrrsf 

It  waji  iiriihrr  pM*M«  mir  diver. 
Neither  |H-liraii  nor  hrriin, 
i  Trr  thr  watrr  tli«itini;.  Hyin|t, 
ThriHi^h  the  shining  iiii^l  of 
Hut  a  hin  h  I'aiior  with  fiaddlrai 
Ui^inj;,  Ainkiii^  mi  thr  water, 
Priii]iini;.  tlaihuiy;  in  the  sui 
.Villi  within  It  i-aiiir  a  |irttbk* 
Knuii  thr  il  lit  ant  IaihI  of  nal 
Fntiii  tlir  farthr«t  rralniB  of 
rsiiip  thr  iilatk-KuiN*  chief,  the 
llr  tlH*  TrirHt  of  I'rayrr,  the 
With  hi«  i;iiiiii'o  and  hi*  rtini] 

.Vnil  thr  nuhlr  Hiawatha, 
With  Iii4  hand*  aloft  ritrnded, 
Iti'ld  alitft  111  «ii;ii  id  wrlrviuie, 
Waitcil,  (nil  id  riultation. 
Till  tlir  l-in  li  t-aiior  with  |iaddh 
(iratt-tl  i.ti  thr  <ihtnin|*  |irl>ble«, 
Mmiiilrd  ••ti  thf  *aiMlv  marpB. 
Till  thr  hU  k.K..I«*   ihief, 


THE  SONG  OF  HIAWATHA 


ifi3 


cross  upon  his  bosom, 
a  the  sandy  margin. 
tie  joyous  Hiawatha 
ud  and  spake  in  this  wise : 
il  is  the  sun,  O  strangers, 
11  come  so  far  to  see  us  t 
>wn  in  peace  awaits  yon, 
oors  stand  open  for  you  ; 
enter  all  our  wigwams, 
earths  right  hand  we  give  you. 
r  bloom^  the  earth  so  gayly, 
one  the  sun  so  brightly, 
'  they  shine  and  blossom 
a  come  so  far  to  see  us  I 
A  our  lake  so  tranquil, 
ee  from  rocks  and  sand-bars  ; 
birch  canoe  in  passing 
»ved  both  rock  and  sand-bar. 
r  before  had  our  tobacco 
reet  and  pleasant  flavor, 
3  broad  leaves  of  our  cornfields 
beautiful  to  look  on, 
eem  to  us  this  morning, 
11  come  so  far  to  see  us  !  " 
e  Black-Robe  chief  made  answer, 
3d  in  his  speech  a  little, 
words  yet  unfamiliar : 
e  with  you,  Hiawatha, 
with  you  and  your  people, 
prayer,  and  jteace  of  pardon, 
Christ,  and  jov  of  Mary  I  " 
he  generous  Hiawatha 
trangers  to  his  wigwam, 
em  on  skins  of  bison, 
em  on  skins  of  ermine, 
careful  old  Nokomis 
them  food  in  bowls  of  basswood, 
ought  in  birchen  dippers, 
calumet,  the  peace-pipe, 
1  lighted  for  their  smoking, 
old  men  of  the  village, 
arriors  of  the  nation, 
ossakeeds,  the  Prophets, 
cians,  the  Wabenos, 
\fedicine-men,  the  Medas, 
bid  the  strangers  welcome  ; 
11,"  they  said,  "  O  brothers, 
come  so  far  to  see  us  1 " 
role  round  the  doorway, 
ir  pipes  they  sat  in  silence, 
to  oehold  the  strangers, 
to  receive  their  message  ; 
Mack-Robe  chief,  the  Pale-face, 
!  wigwam  came  to  greet  them, 
ing  in  his  speech  a  little, 


Speaking  words  yet  unfamiliar  ; 
"  It  is  well,"  they  said,  «  O  brother, 
That  you  come  so  far  to  see  ns  ! " 

Then  the  Black-Robe  chief,  the  Propheti 
Told  his  message  to  the  people. 
Told  the  purport  of  his  mission. 
Told  them  of  the  Virgin  Mary, 
And  her  blessed  Son,  the  Saviour, 
How  in  distant  lands  and  ages 
He  had  lived  on  earth  as  we  do ; 
How  he  fasted,  prayed,  and  labored  ; 
How  the  Jews,  the  tribe  accursed, 
Mocked  him,  scourged  him,  crucified  him  | 
How  he  rose  from  where  they  laid  him. 
Walked  again  with  his  disciples. 
And  ascended  into  heaven. 

And  the  chiefs  made  answer,  saying  : 
"  We  have  listened  to  your  message. 
We  have  heard  your  words  of  wisdom. 
We  will  think  on  what  you  tell  us. 
It  is  well  for  us,  O  brothers, 
That  you  come  so  far  to  see  us  I " 

Then  they  rose  up  and  departed 
Each  one  homewara  to  his  wigwam. 
To  the  young  men  and  the  women 
Told  the  stonr  of  the  strangers 
Whom  the  Master  of  Life  had  sent  them 
From  the  shining  land  of  Wabun. 

Heavy  with  the  heat  and  silence 
Grew  the  afternoon  of  Summer  ; 
With  a  drowsy  sound  the  forest 
Whispered  round  the  sultry  wigwam. 
With  a  sound  of  sleep  the  water 
Rippled  on  the  beach  below  it ; 
From  the  cornfields  shrill  and  ceaseless 
Sang  the  grasshopper,  Pah-puk-keena  ; 
Ana  the  guests  of  Hiawatha, 
Weary  with  the  heat  of  Summer, 
Slumbered  in  the  sultry  wigwam. 

Slowly  o'er  the  simmering  landscape 
Fell  the  evening's  dusk  and  coolness, 
And  the  long  and  level  sunbeams 
Shot  their  spears  into  the  forest, 
Breaking  through  its  shields  of  shadow. 
Rushed  into  each  secret  ambush. 
Searched  each  thicket,  dingle,  hollow  ; 
Still  the  guests  of  Hiawatha 
Slumbered  in  the  silent  wigwam. 

From  his  place  rose  Hiawatha, 
Bade  farewell  to  old  Nokomis, 
Spake  in  whispers,  spake  in  this  wise. 
Did  not  wake  the  g^iests,  that  slumbered 

'<  I  am  going,  O  Nokomis, 
On  a  long  and  distant  journey, 
To  the  portals  of  the  Sunset, 
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To  the  ivgiivnt  of  the  home- wind, 
Of  the*  North  writ- Wind,  Kiwwaydin. 
but  these  f^upfets  I  Irave  behind  me. 
In  jour  wiOi'h  and  wmrd  I  leare  them  ; 
8ee  that  never  harm  comes  near  them. 
See  that  never  fear  moteftti  tliem. 
Never  dangvr  nur  nutpii'ion. 
Never  want  of  ftHid  or  iihi*lter. 
In  the  lud^e  of  Hiawatha  I " 

Forth  int4i  the  villaf^  went  he, 
liadr  farewell  to  all  the  warriors, 
liaile  farewell  to  all  the  yoiiii^  men. 
Spake  pemuadinff.  spake  in  this  wise  : 

**  I  am  }^*iiitC*  ^ '  >!' V  |»eople, 
On  a  lon^  and  diittaiit  journey  ; 
Many  moons  and  many  winters 
Will  have  come,  aiwl  will  hav«  vanished, 
Kre  I  come  a{*ain  to  see  you. 
but  my  pii'Stn  I  Irave  U'hind  me  ; 
listen  to  their  wonls  of  wisiloni. 
Listen  to  the  truth  tliev  tell  vou, 
Kor  the  Maat4>r  of  IJfe  luis  sent  them 
Fniui  the  laml  of  lijflit  and  morning  I  ** 

On  thf  tkUitrv  stiMMt  lliawathn, 
Tuniitl  and  wuvi-il  his  hand  at  ftartinf;  ; 
i)n  the  rlear  ami  luininiHiA  water 
I«aunrlie4l  hi!«  hiri'h  ranor  for  sailinj;, 
From  tlir  |M>liMi<4  of  th«-  mar|;in 
Sliovnl  It  forth  into  the  watrr  ; 
WhiR|M'n*d  to  it.**  \VfM«i.ir«l  !  westward  f 
And  with  A|iffd  it  c'artrd  forward. 

And  the  evruinff  tiuii  descending 
Set  the  I'loudu  on  tlrr  with  n'dneM, 
burned  the  bmait  sky,  like  a  prairie. 


(t 


Left  upon  the  level  water 
( )ne  long  track  ami  trail  of  epleador, 
Down  whose  stream,  as  down  a  rivM^ 
Westward,  westward  lliawmtka 
Sailed  into  the  fiery  sanict« 
Sailed  into  the  purple  rapon« 
Sailed  into  the  dusic  of  evemag. 

And  the  people  from  the  omffpm 
Watched  him  floating,  risiiig,  ni 
Till  the  birch  canoe  seemed  lifted 
iliffh  into  that  sea  of  splendor. 
Till  it  sank  into  the  vapon 
IJke  the  new  moon  slowly,  slovlj 
Sinking  in  the  purple  distance. 

And  thev  said.  -  Farewell  fofwfwl" 
Said,  ••  Fafewelt.  O  Hiawatha  I " 
And  the  forests,  dark  and  lonely. 
Moved  thnmgh  all  their  depths  ef 
Sighed,  ••  Fart-well.  O  lliawatte  I " 
And  the  waves  npon  the  marfia 
Rising,  rippling  on  the  pebblcai 
Sobbe«l,  ••  Farewell,  O  Aiawatte  I" 
And  the  heron,  the  Shnh-ehob-fii^ 
From  her  haunts  among  the  fe»-liBl| 
Screamed.  **  Farewell,  O  IliavalkBl* 

Thus  departed  UiawatlM, 
lliawatlui  the  lie  loved. 
In  the  glory  of  the  sunset. 
In  the  punile  mists  of  eveniag. 
To  the  regions  of  the  home-ww^ 
i  >f  the  Northwest- Wind,  Keeir 
To  the  Inlands  of  the  bleawd. 
To  the  Kingdom  of  Ponemall, 
To  the  l.Aud  of  the  Hereafter  I 


im:  ( orKTsmr  of  mii.i:s  STAxnisn 


It  II  paH^ip  thai  th*  unaiiat»kA>J«  mnr*-rm  of  //m- 

•rlf  •.til  MfK^'vr  aiil'iH-t  t4  Ani'riiMi  |if»  At  any 
rmi«,  •  (r«  •ffwks  kfl^r  lb»  |M|bth-al*«Mi  iif  th«l  pom 
•4>»  >«(  li^  fr.riiU  urg^l  turn  !<•  •ril*  a  |>«u  im  th* 
r  if.tAt.i  «j.  1 1^  .AAiTft.  "  A  f<M«l  MiliiPrf  fi>r  •Irac**'^*'* 
b*  rvrb«rhi.  kit  1  '«-^ui  l*«-kii4f  utrr  Umka  whuh  ««iulil 
f.mr  I.  u.  ri  l--ii*.i  T!!*  f.ral  iMili-tvlbr  ••«  lb*  Ivfin- 
111114  f  r^'  ^'  /  ■!  .W  It  f  t'  •■!*  t\*M  T'i*n  h#  •li|»ar« 
|j       .«ir    *»■,■     ;     ft!   u-   A.'.'rikit.ir.   t^ht*r  wtfk  •  •IrMkai, 


i  \<*      » k «  •. . 

■■  *    ?l    «•  •;  ■      , 
a  •  '.I     '    i-    ■  -t 
•  ■•  M  .'■  ^'  u    !  • 

b  -l.l     '  1:.'   • 


m   ^^\t   .•:«-r    i.»   mi\\r»  m    li>i  ■l-arv 
I     >  b'   II  •    \trm   |BWii.,    /''If -■■.I,  III  W 
.    i  «•!     'b]       !■■»    BLi'  )»•  t.  lit*  • -"irtaJilp 
I       •.It:    i.k.  ■■■:  *»  •  ra-tlrr  lr*«! 

-  \    !  .*..    i>^   •lr»iu«i<     "1^  I   ■r4« 

ft:.  I   i-.P  i.«it    Iai      "Mi  |r»iB  !■  in 

;•.     !  I    -  <•  I  I     .  f.i  t.u.**.      M  bU  It 


m...  lufb   ■•^t  !    I     ■.   I  k  ■    ■       '    i*   il   f.tr,    i:.a   |il«aMir« 
tai  M*  tr  .•       »i.  !  I'   ft*.   I  .1.'.   ?    f  »  (LiTl'i.lt^     " 

Jan  4*1}    if     !%•*     »:.  !    I    re.   |.-    t.«tp      ar*^-l   :l   ra|'i  II] 
fur«af4  tu  c-.u.^^(aj«^  !  .r  li>«  Rial  tlraft  vaa  ftiui 


•«j  la  las  JSSR 


Mart- h  'J'J-I.  althm^h  Iha  baok,  wMrk 
a  r<4lM-li>>a  tif  hi*  r«r*iil 
until    8»|il«uibrr.       Wb« 
rlkaaswl  \h»  titiat«>lhal  •hk  b  \hm 
iiM  *\*vA  of  l^rurilU'*  rv|>]i,  u«  w| 
«M  a  lr»lil«t«k,  aii-i  J'lhb  Ai4Mi  ~ 
|.>r  uf  Dm  |kH4.      t'lf  thr  rwl,hi 

III*   «aMlf   ^•-••■tMr  hiatocMl 

lft*.l  l-uUiUi^t  li»   valiiah;*   t  'krwmuim§  ^  At 

/  'tS*^i\^\  Mr    iharl**  W|lliaUlMal&^ 

H*ii,*y  r'  .\^H    /  «■;•  1^1.  la 

t.-  r*«  •■i.ilru- 1   III'   iiitrriiir, 

MMa.1  iJiaii  h*t  >  lh«r  Ipanwil 

•I.  I  h>4  thiiik  a  iMNMaary  U*  foltov  tk* 

hfl-'tj  w.tl*  ■  f  UjHiliitU  f  lf*«r*  to  Cl 

•tifV.- .»i.t  f-r  l..:ii  t>i  ial<k 

r>  1.  i..at  l.fr  Bt*<l  !••  rrpr  bIik*  Ui* 

Pl.Bl.lli    t^lOWI.      I1tll.-4.th 

an  «ia*r  im»  •!.!fprt  in  il*  ^—ral 
il.i  «^l  by  IL*  11.  rw  alalvlir  farm 
tl  r>>4itfh    ita  ffvaUr  rlaaCi  ily.       A 

fa.iM«I  by  a 


Uswra  varju^ 
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MILES  STANDISH 

the  Old  Colony  days,  in  Plymouth  the 

land  of  the  rilgrimSy 
I  and  fro  in  a  room  of  hia  simple  and 

piimitiye  dwelling, 
id  in  doublet  and  ho6e,and  boots  of  Cor- 
dovan leather, 
rode,  with  a  martial  air,  Miles  Standish 

the  Puritan  Captain. 
tried  in  thought  he  seemed,   with  his 

hands  behind  him,  and  fusing 
rer  and  anon  to  behold  his    glittering 

weapons  of  warfare, 
aging  in  shining  array  along  the  walls 

of  the  chamber,  — 
lUiss  and  corselet  of  steel,  and  his  trusty 

sword  of  Damascus, 
irred  at  the  point  and  inscribed  with  its 

mystical  Arabic  sentence, 
lule  ondemeath,  in  a  comer,  were  fowl- 
ing-piece, musket,  and  matchlock. 
lort  of  stature  he  was,  but  strongly  built 

and  athletic, 
W  in  the  shoulders,  deep-chested,  with 

muscles  and  sinews  of  iron  ; 
tnm  as  a  nut  was  his  face,  but  his  russet 

heard  was  already 
iked  with  patches  of  snow,  as  hedges 

sometimes  in  November. 
itr  him  was  seated  John  Alden,  his  friend 

and  household  companion, 
riting  with  diligent  speed  at  a  table  of 

pine  by  the  window  ; 
ii4k&ired,  azure-«yed,  with  delicate  Saxon 

complexion, 
ifin?  the   dew  of  his  youth,  and   the 

beauty  thereof,  as  the  captives 
liom  Saint  Gregory  saw,  and  exclaimed, 

«  Not  Angles,  but  Angels." 
longest  of  all  was  he  of  the  men  who 

came  in  the  Mayflower. 

Suddenly  breaking  the  silence,  the  dili- 
gent scribe  interrupting^ 

7^  in  the  pride  of  his  heart,  Miles 
Standish  the  Captain  of  Plymouth. 

^k  at  these  arms,"  he  said,  "  the  war- 
like weapons  that  hang  here 


Burnished  and  bright  and  clean,  as  if  for 

parade  or  inspection  t 
This  is  the  sword  of  Damascus  I  fought 

with  in  Flanders  ;  this  breastplate, 
Well  I  remember  the  day  I  once  saved  my 

life  in  a  skirmish  ; 
Here  in  front  you  can  see  the  very  dint  of 

the  bullet 
Fired  point-blank  at  my  heart  by  a  Spanish 

arcabuoero. 
Had  it  not  been  of  sheer  steel,  the  for- 
gotten bones  of  Miles  Standish 
Would  at  this  moment  be  mould,  in  their 

grave  in  the  Flemish  morasses." 
Thereupon    answered    John    Alden,    but 

looked  not  up  from  his  writing : 
"  Truly  the  breath  of  the  Lord  hath  slack- 
ened the  speed  of  the  bullet ; 
He  in  his  mercy  preserved  you,  to  be  our 

shield  and  our  weapon  I  " 
Still  the  Captain  continued,  unheeding  the 

words  of  the  stripline : 
"  See,  how  bright  they  are  burnished,  as  if 

in  an  arsenal  hanging  ; 
That  is  because  I  have  done  it  myself,  and 

not  left  it  to  others. 
Serve  yourself,  would  you  be  well  served, 

IS  an  excellent  adage  ; 
So  I  take  care  of  my  arms,  as  you  of  your 

pens  and  your  inkhom. 
Then,  too,  there  are  my  soldiers,  my  great, 

invincible  army, 
Twelve  men,  all  equipped,  having  each  his 

rest  and  his  matchlock. 
Eighteen  shillings  a  month,  together  with 

diet  and  pillage, 
And,  like  Cesar,  I  know  the  name  of  each 

of  my  soldiers  !  " 
This  he  said  with  a  smile,  that  danced  in 

his  eyes,  as  the  sunbeams 
Dance  on  the  waves  of  the  sea,  and  vanish 

again  in  a  moment. 
Alden  laughed  as  he  wrote,  and  still  the 

Captain  continued  : 
**  Look  1  you  can  see  from  this  window  my 

brazen  howitzer  planted 
High  on  the  roof  of  the  church,  a  preacher 

who  speaks  to  the  purpose, 
Steady,  straightforward,  and  strong,  with 

irresistible  logie. 
Orthodox,  flashing  conviction  right  into  the 

hearts  of  the  heathen. 
Now  we  are  ready,  I  think,  for  any  assault 

of  the  Indians ; 
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Lrt  them  C4iinr,  if  thry  kikr,  aiid  the  sooner 

thrv  trr  it  (hi*  U'ttrr.  — 
Let  thrill  tHiiiie,  if  thry  hke»  he  it  MigmiDoret 

MU*hiMn,  f>r  |Niw-wow, 
Aiipinet,  S;iinnM*t,  dirhitaiit,  Squaato^  or 

TokAiiiahaiuoD  I  '* 

1^(11);  at  the  window  he  itood,  and  wist- 
fully RAzed  cm  the  laiuhtivpet 
Wajihril  with  a  ctild  f^ruy  iui»t,  the  vapory 

liifath  c>f  the  «*aAt-wiiid, 
Fon*iit  ami  iiivodow  and  hill,  and  the  fteel- 

hliie  rim  uf  tho  ocean, 
Lyiiif^  kilriit  and  kail,  in  the  afternoon  nhad- 

owA  and  ttUiiNhihr. 
Over  hiA  countt*nance  flitted  a  shadow  tike 

thiMt*  on  tht*  laudM.*a|»e. 
(fluuin   int<*ruiinf;li*«l    with  li^ht  ;  ami   his 

voiee  was  ftubdueil  with  eiiiotitin, 
TenderiifMi,  pity,  re^n.-t,  as  after  a  pause 

lit*  ]>rui.'i*«'ded  : 
**  Yuiidrr  thrn*,  oil  the  hill  by  the  sea,  lies 

iMiriril  KiiM*  .^tamtiith  ; 
Beautiful  n^e  uf  lovt*. tliat  bloomed  furnie 

bv  the  wa%Hide  ! 
She  was  thi*  Hnt  tn  die  of  all  who  came  in 

th«*  Mavtiiiwrr  ! 
(■rren  alMivr  litT   is  f^n>winf*   the  firld   «tf 

wlH'at  we  havi*  «»nwii  thi-n*, 
iWtter  til  hiilr  fn»iii  tin*   IiMliati  seouts  I  hi* 

f^ravi'H  of  mir  |N*(i|iti\ 
I^f^t  thrv  ithtMild  t'lMint  lliriu  and  se«*  how 

nianv  alrt'ativ  ha\i*  imtihIiinI  !  ** 
Sadly  his  fart*  hr  nvfiifil,  ami  *>tnM|e  up 

and  down,  and  «i.i%  thoughtful. 

Fiiril  to  tht*  op|Mi«itt*  wall  was  a  shelf  of 

iHMiks  uiitl  aiiHintr  lIx'U) 
I'ri»tiiiiii>tit    tlin'f,   fii%tini;ui«he<l    alike    fur 

bulk  aiiti  for  btriilin^  ; 
liArifTi'%    ArtilliTv   (»uiilt>,  «iid    the    (*oiii. 

iii«*iit.irii*«  of  Cr^ar 
Out   of   tbf*    I^tin    tmti^lalrtl    bv    Arthur 

m 

<  iii!il:ni;i'  iif  I^kiiibtfi, 
An:l,  a.«  if  ^'1  inb*«i  b\  tbrw.  brtwren  tlit'iii 

w.-i«  ••S.tfidiii;;  till'  llililr. 
Mu^iii^    a     titi<titi-iit     bvfiiM'     ihrm,    Milf« 

>t.inili«h  piuwil.  a«  if  ibuilitful 
Whirh   iif  tip-   tlirt'f   111*   «k||iiiil«l  rhiM-^e  fir 

lit^  I  «iu«i»I.i!tiiit  aiiil  •-•iiiifiirl, 
W)t«  ihi  r   ti.r  M  ir^  fif   tilt-  lb  brriK,  th<*  fii- 

iiiixi*  I  tuipai;;ii«  ••(  thf  Ibuiiati^. 
Or  thr    \rtilii  r\  pnu  tn-r,  di-fti;;nrd  fur  brl- 

b,;«  n-iit  t'l»n%t.au«i. 


Finally  down  from  ita  ahelf  ht  ^ng) 

ponderous  Komaa, 
Seated  himself  at  the  windoWp  aid 

the  book,  and  ia  aileaea 
Tamed  oVr  the  well-woni  Icmvtg^ 

thnml^marka  thick  imi  Ike  n 
Like  the  trample  of  feet,  piwlaia 

battle  was  hottest. 
I  Not  bin  If  was  hc*ard  in  the  iwoa  I 
I  burrvinff  p«n  of  the  striplia|f, 

\  Busily  writinff  enistles  impofftaal,  U 

the  MavHiiwer, 
Keady  to  sail  on  the  morrow,  or  ■ 

at  latest,  <iikI  williaK  ! 
llomewani  buuml  with  the  tidiafs 

that  terrible  winter. 
Letters  written  by  A  Idea,  and  fall 

name  of  Fns4*illa  I 
Full  of  tlie  name  and  the  faoM  of  i 

ritan  maiden  PriscUla  I 


M 


I.i»VK   AND    FKIF.XDSHIP 


NoTiifXO  was  heard  ia  the  iwoa  I 

hurrying  pen  of  the  stripling 
Or  an  iM*ra>ioiul  sij^h   frooi   the  li 

Iw'nrt  uf  the  Captain, 
Iteadlii^  the  iiiarvelbiu«  words  9mA  m 

mt'iitA  uf  Julius  Cvsar. 
.\ftfr  a  wliilf*  hr  rsclaimed,  as  hi 

wiih  \\\%  liAud,  |ialm 
Hra%ily  or.  tin*  (mp*  :  **  A 

mji'*  llii«  ('••*<&r  ! 
You  are  a  writrr,  ami  I  am  a  Sghl 

b«'n-  i«  a  fi-llow 
Wild   rnuM    iH.th    write  and  flchl, 

lioth  waA  rf|ually  skilfol  i* 
^«tr:li};l>t%«-:lr    an««mtl    and     spahi 

.\Mrn,  llir  c*omely,  the  jaalhi 
"  Yi*«.  hi-  W.14  rt|u:illy  skilled,  as  yi 

Willi  bi«  |M-n  ami  his  weapaaa 
SiiiirwbiTf   bati*  I   read,  hat  when 

p't.  lir  ooulit  dirtatr 
S«*vi-n  b  ttcT«    at   ont*e,  at  tht   ■■ 

writing;  lii«  iiiriiioirs.** 
'*Tnil\.*'  rfiniinufd  th<*  TapCaiaw  ■■! 

in:;  «'r  li*  -^nn^  tlie*  other, 
"Trulv  a  WMiiib-rful  man  was  Caias 

t';i-*:ir  ! 
lit-ttt-r  !«•  iir%t,  he  said,  ia  a  litlb  1 

vilUp-, 
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n  be  lecond  in  Rome,  and  I  think  he 
was  right  when  he  said  it. 

ice  was  he  married  before  he  was 
twenty,  and  many  times  after  ; 

ties  five  hnndred  he  fought,  and  a 
thousand  cities  he  conquered  ; 

,  too,  fought  in  Flanders,  as  he  himself 
has  recorded  ; 

jdly  he  was  stabbed  by  his  friend,  the 
orator  Brutus ! 

w,  do  you  know  what  he  did  on  a  cer- 
tain occasion  in  Flanders, 

len  the  rear-guard  of  his  army  retreated, 
the  front  giving  way  too, 

d  the  immortal  Twelfth  Legion  was 
crowded  so  closely  together 

eze  was  no  room  for  their  swords  ? 
Why,  he  seized  a  shield  from  a  sol- 
dier, 

t  himself  straight  at  the  head  of  his 
troops,  and  commanded  the  captains, 

lling  on  each  by  his  name,  to  order  for- 
ward the  ensigns  ; 

ten  to  widen  the  ranks,  and  give  more 
room  for  their  weapons  ; 

he  won  the  day,  the  battle  of  something- 
or-other. 

lat  *8  what  I  always  say ;  if  you  wish  a 
thing  to  be  well  done, 

iQ  must  do  it  yourself,  yoa  must  not 
leave  it  to  others  1 " 

An  was  silent  again  ;  the  Captain  con- 
tinued his  reading. 

)tbbg  was  heard  in  the  room  but  the 
hurrying  pen  of  the  stnpling 

ritmg  epbtles  important  to  go  next  day 
by  the  Mayflower, 

Ued  with  the  name  and  the  fame  of  the 
Puritan  maiden  Priscilla ; 

rery  sentence  began  or  closed  with  the 
name  of  Priscilla, 

iU  the  treacherous  pen,  to  which  he  con- 
fided the  secret, 

Wve  to  betray  it  by  singing  and  shouting 
the  name  of  Priscilla  1 

inally  closing  his  book,  with  a  bang  of  the 
ponderous  cover, 

idden  and  loud  as  the  sound  of  a  soldier 
grounding  his  musket, 

hua  to  the  young  man  spake  Miles  Stan- 
dish  the  Captain  of  Plymouth  : 

When  you  have  finished  your  work,  I  have 
something  important  to  tell  yoo. 


Be  not  however  in  haste  ;  I  can  wait ;  I 

shall  not  be  impatient !  " 
Straightway  Alden  replied,  as  he  folded  the 

last  of  his  letters. 
Pushing  his  papers  aside,  and  giving  re- 
spectful attention : 
**  Speak  ;  for  whenever  you  speak,  I  am 

always  ready  to  listen, 
Always  ready  to  hear  whatever  pertains  to 

MUes  Standish." 
Thereup<>n  answered  the  Captain,  embar- 
rassed, and  culling  his  phrases  : 
« 'T  is  not  good  for  a  man  to  be  alone,  say 

the  bcriptures. 
This  I   have  said  before,  and  again  and 

again  I  repeat  it ; 
Every  hour  in  the  day,  I  think  it,  and  feel 

it,  and  say  it. 
Since  Rose  Standish  died,  my  life  has  been 

weary  and  dreary  ; 
Sick  at  heart  have  I  been,  beyond  the  heal- 
ing of  friendship  ; 
Oft  in  my  lonely  hours  have  I  thought  of 

the  maiden  Priscilla. 
She  is  alone  in  the  world  ;  her  father  and 

mother  and  brother 
Died  in  the  winter  together;  I  saw  her 

going  and  coming. 
Now  to  the  grave  of  the  dead,  and  now  to 

the  bed  of  the  dying. 
Patient,  courageous,  and  strong,  and  said 

to  myself,  that  if  ever 
There  were  angels  on  earth,  as  there  are 

angels  in  heaven, 
Two  have  I  seen  and  known  ;  and  the  angel 

whose  name  is  Priscilla 
Holds  in  my  desolate  life  the  place  which 

the  other  abandoned. 
Long  have  I  cherished   the   thouf^ht,  but 

never  have  dared  to  reveal  it. 
Being  a  coward    in  this,  though   valiant 

enough  for  the  most  part. 
Go  to  the  damsel  Priscilla,  the  loveliest 

maiden  of  Plymouth, 
Say  that  a  blunt  old  Captain,  a  man  not 

of  words  but  of  actions. 
Offers  his  hand  and  his  heart,  the  hand  and 

heart  of  a  soldier. 
Not  in  these  words,  you  know,  but  this  in 

short  is  my  meaning  ; 
I  am  a  maker  of  war,  and  not  a  maker  of 

phrases. 
You,  who  are  bred  as  a  scholar,  can  say  it 

in  elegant  language. 
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Kuch  M  jou  rvmd  in  your  books  of  Um 
pUadingi  and  wuoingt  of  loTcrt, 

Such  M  }'uu  thiuk  best  A(Upt«d  to  win  the 
heart  of  a  maitlon.*' 

When  be  luul  spoken,  John  Alden,  the 

fair-liaiH'd,  tarituni  stripling. 
All  aghant  at  his  wonls,  surprised i  embar- 

nust*d,  liewildered. 
Trying  to  iiia>k  hiA  di.«niav  by  treating  the 

subjrt't  with  lightnesM, 
Trying  to  siiulr,  and  yrt  frrliug  his  heart 

staiui  still  in  his  Ut^un, 
Just  as  a  tiiut'pii'ct*  iito|ni  in  a  house  that  is 

strit'ki-n  by  li^^htniii);,  t 

Thus  niadf  uiikwit  ami  hpakr,  or  rather 

staiiinirrvMl  tliun  aiiJiwi-nMl  : 
"Such   a   iiit'ssapr    as   ttiat,  1    aui  sure  I 

shoulit  nian|;l«-  and  mar  it  ;  | 

If  you  wiMilii  liavf  it  writ  dune,  —  I  am  : 

only  n'|M'ating  vcwr  iiiaxini.  —  ' 

You  Hiiiit  d«»  it  yiiurM-lf,}ou  must  not  leavo 

it  ((I  othrn*  f  " 
liiit  with  tht'  air  of  a  man  whom  notbinj; 

t*an  turn  frmii  biit  piiqMiM% 
(inirrly  «ibaLiii^  lux  hi-ad,  nuulf  answer  the 

Captain  nf  riwiinutli  : 
*' Truly  thr  ni;i\iMi  i«  ^immI,  and  I  do  not 

nifaii  tu  y;:oM<iji\  it  ; 
liut   wi*  iiiii^t   UM*    it    iliMT«s>tlv,  and   not 

wa^ti'  iMiwiliT  f«»r  nothing. 
Now,  aA  I  s:iu\  iM'fiin-,  I  wa.H  nrv««r  a  inakfr 

of  plira.'M'^. 
I  ran  man-h  up  tn  a  ft»rtn*«4  ami  summon 

till*  piai-t'  til  «iirn-iidi*r, 
Hut  man  ti  up  ti»  a  wiunaii  wiihsurh  a  pn>> 

|Mi%;il.  I  il.irr  imt. 
I  'm  Ui>t  af  mill  tif  Imllrt^,  nor  shut  from  th«> 

iiiiiiitb  tif  a  raniiiiii. 
Hut    of    a    tli>indfriii|;    *Nii!*    |Hiint-blank 

fnini  thr  iiiiMitIi  iif  a  wnniaii, 
Th.it   I  i'i<rifi-««   I  'ui  afraid  nf,  n^r   am    I 

a«)i:iiiii*il  !•»  riilifi'^4  it  ! 
So  \ii'i  iiiii«!  ;:rai>t  my  r('i|iir«t,  fur  you  arr 

:|M  •  li  .;  III!   «i  Iml.ir, 

llaviii.:  !iii    ;;r  i.  •  «  •>(  %}N-fi-h.  and  skill  in 

tl.i    lirj.  '.^  iif  p)ir.t«».*' 
Taking   tl.i'   I.  i;.il  ••(   |ii«    frii-nd.   wlm    utill 

w  k«  r<  !  '  r  i:tl  :iii'l  iln'ilitf  il. 
tltililiiL^*  .'  1  ••  ^'  iti  111     iiviti,  ■«iiil   prr^ftiii^  is 

kiii*1i\ ,  !••    .kilil*  •!  ' 

••Thoujjli     I     i.i\t-    *|M.k.i  ;i    ll.ti^    1:;;?,!U,   \»-! 

tlri-p  i«  liii-  fi  •  !.ii^  tl.it  |ir*inipt«  iih-  : 
Siirt-!}   )i'ii   i-.iiin-it  r«  ^i«    wli.it  I  aak  lli  ihr 
najii**  ••(  oiir  (rii  ii«l«{i.p  !  " 


Then   made    answer  John 

name  of  friendship  b 
What  you  demand  in  that  nnoie,  I  knn 

the  power  to  deny  toq  I " 
So  the  strong  will  preTiiiM,  aabdaoif  i 

moulding  the  gentler. 
Friendship  ]*rv vailed  over  lovn,  aad  A& 

went  on  his  emuid. 


Ill 


TIIF.   I.OVKKS   ERRAND 


So  the   strong  will  preTaOed,  nad  AV 

wrut  iin  his  errand. 
Out  of  the  stn-rt  of  the  Tillage,  and  i 

the  |>ath4  of  the  forest. 
Into  the  tnini|uit   woods,  where 

and  nibins  were  building 
Towns  in  tht*  ptipnlous  treea,  witk 

ganlfH'*  iif  \fnlure, 
l*eacefnl.  ai*riul  cities  of  joy  ud 

and  fn-filiim. 
All  around  him  was  calm,  bnl  wilkinl 

cuiiiniiitiou  and  conlliet, 
I.4>Te  rontrnding  with  f riendalup^  and  i 

with  f'lirh  gvnerous  imMiM. 
To  ami  fni  in  hi*  breast  his  tbongliin 

Ilea  V  in  I*  and  daahing. 
As  in  a  fiHimifrin^  ship,  with  •wij  id! 

tilt*    ll'«M'|, 

Washt'^  thf  bitter  sea,  the  nmcilMi  ■ 

of  till'  iH'ean ! 
"  Mwi  I   r«  liiiipiiiih  it  all,**  W  CffM  •« 

wild  lanifntation, — 
**Muot  1  nlinipii^b  it  all, the  joj, Ite hi 

thf  illii«iiin  ? 
Wa!«  it  ft  If  tbi«  1   bare  loTr<!,  aad  mil 

iiihI  Wiir«liip|ird  in  silence  ? 
Wan  it  f«>r  tlii«  I  linve  fidlowed  tkt  ff 

fi-i-t  and  thf  sliadow 
On- r  thf  wintr\  sf a.  to  the  draohtt  ihi 

iif  N«-vr  k^in^laiMi  ? 
Tnily  tbf  lii-.irt  i«  ilf«fitfnl,  and  Mil  if 

lii'piiii  nf  I'lirruptiim 
Ki«f,  liki*  an  rxlialatnm,  the   MMly  |A 

tiifii4  iif  pa««ii»n  ; 
AnpN   •■(  li^-lit  tbt'\   M^m,  bnt  avt  i 

■li  !ii->iiiii«  nf  Satan. 
All   11  I'll  .4r  t.>  ni«-  miw  ;  I  fe«l  it,  I  H 

•  lL«tll|l  t!\    ' 

lliu  i«  tiir  b«nii  I  if  the  Lord  ;  il  iaiaii  t 
me  in  anger. 
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^or  I  have  followed  too  maoh  the  heart's 

desires  and  devices, 
^onhipping  Astaroth  blindly ,  and  impious 

idols  of  BaaL 
this  IS  the  cross  I  must  bear  ;  the  sin  and 

the  swift  retribution." 

So  through  the  Plymouth  woods  John 

Alden  went  on  his  errand  ; 
Dressing  the  brook  at  the  ford,  where  it 

brawled  over  pebble  and  shallow. 
Gathering  still,  as  he  went,  the  May-flowers 

blooming  around  him. 
Fragrant,  filling  the  air  with  a  strangle  and 

wonderful  sweetness, 
Clnldren  lost  in  the  woods,  and  covered 

with  leaves  in  their  slumber. 
"  Puritan  flowers,"  he  said,  **  and  the  type 

of  Puritan  maidens, 
Kodest  and  simple  and  sweet,  the  very 

-  type  of  Priscilla  I 
So  I  will  take  them  to  her  ;  to  Priscilla  the 

Mayflower  of  Plymouth, 
Hodeit  and  simple  and  sweet,  as  a  parting 

gift  will  I  take  them  ; 
Bretthmg  their  silent  farewells,  as  they 

fade  and  wither  and  perish. 
Soon  to  be  thrown  away  as  is  the  heart  of 

the  giver." 
So  throom    the    Plymouth    woods  John 

Alaen  went  on  his  errand  ; 
Came  to  an  open  space,  and  saw  the  disk 

of  the  ocean, 
^•iUess,  sombre  and  cold  with  the  comfort- 
less breath  of  the  east-wind  ; 
Saw  the  new-built  house,  and  people  at 

work  in  a  meadow  ; 
Heard,  as  he  drew  near  the  door,  the  mu- 
sical voice  of  Priscilla 
^ttging  the  hundredth   Psalm,  the  grand 

old  Puritan  anthem, 
MiuBe  that  Luther  sang  to  the  sacred  words 

of  the  Psalmist, 
full  of  the  breath  of  the  Lord,  consoling 

and  comforting  many, 
^n,  ss  he  opened  the  door,  he  beheld  the 

form  of  the  maiden 
Seated  beside  her  wheel,  and  the  carded 

wool  like  a  snow-drift 
Piled  at  her  knee,  her  white  hands  feeding 

the  ravenous  spindle, 
WHUe  with  her  foot  on  the  treadle   she 

g^ded  the  wheel  in  its  motion. 
[)pen  wide  on  her  lap  lay  the  well-worn 

psalm-book  of  Ainsworth, 


Printed  in  Amsterdam,  the  words  and  the 

music  together. 
Rough-hewn,  angular  notes,  like  stones  in 

the  wall  of  a  churchyard. 
Darkened    and  overhung  by  the  mnning 

vine  of  the  verses. 
Such  was  the  book  from  whose  pages  she 

sang  the  old  Puritan  anthem. 
She,  the  Puritan  girl,  in  the  solitude  of  the 

forest. 
Making  the  humble  house  and  the  modest 

apparel  of  homespun 
Beautiful  with  her  beauty,  and  rich  with 

the  wealth  of  her  beine^  1 
Over  him  rushed,  like  a  wind  that  is  keen 

and  cold  and  relentless. 
Thoughts  of  what  might  have  been,  and 

the  weight  and  woe  of  his  errand  ; 
All  the  dreams  that  had  faded,  and  all  the 

hopes  that  had  vanished. 
All  his  life  henceforth  a  dreary  and  tenant- 
less  mansion. 
Haunted  by  vain  regrets,  and  pallid,  sorrow- 
ful faces. 
Still  he  said  to  himself,  and  almost  fiercely 

he  said  it, 
« Let  not  him  that  putteth  his  hand  to  the 

plough  look  backwards  ; 
Though  the  ploughshare  cut  through  the 

flowers  of  life  to  its  fountains, 
Though  it  pass  o*er  the  eraves  of  the  dead 

and  the  hearths  of  the  living, 
It  is  the  will  of  the  Lord  ;  and  his  mercy 

endureth  forever  1 " 

So  he  entered  the  house  :  and  the  hum  of 

the  wheel  and  the  singing 
Suddenly  ceased  ;  for  Priscilla,  aroused  by 

his  step  on  the  threshold, 
Rose  as  he  entered,  and  g^ve  him  her  hand, 

in  signal  of  welcome. 
Saying,  "  I  knew  it  was  you,  when  I  heard 

your  step  in  the  passage  ; 
For  I  was  thinking  of  you,  as  I  sat  there 

singing  and  spinning.*' 
Awkward  and  dumb  with  delight,  that  a 

thought  of  him  had  been  mingled 
Thus  in  the  sacred  psalm,  that  came  from 

the  heart  of  the  maiden, 
Silent  before  her  he  stood,  and  gave  her 

the  flowers  for  an  answer. 
Finding  no  words  for  his  thought.    He  re- 
membered that  day  in  the  winter, 
After  the  first  g^eat  snow,  when  he  broke 

a  path  from  the  village. 
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lU*fling   and    |iluii};inj;  along  through  the 

driftM  that  t*ucuiiilH*re«i  the  duurwaj, 
Staniptng  tht*  miow  fruiii  hi»  feet  as  he  eu- 

ivtvd  the  hciuir,  and  lViiu*illa 
Laughed  at  hm  «niiiiky  lock.s  and  gave  him 

a  M'at  liv  thr  tirrAtde, 
Gratrful    un«l    |il«'aM?<l    tu  know    he    had 

thuu^ht  tif  h«T  in  the  rimmr-ttonu. 
Hail  hi*  but  !*|iukirn  thrn  !  |HThap«  not  in 

^ain  h.iil  ht*  ]i|Nikt'n  ; 
Now  it   ma:*  all  too  laU*  ;  the  gulden  mo- 

iiirnt  Um\  vani.Nht*d  f 
Su  he  i»ttiud  then*  ul»a»h4*d,  and  gave  her 

the  tiuwcr^  fur  an  aiuftnirr. 

Then  thev  Kit  ihiwn    and  talked  uf  tlie 

hinlrt  and  the  heautiful  >|iring-tinie. 

Talked  uf  their  frimdii  at  huint*.  and  tin* 

Mavtluvker  that  Bailed   un  the  mur- 

m 

n>w. 
**  I  have  (tern  thinking  all  dar,'*  Mudgeutlv 

thi*  I'lintaii  maiden, 
**  l>reaiiiing  all  ni^^ht.  and  thinking  all  dav, 

t»f  ihf  lit-dgf-ru«k»  uf  Kngland, — 
Thfv  are  in  Mi»<w»uiu  imw,  and  the  euuutry 

t^  all  likv  a  gardi-n  : 
Thinking  uf  1.iii«'h  and  tifhU,  and  the  long 

«>f  the  lark  and  th«>  liniift, 
N*«-ing  the  villa;;!*  !ttr«*«'t,ttnil  f:uiiiliar  fae«*ji 

■  if  iit'ighliiin: 
lidtiig  alNiiit  a«  of  iilil,  and  ftt«i|i|iing  tu  gus- 

•ii|i  ti«g«-thi-r, 
AimI.  at  thi*  eml  nf  tin*  ••tn*«*t,  th«*   villagi* 

rhiiri'h,  M:lh  I  lie  i\y 
Cliiiihiiii;  ihi*  ulil  gra\  tnwi-r.  nnil  thi*  i|uiel 

gr.ivi*«  in  thf*  i-hiiri  hiant. 
Kiml  arr  thf  ]i4'i>|il**    I  jivi*  milh,  and  dear 

lii  nil*  niv  rrligiiin  ; 
Mill  ui\  hfart  i«  m>  ^ail.  tl:at  I  i»i«h  niVM*lf 

\ku  k  in  <  Mil  Kiiiflaml. 
Yiiii  mill  VI V  it  i«  mruti;:,  hut  I   ran  nut  ht*lp 

It  :    I  aiiiiti^t 
\Vi«h  ii.\  «i-lf   li:ii-k    in   Olil    Kni^lalMl,  I    fi'i'l 

Oil  !ipiif-I\  aM'l  i»rrtrh«'il.'* 

'{'}.•  T*  -ip'ifi    .-iii«Mf-n-tl    thf    ViHith  :    **  In- 

•  i-  i  li   1  il>i  iiiil  i-titHli-liiii  %iHi  ; 
^t*>M!i  r  )i>   ir!  1  til  III  .1  Miitii.iii\  |u«r  ipiailnl 

i!.  l),.-*  ti  r  r.Mi-  H  jiiti-r 
^  •■iir«    k«   ti  ii>i>  r   aiiil    Sr'i't.ii;;,    and    iiffd« 

a  *!r  .ti^'i  r  {>*  !••  iii  iiii  ; 
>■•  I  li.i\'   i   •flu   :•■  %i'i   i.iiM.  ««iih  an  i>fffr 

at.il  |.r"!ltr  ••!  lu.irii.i^f 
Madi   hr  a  ^'••••i!  tn  ui  ;iiiil  !riif,  Milf «  Man- 

d;«h  ihi-  (  aji!.!!!!  ••(  ri\inuuth  !  '* 


Thuj  he  delivered  hb  omMge,  ti 

teroua  writer  of  letterm,  ^ 
Did  Dot  emhelliah  the  IbetnCi  Bar  i 

in  heautiful  phraiea. 
But  came  straight  to  the  putal,  mmi 

it  out  like  a  •cboul-bojr ; 
Kven  the    Captain    himirlf    eoaU 

have  said  it  more  blnnilT. 
Mute  with  amazement  and  Mirrow.  ] 

the  INiriUu  maiden 
I^ooked  int«>  Aldrn's  face,  her  cj« 

with  wonder. 
Keeling  hi<i  words  like  a  blow,  that  i 

her  and  rendered  her  ipeeclil 
Till   at  Ifngth  she  ezchumecl,  iatci 

the  uminuua  tilence  : 
**  If  the  girat  Captain  uf  HjHinI 

%*-ry  eager  to  wed  me. 
Why  di  e»  he  nut  cume  himself,  ■ 

the  inmhle  to  woo  ne  ? 
If  I  am  nut  wurth  the  wooing,  I  ■■ 

nut  wurth  the  winning  !  "* 
Tlien    .luhn    Alden   began   esplnni 

sniuuthing  the  matter. 
Making  it  worse  as  he  went,  bj  Mj 

Captain  was  busr,'— 
Had  no  time  fur  such  thing*'— inch 

the  wunls  gratin|[  nnnUj 
Fell  un  the  ear  uf  I'riwilln  ;  nad  «i 

thuh  >he  made  answer  : 
**  Has   he   no  time   fur  sach  thian 

rail  it,  iM-fure  he  is  mniiisi, 
Wuiild  hf  \m*  hkfli  tu  find  it,  or  ■ 

nfti-r  the  w«-«lding? 
'Hiat  in  thf  way  miih  \ua  men ;  jt 

mull f'taiid  u%,  MM  cannoL 
Whfn     \itu     ha\r    made    up   jeW 

after  thinking  uf  this  oae  a 

one, 
ChiMiHini;.    M-lfrtiiig,    rejecting    CM 

oiif  «ith  anotlier. 
Thru   Villi   makr   knovin  yoor 

ahni]it  and  sudden  a^ 
And  ar«*  ofTuidctl  ami  hurt, 

|if  rhapv  that  a  woman 
l^if%  not  rf«|Hinil  at  once  to  a 

ni'\i-r  *iiH|N-«-te«l, 
I^N-«  nut  attain  at  a  iMNand  the  hf 

ifkliii-h  iiiti  havr  U*rn  elisibini 
I'hiA    iH   lint   rii:hl    nor   jiut  :    for  ■ 

wiiiit.in'«  .ifTfelmn 
\%  ntit  a  iliiiii;  ti>  U*  a«krd  fur.  Mid  I 

i>iii\  thf  a«king. 
Whrn   I'lif   iH  trill V   in   luvn^  nan  ■ 

sa}«  It,  hut  Rbows  iL 
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Hid  he  bat  waited  awhile,  had  he  onlj 

showed  that  he  loved  me, 
Etbii  this  Captain  of  joun  —  who  knows  ? 

—  at  last  miffht  have  won  me, 
Old  and  roogh  as  he  is  ;  bat  now  it  never 

can  happen." 

Still  John  Alden  went  on,  anheeding  the 

words  of  Friscilla, 
Uipng  the  sait  of  his  friend,  explaining, 

persuading,  expanding  ; 
Spoke  of  his  courage  and  skill,  and  of  all 

his  battles  in  Flanders, 
How  with  the  people  of  God  he  had  chosen 

to  suffer  affliction  ; 
How,  in  return  for  his  zeal,  they  had  made 

him  Captain  of  Plymouth  ; 
He  was  a  gentleman  bom,  could  trace  his 

pedigree  plainly 
fiiek  to  Hugh  Standish  of  Duxbury  Hall, 

in  Lancashire,  England, 
Who  was  the  son  of  Ralph,  and  the  grand- 
ion  of  Thurston  de  Standish  ; 
Heir  onto  vast  estates,  of  which  he  was 

basely  defrauded, 
Stin  bore  the  family  arms,  and  had  for  his 

crest  a  cock  argent, 
Cooibed  and  wattled  gules,  and  all  the  rest 

of  the  blazon. 
He  wu  a  man  of  honor,  of  noble  and  gen- 
erous nature  ; 
^Wugh  he  was  rough,  he  was  kindly  ;  she 

knew  how  during  the  winter 
He  had  attended  the  sick,  with  a  hand  as 

eentle  as  woman's  ; 
SoBiewhat  hasty  and  hot,  he  could  not  deny 

it,  and  headstrong, 
^^tn  as  a  soldier  might  be,  but  hearty,  and 

placable  always, 
^ot  to  be  Uughed  at  and  scorned,  because 

he  was  little  of  stature  ; 
For  be  was  great  of  heart,  magnanimous, 

courtly,  courageous ; 
Any  woman  in  Pljrmouth,  nay,  any  woman 

in  England, 
'^bt  be  happy  and  proud  to  be  called  the 

wife  of  Miles  Standish  t 

Hot  as  he  warmed  and  glowed,  in  his 
simple  and  eloquent  language, 
viite  forgetful  of  self,  and  full  of  the  praise 

of  his  rival, 
Atbly  the  maiden  smiled,  aud,  with  eyes 
.  .    ^  overrunning  with  laughter, 
'^d,  in  a  tremulous  voice,  "  Why  don't  you 
■peak  for  yourself,  John  ?  " 


IV 
JOHN  ALDEN 

Into  the  open  air  John  Alden,  perplexed 

and  oewildered. 
Rushed  like  a  man  iusane,  and  wandered 

alone  by  the  searside  ; 
Paced  up  and  down  the  sands,  and  bared 

his  head  to  the  east-wind, 
Cooling  his  heated  brow,  and  the  fire  and 

fever  within  him. 
Slowly  as  out  of  the  heavens,  with  apocalyp- 
tical splendors, 
Sank  the  City  of  Grod,  in  the  vision  of  John 

the  Apostle, 
So,  with  its   cloudy  walls  of    chrysoUte, 

jasper,  and  sapphire. 
Sank  the  broad  red  sun,  and  over  its  turrets 

uplifted 
Glimmered  the  golden  reed  of  the  angel 

who  measured  the  city. 

« Welcome,  O  wind  of  the  East  1  ^  he 
exclaimed  in  his  wild  exultation, 

**  Welcome,  O  wind  of  the  East,  from  the 
caves  of  the  mistv  Atlantic  1 

Blowing  o'er  fields  of  oulse,  and  measure- 
less meadows  of  sea-grass. 

Blowing  o'er  rocky  wastes,  and  the  grottoes 
and  gardens  of  ocean  I 

Lay  thy  cold,  moist  hand  on  my  burning 
forehead,  and  wrap  me 

Close  in  thy  garments  of  mist,  to  allay  the 
fever  within  me  1 " 

Like  an  awakened  conscience,  the  sea 
was  moaning  and  tossing. 

Beating  remorseful  and  loud  the  mutable 
sands  of  the  searshore. 

Fierce  in  his  soul  was  the  struggle  and  tu- 
mult of  passions  contending ; 

Love  triumphant  and  crowned,  and  friend- 
ship wounded  and  bleeding, 

Passionate  cries  of  desire,  and  importunate 
pleadings  of  duty  I 

'<  Is  it  my  fault,"  he  said,  ^  that  the  maiden 
has  chosen  between  us  ? 

Is  it  my  fault  that  he  failed,  —  my  fault 
that  I  am  the  victor  ?  " 

Then  within  him  there  thundered  a  voice, 
like  the  voice  of  the  Prophet : 

**  It  hath  displeased  the  Lord  1 "  —  and  he 
thought  of  David's  transgression, 

Bathsheba's  beautiful  face,  and  his  friend 
in  the  front  of  the  battle  1 
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bbanM  and  cuiifu^iuD  uf  piilt,  and  abaie- 
mrnt  and  <«rlf-cundcrmtuitiun, 

OTcrwhrlinrd  luui  at  ouce  ;  and  be  cried 
io  thi'  dfTiN'st  cuiitnliiiii  : 

•■  it  bath  di»|ilraMHl  tbr  Lcml !  It  is  tba 
tcriuptatiiiD  uf  >ataii  I  *' 

Tben,  u|iliftiuc  b»  bead,  1m*  lookrd  at  tbe 

ftra,  awl  bcbeld  thrrf 
Diiulr  tbr  aboduvrT  funii  uf  tbe  Mavriuwvr 

ridtii)*  at  aiii-hur, 
Kufkrtl  III!  tlif  rial  11^  tidi*,  and    rraAljr  to 

ftail  un  tbe  niurruw  ; 
Hrard  tin*  vnii-ra  <if  ini-n  through  tbv  mist, 

tbe*  rutilv  of  cordaKv 
Fbrowu    on    thi*   deck,   the    hhouts    of    the 

luiiti*,   und    the    iiailora'    **  A%'.    av. 

Sr ! " 
Clear   ami   «liKtiiirt,  hut    not   loud,  in  the 

dri|i|iii)^  uir  tif  tlt«-  twili^^lit. 
Still  for  a  uniiiifiit  he  i»tuiMl,  and  li»trnc<l, 

:iiid  !«(.in-il  at  thr  ve****!*!. 
Then  mi- lit  hurrieiilv  un.  at  one  who,  seeing 

a  phantnni. 
StufM,  th*  II  i|iitrk«*ii^  hi^  |iaiT.  ami  follows 

thi*  U-i  kiiniiig  ^h:iili«w. 
**  Ve4,  it  14  |il:iiii  t'»  nil'  now."  In-  niuniiun*d  ; 

"  thf  h.iiiil  uf  thf  I^iftl  i> 
I^'aaliii^  in>'  imt  <>f   th*>  l.iiid  of  d:irkiiehS. 

the  IniihI  |i^i'  iif  •  rri'r, 
lliruii^'h  till*  •««Ti,  th.tt  *>li:ill  lift  thr  walU  of 

it.«  «i.it«*r«  anmnti  iiif. 
Hiding  nil-,  i-iittitii:  ix*'  <■').  fn»tn  the  cruel 

tlii>ii:;lit«  thii  jiiiroiti-  iii«-. 
Itat'k  KiiM  I  i;m  u'i  r  the  (m>4':iii,  thin  dn'arv 

1  iiiii  %%iil  .ih:iii«l>iii, 
lltT  i»h-'iii  I  II. .i\  ii>-t   1"VP.  atiil   litiii  whom 

iii\  hf.irt  li.kN  Kffi-iiili-il. 
li-'ttrr  !••  U'    :ti  iiiv  j;ni\»-   in  the   ^n-en  old 

I  irir-  \,\  .if'l  III   I  iii;l:iiit|, 
('1«»M*  h\   ti  ^   iiiiit*itr'*  *:-l«-.  ami   atnoiii*  the 

«l  i*t  i>t  fii\   k.tiiir«i}  ; 
H^t!^  r   U-  •!•  ;ii|   itini    f.  rfcj.ittt-n,  than  living 

III  «ii:ii!H'  .tii'i  il.^ltiiiiiir  ; 
Ssi-r*  d  ami  •>.iti-  .ii.il  :iti*>tfn.  iti  thi*  d.irk  of 

the  ii.irx«>'.t   I  ).  tii.l>«  r 
With  nil*  II. \  s.    •.  t    Oiilt  Iir,  like  A  liiiri«-«i 

J-   Wi  1    ll..l!    /".    ll.Tl.l   f% 

Iiri;;lit    •  •!    '.Ik      I.  i:i|    tl.it    i«   ilimt.   in    the 

"       -ti   i-  !  .  i.f    ,.lt  |,i*f    :4i,il  ii.irktlt'««,  — 

Yr«,  ««  !}.•  II.  (If  .i.'>  r  1./  ••!  !li«'  ;:ri  .it  e*- 
I"'  i*.il  hiT«  t!'.i  r  ! 

Tbu«    .t«    hi'    ^1  .ikt',   he    turTifil,    in     th** 
strt'ii^tii  •«!  !..«  htroiig  r<'*"!utiiin. 


LaaTiflg  bebind  him  tW 
I  along  ill  Um  twili^l* 

Through  the  congenial  gloom  of  tht  flsMl 

silent  and  sombre, 
Tdl  he  beheld  Um  lighUiaUM 

of  riv  mouth. 
Shining  like  seven  stan  in  Um  4mk 

mist  of  tbe  cTening. 
Soon  he  entered  his  dour,  and   fbnni 

redoubtable  Captain 
Sitting  alone,  and  absorbed  in  tht 

pages  of  Crsar, 
Fighting  Mime  great  campaign  in 

or  lirabiuit  or  1-laaden. 
**  Long  have  vou  been  on  Tour  ci 

said  with  a  cbeerj  di 
Kren  an  one  who  is  waiting  an  aa>«tr,i 

fearv  not  tbe  issue. 
**  Not  far  off  is   the   house,  nlthiwfk 

woods  are  between  us  ; 
But  vou  ha^e  liogere<l  so  long, 

you  were  going  and 
I  have  fought  ten  battles 

demoliKbed  a  citj* 
Come,  hit  down,  and  in  order  ivlnlili 

all  tliat  has  happened." 


Then  John  Alden  spake, 

wondrous  ad\enture. 
From  lieginning  to  end,  minntclj,  jmlMi 

hap|iem*«l  ; 
How  he  iiad  M-rn  Priftrilla,  and  bnv  hi  krf 

h|N-d  ill  hit  eourt»bip, 
(hilv  sniiMiihing  ti  little, and  softcm^g* 

hi  r  rffu>al. 
Hut   whiii  he  raine  at  length  lo  thi 

i'liM-illa  had  hiiokrn,  _ 

WunU  !»*»  teiidt  r  an«l  cruel  :  ••Why  d*l 

Vdti  HiH  jk  for  Yourself,  John?* 
rp  leajM  d  till    ('a|it.iin  of  rlTmnnt^  tfl 

>:.in.]N(i  on  the  fiotir,  tJl  hism 
v'lanp-«l  on  tin-  wall,  wbrir  il  ' 

iMiiiiid  t'f  Milliter 


AH  his  iMiit-u|*  wrath  burU  forth  inftii^ 

■It  n  <-\]>ii">ii>ii, 
K'en  at  :i  ]i.iiiil-;;n  uaile.  that  tmlllli  ^ 

•trM(-tii>ii  nriMiiid  II. 
Wihllv   h.-   -htiiitid.  ami  luud:"Jsknir 


ilrii  *  \Mii  ha«e  Uiravrd  met 


Me,  Mili^  ^f.iiiili^h,  ^our  fnrad  ! 

]il.iiitfil,  ilefraudevl.  Ivtrwred  ■•• 
(hie  tif  iik\  .iii.M-^itir^  mn  lii«  swoffd  ikii^^ 

the  hi- art  of  Wat  Tyler  ; 
Who  "ihkli   pr«*\i'tii    nie  fnmi  iwaam^  ^ 

uMn  tlirou;:h  tbe  heart  of  a  '     '* 
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rs  is  the  greater  treasoiiy  for  joun  is  a 

treason  to  friendship  I 
,  who  lived  under  my  roof,  whom  I 

cherished  and  loved  as  a  brother  ; 
,  who  have  fed  at  my  board,  and  drunk 

at  my  cup,  to  whose  keeping 
sve  intrusted  my  honor,   my  thoughts 

the  most  sacred  and  secret,  — 
I  too,  Brutus  I  ah  woe  to  the  name  of 

friendship  hereafter  I 
tos  was  Cesar's  friend,  and  yon  were 

mine,  but  henceforward 
there  be  nothing  between  us  save  war, 

and  implacable  hatred  1 " 

o  spake  the  Captain  of  Plymouth,  and 
strode  about  in  the  chamber, 

ifing  and  choking  with  rage  ;  like  cords 
were  the  veins  on  his  temples. 

;  in  the  midst  of  his  anger  a  man  ap- 
peared at  the  doorway, 

nging  in  uttermost  haste  a  message  of 
urgent  importance, 

mors  of  danger  and  war  and  hostile  in- 
cursions of  Indians  1 

tigfatway  the  Captain  paused,  and,  with- 
out further  question  or  parley, 

)k  from  the  nail  on  the  wall  his  sword 
with  its  scabbard  of  iron, 

^ed  the  belt  round  his  waist,  and, 
frowning  fiercely,  departed. 

len  was  left  alone.  He  heard  the  clank 
of  the  scabbard 

nring  fainter  and  fainter,  and  dying 
away  in  the  distance. 

en  he  arose  from  his  seat,  and  looked 
forth  into  the  darkness, 

i  the  oool  air  blow  on  his  cheek,  that 
was  hot  with  the  insult, 

ted  his  eyes  to  the  heavens,  and,  folding 
his  hands  as  in  childhood, 

lyed  in  the  silence  of  night  to  the  Father 
who  seeth  in  secret. 

Meanwhile  the  choleric  Captain  strode 

wrathful  away  to  the  council, 
mid  it  already   assembled,  impatiently 

waiting  his  coming ; 
ia  b  the  nuddle  of  life,  austere  and  grave 

in  deportment, 
^J  one  ot  them  old,  the   hill   that  was 

nearest  to  heaven, 
'v^ied  with  snow,  but  erect,  the  excellent 

Elder  of  Plymouth. 


Grod  had  sifted  three  kingdoms  to  find  the 

wheat  for  this  planting. 
Then  had  sifted  the  wheat,  as  the  living 

seed  of  a  nation ; 
So  say  the  chronicles  old,  and  such  is  the 

faith  of  the  people  I 
Near  them  was  standing  an  Indian,  in  atti- 
tude stem  and  defiant. 
Naked  down  to  the  waist,  and  grim  and 

ferocious  in  aspect ; 
While  on  the  table  before  them  was  lying 

unopened  a  Bible, 
Ponderous,  bound  in  leather,  brass-studded, 

printed  in  Holland, 
And  beside  it  outstretched  the  skin  of  a 

rattlesnake  glittered. 
Filled,  like  a  quiver,  with  arrows  ;  a  signal 

and  challenge  of  warfare. 
Brought  by  the  Indian,  and  speaking  with 

arrowy  tongues  of  defiance. 
This  Miles  Standish  beheld,  as  he  entered, 

and  heard  them  debating 
What  were  an  answer  befitting  the  hostile 

message  and  menace. 
Talking  of  tms  and  of  that,  contriving,  sug- 
gesting, objecting  ; 
One  voice   only  for  peace,  and  that  the 

voice  of  the  Elder, 
Judging  it  wise  and  well  that  some  at  least 

were  converted. 
Rather  than  any  were  slain,  for  this  was 

but  Christian  behavior  t 
Then  out  spake  Miles  Standish,  the  stal- 
wart Captain  of  Plymouth, 
Muttering  deep  in  his  throat,  for  his  voice 

was  husky  with  anger, 
"  What  t  do  you  mean  to  make  war  with 

milk  and  the  water  of  roses  ? 
Is  it  to  shoot  red  squirrels  you  have  your 

howitzer  pkinted 
There  on  the  roof  of  the  church,  or  is  it  to 

shoot  red  devils  ? 
Truly  the  only  tongue  that  is  understood 

by  a  savage 
Must  be  the  tongue  of  fire  that  speaks  from 

the  mouth  of  the  cannon  1 " 
Thereupon  answered  and  said  the  excellent 

Elder  of  Plymouth, 
Somewhat  amazed  and  alarmed  at  this  ir- 
reverent language ; 
*'  Not  so  thought  St.  Paul,  nor  yet  the  other 

Apostles  ; 
Not  from   the   cannon's  mouth  were   the 

tongues  of  fire  they  spake  with  1 " 
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But  uabeedml  fell  tku  mild  rebuke  on  the 

CapUin, 
Who  had  advAiiced  to  tbe  table,  and  thiu 

continued  diiouursing  : 
*  LeaTe  thu  niattrr  to  uii*,  for  to  me  by 

rigbt  it  pertaiiictb. 
War  u  a  terrible  trade  ;  but  in  the  canae 

that  is  ri|;btcou«. 
Sweat  is  tbe  ■iti«*ll  of  iwwdrr ;  and  thua  I 

answer  the  chalf«*ii{p^  !  ** 

Then  from  tbe  rmttU'snake's  skin,    with 

a  sudden,  i*outrui|ituous  ^esturp, 
Jerkinif  the  Imlian  armws,  he  filled  it  with 

powder  and  IwUets 
Full  to  tlie  ri?ry  jaws,  and  handed  it  back 

to  the  savaf»r. 
Saying,  in  tbuuderini;  tones  :  ••  Here,  take 

it !  this  is  your  answer  t  ** 
Silently   out   of  tbe  room  then  glided  tbe 

glistening  savage. 
Bearing   tbe   M-q>ent*s  skin,   and  aeeming 

hinmclf  like  a  ierpent. 
Winding  bi«  siinuuus  way  in  the  dark  to  the 

oeptht  of  the  forest. 


V 


THE  SAII  INC.   OF    THK   MAVn.OWF.R 

Jl*»T  in  the  gray  of  the  dawn,  as  the  mists 

u|in»r  friiin  the  niradtiw% 
Thi>rp  waA  a  iktir  and  a  Kiund  in  tbr  slum- 

lieriiig  village  of  fly  mouth  ; 
Clanging   and    rl irking  of   anii^,  and    tbe 

onitT  im|MTHtiM*,  ••  K«irwanl  I** 
(fiTen  in  tone  Riip]irrii»r<l,  a  trmnip  of  fret, 

and  tbrn  tiilrni*«v 
Figun'ii  ti'ii,  in  (lie  nitnt,  mart'lied   slowly 

out  <»f  ihr  \inAgr. 
Slandivh  iIji*  ^lalwsrt  it  was,  with  eight  of 

lii«  \aliin>ti«  army, 
I^'l  by   (lirir   IiiiliAH  cuidr,  by   IIiilMimok, 

fririnl  iif  th*<  wliitr   inrii, 
North wsftl  tiisrfliiii^  to  i|u<'n  the  sudden 

rr\iilt  I'f  (Xif  «Aiagr. 
(ftjuits    (b«-r   ••■•-nml    in     the    miftt,  or  the 

mlt•lll^   iii*'!i  of  King  l>svi«l  : 
Ciiaats  in  (n-Art  tiiry  wrrr,  who  iM'lM'rnl  in 

(■•hI  find  tbp  HiMr,  -- 
Ay,  whii  Iwlipml  m  tin-  uniting  of  Muiian- 

itr-ft  aiiil    l*(tiii«tinpt 
Over   ttn-m   giramni    far  off  tlie  crimson 

banners  uf  ujomuig  ; 


I 


IW 


IW 


llM 


Under  them  loud  oo  tW 
billows,  ndvaiieing. 
along  the 
retrealad. 


Manr  a  mile  had  they  marrhaJ, 

length  the  village  of  Ply— tk 
Woke  from  its  sleep,  and  ansa,  iaiMi  ti 

its  manifold  labofi. 
Sweet  was  the  air  and  toft  ;  aad  alavljii 

•moke  from  the  chimaeya 
Koae   over  roofs   of  that 

steadily  eastwaid ; 
Men  came  forth  from  the  doon^  aad 

and  Ulked  of  tbe  waatlwr. 
Said  that  tbe  wind  had  cbaagvd, 

blowing  fair  for  the  ~' 
Talked  of  their  Captain's 

all  the  dangers  that 
He  being  gone,  the  town, 

be  done  in  his  abaei 
Merrily   sang  the   btrdti 

voices  uf  womea 
Conaecrmtrd  with  hymna  tba 

of  tbe  bousehoUL 
Out  of  the  sea  rose  the  saa,  i 

rejoiced  at  bis  eomiag  ; 
Beantif uf  were  his  feet  oa  tba  paiyb  tifi 

of  the  uiountaias ; 
Beautiful   on   the  saib  of  tW 

riding  at  anchor. 
Battered  and  blackened  aad 

tbe  storms  of  the  wiatar. 
IxMaely  against  her  masts 

flapping  her  canvas 
Kent  bv  m  many  gales,  and  patrha<  ly  tti 

baiidA  of  t£>  sailors. 
Suddenlv   from  her  side,  as 

o^rr  the  ocean. 
Darted  a  puff  of  smoke,  aad 

wanl  ;  aium  rang 
I^Mid   over  Add   and  furasi 

rtiar.  ami  the  echoes 
Heani  ami  rr|>ratrd  tbe 

giin  of  dt'parturr  ! 
Ah  I  but   with    louder 

hearts  of  the  people  I 
Meekly,  in  voin*^  subilued,tha 

rvad  fntm  the  Bible, 
Meekly  the  pniyrr  was  begaa.  b«l 

in  ffTtrnt  rntrealy  I 
Then  from  thrir  bouies  in 

tbe  IMgnms  of  PlrBKiath. 
Men  ami  women  ami  ehildrvn,  all 

du«a  to  the  I 


IW 
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Br,  with  tearful  ejes,  to  saj  fitfewell  to 

the  Mayflower, 
aeward  bound  o'er  the  sea,  and  leaving 

them  here  in  the  desert. 

oremost  among  them  was  Alden.  All 
wght  he  had  lain  without  dum- 
ber, 

ning  and  tossing  abont  in  the  heat  and 
unrest  of  his  fever. 

had  beheld  Miles  Standish,  who  came 
back  late  from  the  council, 

Iking  into  the  room,  and  heard  him  mut- 
ter and  murmur  ; 

Betimes  it  seemed  a  prayer,  and  some- 
times it  sounded  like  swearing. 

ee  he  had  come  to  the  bed,  and  stood 
there  a  moment  in  silence  ; 

m  he  had  turned  away,  and  said :  "  I 
will  not  awake  him  ; 

i  him  sleep  on,  it  is  best ;  for  what  b  the 
use  of  more  talking  I  " 

m  he  extingpiished  the  light,  and  threw 
himself  down  on  his  pallet, 

»8ed  as  he  was,  and  ready  to  start  at 
the  break  of  the  morning,  — 

"ered  himself  with  the  cloak  he  had 
worn  in  his  campaigns  in  Flan- 
ders,— 

>t  as  a  soldier  sleeps  in  his  bivouac, 
ready  for  action. 

with  the  dawn  he  arose  ;  in  the  twilight 
Alden  beheld  him 

on  his  corselet  of  steel,  and  all  the  rest 
of  his  armor, 

kle  abont  his  waist  his  trusty  blade  of 
Damascus, 

e  from  the  comer  his  musket,  and  so 
stride  out  of  the  chamber. 

m  the  heart  of  the  youth  had  burned 
and  yearned  to  embrace  him, 

m  his  lips  had  essayed  to  sp^ik,  im- 
ploring for  pardon  ; 

the  old  mendship  came  back,  with  its 
tender  and  grateful  emotions  ; 

his  pride  overmastered  the  nobler  na- 
ture within  him,  — 

le,  and  the  sense  of  his  wrong,  and  the 
baniine  fire  of  the  insult. 

le  beheld  Lis  friend  departing  in  anger, 
but  spake  not, 
him  go  forth  to  danger,  perhaps  to 
death,  and  he  spake  not  I 

n  he  arose  from  bis  bed,  and  heard 
what  the  people  were  saying, 


Joined  in  the  talk  at  the  door,  with  Stephen 
and  Richard  and  Gilbert, 

Joined  in  the  morning  prayer,  and  in  the 
reading  of  Scripture, 

Andy  with  the  others,  m  haste  went  hurry- 
ing down  to  the  searshore, 

Down  to  the  Pljrmouth  Rock,  that  had  been 
to  their  feet  as  a  doorstep 

Into  a  world  unknown,  —  the  eomer^«tone 
of  a  nation  t 

There  with  his  boat  was  the  Master, 

already  a  little  impatient 
Lest  he  should  lose  the  tide,  or  the  wind 

might  shift  to  the  eastward. 
Square-built,   hearty,  and  strong,  with  an 

odor  of  ocean  about  him. 
Speaking  with  this  one  and  that,  and  cram- 
ming letters  and  parcels 
Into  his  pockets  capacious,  and  messages 

mingled  together 
Into  his  narrow  brain,  till  at  last  he  was 

wholly  bewildered. 
Nearer  the  boat  stood  Alden,  with  one  foot 

placed  on  the  g^wale, 
One  still  firm  on  the  rock,  and  talking  at 

times  with  the  sailors. 
Seated  erect  on  the  thwarts,  all  ready  and 

eager  for  starting. 
He  too  was  ea^er  to  p^,  and  thus  put  an 

end  to  his  anguish. 
Thinking  to  fiy  from  despair,  that  swifter 

than  keel  is  or  canvas. 
Thinking  to  drown  in  the  sea  the  ghost 

that  would  rise  and  pursue  him. 
But  as  he  gazed  on  the  crowd,  he  beheld 

the  form  of  Priscilla 
Standing  dejected  among  them,  unconscious 

of  all  that  was  passing. 
Fixed  were  her  eyes  upon  his,  as  if  she  di- 
vined his  intention, 
Fixed  with  a  look  so  sad,  so  reproachful, 

imploring,  and  patient. 
That  with  a  sudden  revulsion  his  heart  re- 
coiled from  its  purpose, 
As  from  the  verge  of  a  crag,  where  one 

step  more  is  destruction. 
Strange  is  the  heart  of  man,  with  its  quick, 

mysterious  instincts  I 
Strange  is  the  life  of  man,   and  fatal   or 

fated  are  moments, 
Whereupon  turn,  as  on  hinges,  the  gates  of 

the  wall  adamantine  I 
"  Here  I   remain  I "   he  exclaimed,   as  he 

looked  at  the  heavens  above  him. 


176 


THE  COURTSHIP  OF  MILES  STANDISH 


Thftiikinir  the  Lord  whose  bremth  had  tcAt- 

tered  the  mUt  and  the  madoeia. 
Wherein,  blind  and  lost,  to  death  he  was 

■taKgvrinf;  headlong. 
*  Yonder  inow-white  cloiid,  that  floats  in 

the  ether  above  me, 
Seenia  like  a  hand  that  b  pointing  and  beek- 

ouing  over  the  ocean. 
There  it  another  hand,  that  is  not  so  speo- 

tral  and  gho%t-like, 
Holding  me,  drawing  me  back,  and  clasp- 

mg  mine  for  protection. 
Float,  ()  baud  of  cloud,  and  vanish  awaj  in 

the  eth<*r  I 
KoU  thyself  up  like  a  fist,  to  threaten  and 

daunt  me  ;  1  heed  not 
Either  your   warning  or  menace,  or  anj 

onif*n  of  evil  I 
There  is  no  laml  so  sacred,  no  air  so  pure 

and  M)  whuIeMJiiie, 
As  is  the  sir  she  breathes,  and  the  soil  that 

b  prmMHl  bjr  brr  footsteps. 
Hers  for  iu*r  sake  will  1  stay,  and  like  an 

invisible  preitence 
Iluvt-r  around  her  forever,  protecting,  sup- 
porting her  weakness  ; 
Yes  !  as  my  Uxti  was  tbf  flrst  that  stepped 

on  thi*  mck  at  the  landing. 
So,  with  the  lilrMing  uf  (iimI,  shall  it  be  the 

last  at  the  leaving  !  '* 

Meanwhile  the  Master  alert,  but  with  dig- 

niHe«l  air  and  important. 
Scanning   with  watchful  eye  the  tide  and 

the  wiiMl  and  the  weathrr, 
Walknl  a)M»ut  on  thr  sands,  and  the  people 

cmwdrd  arouml  him 
Saying  a  frw  laiit  wonU,  and  enforcing  hU 

rarrfiil  remembrance, 
llien,   taking   rai-b  hy  thr  hand,  as  if  he 

wrrr  gra«ping  a  tiller. 
Into   the    Umt    lie    Rprang,    and    in   hastr 

•hovrd  off  to  hi*  Vr%iirl, 

(fUd  in  III*  hrart  to  grt  ri«l  uf  all  ihU  worry 

an«l  flurry, 
(■lad  to  Im»  giiiie  fr^m  a  Isml  of  sand  and 

ftit*knr«4  ami  iMirri»w, 
Short  allow atii't*  «if  ^iftusl,  and  plenty  of 

niKliini;  but  iiii«|irl  ! 
I^uet  in  tlw*  MHiml  «»f  tl)«*  oars  was  the  lait 

faft*«rll  of  th«*  IMgriiiift. 
()  stftHii*   hrjirtt  ami  tnie  f  not  one   went 

Inu-k  in  tin*  MsvHowrr  I 
Ko,  not  ofw  loi»kr«l  luM'k.  who  had  iei  hb 

band  to  thb  ploughing  t 


Soon  were  heard  on  bowrd  Ihi 

and  songs  of  tbn  aailom 
HeaTing  the  windlass  ronnd, 

the  pondenms  anehor. 
Then  the  yards  were  braead, 

set  to  the  west-  wind. 
Blowing  steady  and  strong  ;  and  tl 

flower  sailed  from  tkia  harbc 
Bounded  the  point  of  the  Gvnwt,  ■ 

ing  far  to  the  sonthvard 
Island  and  cape  of  sand,  aad  tba 

the  First  Knoonnter, 
Took  the  wind  on  her  qnaitari  m 

for  the  open  Atlaatie, 
Borne  on  the  send  of  the  sen«  aad  ll 

ing  hearts  of  tke  PilgriBMb 

Long  in  silence  they  watukad  tk 

ing  sail  of  the  vessel. 
Much  endeared  to  them  all,  ■■  as 

living  and  human ; 
Then,  as  if  filled  with  the  spirit,  ni 

in  a  vision  prophetaCf 
Baring  his  hoary  mmI,  the  •nail* 

of  Plymouth 
Said,  -'Let  us   pravl"   nad  tWj 

and    thanked    tba    Lofd  • 

courage. 
Mounifully  subbed  the  wavea  at  \ 

of  the  n>ck,  and  above  thtm 
Bowed  and  whispered   tke  wkaai 

hill  of  death,  and  their  kUb 
Seemed  t«i  awake  in  their  graeva 

join    in    the   prayer  thai  I 

trrwl. 
Sun- illumined   and  white,  om  Ika 

%'erge  of  tlie  ocean 
Cileamed  the  departing  sail,  Ukm  a 

slab  in  a  graveyard  : 
Buried  beneath  it  lay  foivear  all 

escaping. 
liO  !  a*  ilir\  turned  to  drpait,  ikij 

form  of  an  Indian, 
Watching  them  from  tke  hill ;  hi 

thry  Mpake  with  each  other, 
Pointing  with  outstretched  haadik  ' 

ing.  -  U>ok  !  "  hr  had  wwmUk 
So  they  rrtumrd  to  their  honaa ;  hi 

lingrrfHl  a  tittU, 
Musing  aloiir  on  the   fthora,  mad  s 

thr  manh  of  thr  billows 
RiMiml  thf  lioM*  of  the  rock,  and  Ihi 

an«l  tU.«h  «>f  the  sai 
the  »|urit  <if  (fod, 

the  waters. 
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VI 


PRISCILLA 


Tbu8  for  a  while  he  stood,  and  miued  bj 

the  shore  of  the  ocean, 
TUnking  of  many  things,  and  most  of  all 

olPriscilla; 
And  as  if  thought  had  the  power  to  draw 

to  itself,  like  the  loadstone, 
WbitsoeTer  it  toaches,  bj  sabtile  laws  of 

its  nature, 
Lo  I  ss  he  tamed  to  depart,  Priscilla  was 

standing  beside  him. 

"Are  70a  so  much  offended, 70a  will  not 

•peak  to  me  ?  "  said  she. 
*  Am  I  so  much  to  blame,  that  7esterda7, 

when  70a  were  pleading 
Warmly  the  cause  of  another,  m7  heart, 

impulsive  and  waTward, 
Fksded  your  own,  and  spake  out,  forgetful 

periiaps  of  decorum  ? 
Certainly  you  can  forgive  me  for  speaking 

io  frankly,  for  saying 
Wbat  I  ought  not  to  have  said,  yet  now  I 

can  nerer  unsay  it ; 
'tt  there  are  moments  in  life,  when  the 

heart  is  so  full  of  emotion, 
IW  if  by  chance  it  be  shaken,  or  into  its 

depths  like  a  pebble 
I^npi  some  careless  word,  it  overflows,  and 

its  secret. 
Spot  OD  the  ground  like  water,  can  never 

be  gathered  together, 
^^iierday  I  was  shocked,  when  I  heard 

Tou  speak  of  Miles  Standish, 
I^n^  his  virtues,  transforming  his  very 

defects  into  virtues, 
Ptvting  his  courage  and  strength,  and  even 

nis  fighting  in  Flanders, 
^  if  bv  fighting  alone  you  could  win  the 

heart  of  a  woman, 
Q<ute  overlooking  yourself  and  the  rest,  in 

exalting  your  hero. 
^»*^fore  I  spake   as  I  did,  by  an  irre- 

sistible  impulse. 
I^OQ  will  forgive  me,  I  hope,  for  the  sake 
_^^    of  the  friendship  between  us, 
^'okh  is  too  true  and  too  sacred  to  be  so 
-,^      easily  broken  I " 
-^leupon    answered    John    Alden,     the 

•cholar,  the   friend  of   Miles  Stan- 
dish  : 


"I  was  not  angry  with  you,  with  myself 
alone  I  was  angry, 

Seeing  how  badly  I  managed  the  matter 
I  had  in  my  keeping." 

**  No ! "  interrupted  the  nuuden,  with  answer 
prompt  and  decbive ; 

''  No  ;  you  were  angry  with  me,  for  speak- 
ing  so  frankly  and  freely. 

It  was  wrong,  I  acknowledge  ;  for  it  is  the 
fate  of  a  woman 

Long  to  be  patient  and  silent,  to  wait  like 
a  ghost  that  is  speechless. 

Till  some  questioning  voice  dissolves  the 
spell  of  its  silence. 

Hence  is  the  inner  life  of  so  many  suffering 
women 

Sunless  and  silent  and  deep,  like  subter- 
ranean rivers 

Running  through  caverns  of  darkness,  un- 
heard, unseen,  and  unfruitful. 

Chafing  their  channels  of  stone,  with  end- 
less and  profitless  murmurs." 

Thereupon  answered  John  Alden,  the  young 
man,  the  lover  of  women  : 

"Heaven  forbid  it,  Priscilla;  and  truly 
they  seem  to  me  always 

More  like  the  beautiful  rivers  that  watered 
the  garden  of  £den. 

More  like  the  river  Euphrates,  through 
deserts  of  Havilah  flowins^, 

Filling  the  land  with  delight,  and  memories 
sweet  of  the  garden  1 " 

**  Ah,  by  these  words,  I  can  see,"  again  in- 
terrupted the  maiden, 

"  How  very  little  you  prize  me,  or  care  for 
what  I  am  saying. 

When  from  the  depths  of  my  heart,  in  pain 
and  with  secret  misgiving, 

Frankly  I  speak  to  vou,  asking  for  sym- 
pathy only  and  kindness, 

Straightway  you  take  up  my  words,  that 
are  plain  and  direct  and  in  ear- 
nest, 

Turn  them  away  from  their  meaning,  and 
answer  with  flattering  phrases. 

This  is  not  right,  is  not  just,  is  not  true  to 
the  best  that  is  in  you  ; 

For  I  know  and  esteem  you,  and  feel  that 
your  nature  is  noble. 

Lifting  mine  up  to  a  higher,  a  more  ethereal 
level. 

Therefore  I  value  your  friendship,  and  feel 
it  perhaps  the  more  keenly 

If  you  say  aught  that  implies  I  am  only  aa 
one  among  many. 
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If  joa  m$k9  use  id  thorn  eommon  and 

pliiiMiitakry  phntM 
llott  iDea  ihiak  to  Him,  in  daaliiif  and 

•peaking  with  wooMn, 
Boi  which  women  rejeei  aa  inaipid,  if  not 

aa  iniultinf  .*' 

llnie  and  ■maiad  waa  Aldan ;  and  lia- 

tened  and  looked  at  Pritcilla, 
Thinking  be  nerer  had  leen  her  mora  fair, 

more  divine  in  her  beautj. 
11a  who  but  yesterday  pleaded  lo  glibly  the 

cause  of  another. 
Stood  there  embarraMed  and  aileat,  and 

seeking  in  Tain  for  an  answer. 
So  the  maiden  went  on,  and  little  divined 

or  imagined 
What  was  at  work  in  his  heart,  thai  made 

bim  so  awkward  and  speechless. 
*  Let  us,  then,  be  what  we  are,  and  speak 

what  we  think,  and  in  all  things 
Keep  ourselves  loyal  to  truth,  and  the  sa- 
cred prufemsions  of  friendship. 
It  is  no  secrt* t  I  tell  you,  nor  am  I  ashamed 

to  dtH.*larr  it : 
I  have  liked  to  be  with  yon,  to  see  you,  to 

speak  with  you  always. 
So  I  was  hurt  at  your  worda,  and  a  little 

affronted  to  hear  you 
Urge   me   to    marry   vour   friend,  though 

be    were   the   Captain   Miles  8tan- 

dUh. 
For  I  mutt  tell  you  the  truth  :  much  more 

to  iiic  in  your  friendship 
Than  all  the  love  he  could  give,  were  he 

twice  tlie  hero  you  think  him.** 
Then  sbr  eitrndrd  her  hami,  and  Alden, 

who  ragrrlv  grasped  it. 
Felt  all  tbr  wuumlt  in  his  heart,  that  were 

a«*hing  an<l  bleeding  so  mrrly, 
lleale<l  bv  the  touch  of  that  hand,  and  he 

said,  with  a  voice  full  of  feeling  : 
**  Yes,  we  muftt  ever  lie  friends  ;  and  of  all 

who  offer  you  fi-ieiidship 
Let  nie  be  rtrr  the   Ar«t,  the    truest,  the 

nearrtt  and  drarrst  t  ** 

Casting  a  farrwrll  biok  at  the  glimmer- 
ing sail  tif  the  Mayllowrr, 

l>istant,  littt  fttiU  in  tight,  and  sinking  lir- 
l««  tbf*  bortf«m, 

ilomewsnl  togrtbt-r  they  walked,  with  a 
fttnuigr,  imlrtlnitr  ferling. 

That  all  tbr  rr«t  had  dr|iartrd  and  left 
them  alone  in  the  detrrt. 


Bat,  aa  they  went  thnrngli  11 

bletaing  and  amtla  ol  I 
Lighter  |;rew  their  hauta» 

said  very  archly : 
**  Now  thai  our  terribla  Oaf 

in  porsoit  of  the  ladti 
Where  he  is  happiar  far  thai 

commanamga  hovtah 
You  may  speak  bohHv,  and 

that  happened  betwae 
When  you  returned  laat  m 

how  nngratefnl  yoa  fc 
Thereupon  answered  John  A 

her  the  whole  of  tba  a 
Told  her  his  own  despair,  ai 

wrath  of  Milea  Standi 
Whereat  the  maiden  smiled 

tween  laughing  and  ei 
**  He  is  a  little  chimney,  aad 

a  moment  I  ** 
But  as  he  gently  rebnkcd  hei 

how  he  had  saffared,  - 
llow  he  had  even  determine 

day  in  the  Mayffowar, 
And  had  remained  for  her  ss 

the  dangers  that  thrci 
All  her  manner  waa  changed 

with  a  faltering  aecen 
•«  Truly  I  thank  yon  for  th 

you  have  been  to  ne 

Thus,  as  a  pilgrim  devoiK 

•Jerusalem  jooraeys. 
Taking   three   steiis  in  advi 

reluctantlv  backward, 
Urged  by  importunate  aeal, 

bv  pangs  of  contrition 
Slowly  [mt  steadily  onward, 

ever  advancing, 
Joumeved  this  INiritan  joat 

l^uid  of  his  longings, 
UrgtKl  by  the  fervor  ol  love 

by  remorseful  misfivi 
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VII 
TIIK   MARCH   OF    Mll.RS 

MlLA.^wiiiur.  tbr  stalwart  1 
wan  niarrhing  steadil.^ 

Winding  thnnigh  fureat  am 
along  iImt  trend  of  thi 

All  day  long,  with  hardly  a  1 
his  anger 
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fiomiiig  mad  crackling  within,  and  the  sol- 

phorous  odor  of  powder 
Saembe  more  sweet  to  hiB  nostrils  than  all 

ue  scents  of  the  forest. 
SOeiit  tnd  moody  he  went,  and  mach  he 

reyoWed  his  discomfort ; 
H«  who  was  nsed  to  success,  and  to  easy 

Tictories  always. 
Thus  to  be  floated,  rejected,  and  laughed 

to  scorn  by  a  maiden. 
Thus  to  be  mocKcd  and  betrayed  by  the 

friend  whom  most  he  had  trusted  I 
Ahl  'twas  too  much  to  be  borne,  and  he 

fretted  and  chafed  in  his  armor  t 

"I  slone  am  to  blame,"  he  mattered, 

**  for  mine  was  the  folly. 
What  has  a  rough  old  soldier,  grown  grim 

and  g^y  iu  the  harness, 
Uied  to  the  camp  and  its  ways,  to  do  with 

the  wooing  of  maidens  ? 
Twisbat  adream,  —  let  it  pass,  —  let  it 

Tanish  like  so  many  others  I 
Whit  I  thought  was  a  flower,  is  only  a 

weed,  and  is  worthless  ; 
Oot  of  my  heart  will  I  pluck  it,  and  throw 

it  away,  and  henceforward 
Be  but  a  fighter  of  battles,  a  lover  and 

wooer  of  dan^^ers  I "     ^ 
^01  he  revolved  m  his  mind  his  sorry 

defeat  and  discomfort, 
While  he  was  marching  by  day  or  lying  at 

night  in  the  forest, 
I^^oking  up  at  the  trees,  and  the  constella- 
tions beyond  them. 

lifter  a  three  days'  march  he  came  to  an 

Indian  encampment 
'itched  on  the  edge  of  a  meadow,  between 

the  sea  and  the  forest ; 
Women  at  work  by  the  tents,  and  warriors, 

horrid  with  war-paint, 
^^^ted  about  a  fire,  ana  smoking  and  talk- 

ing  together ; 
*^w>,  when  they  saw  from  afar  the  sudden 

approach  of  the  white  men, 
^w  the  flash  of  the  sun  on  breastplate  and 

sabre  and  musket, 
^^'^ightway  leaped  to  their  feet,  and  two, 

from  among  them  advancing, 
^^me  to  parley  with  Standbh,  and  offer  him 


^      furs  as  a  present ; 
cnendship  was  in  their  I 


looks,  but  in  their 
hearts  there  was  hatred. 


Braves  of  the  tribe  were  these,  and  brothers, 

gigantic  in  stature. 
Huge  as  Goliath  of  Gath,  or  the  terrible 

Og,  king  of  Bashan  ; 
One  was  Pecluuot  named,  and  the  other 

was  called  Wattawamat. 
Round  their  necks  were  suspended  their 

knives  in  scabbards  of  wampum. 
Two-edged,  trenchant  knives,  with  points  aa 

fmarp  as  a  needle. 
Other  arms  had  they  none,  for  they  were 

cunnine  and  crafty. 
"  Welcome,  English  1 "  they  said,  —  these 

words  they  had  learned  from  the 

traders 
Touching  at  times  on  the  coast,  to  barter 

and  chaffer  for  peltries. 
Then  in  their  native  tongue  they  began  to 

parley  with  Standish, 
Througn  his  guide  and  interpreter,  Hobo- 

mok,  fnend  of  the  white  man, 
Begginfi^  for  blankets  and  knives,  but  mostly 

Tot  muskets  and  powder. 
Kept  by  the  white  man,  they  said,  con- 
cealed, with  the  plague,  in  his  cel- 
lars, 
Ready  to  be  let    loose,  and    destroy  his 

brother  the  red  man  t 
But  when  Standish  refused,  and  said  he 

would  give  them  the  Bible, 
Suddenly  changing  their  tone,  they  began 

to  boast  and  to  bluster. 
Then  Wattawamat  advanced  ¥rith  a  stride 

in  front  of  the  other, 
And,  with  a  lofty  demeanor,  thus  vauni- 

inely  spake  to  the  Captain  : 
"  Now  Wattawamat  can  see,  by  the  fiery 

eyes  of  the  Captain, 
Angry  is  he  in  his  heart  ;  but  the  heart  of 

the  brave  Wattawamat 
Is  not  afraid  at  the  sight.     He  was  not 

born  of  a  woman, 
But  on  a  mountain  at  night,  from  an  oak- 
tree  riven  by  lightning, 
Forth  he  sprang  at  a  bouna,  with  all  his 

weapons  about  him, 
Shouting,  'Who  is  there  here  to  fight  with 

the  brave  Wattawamat  ?  *  " 
Then  he  unsheathed  his  knife,  and,  whet- 
ting the  blade  on  his  left  hand, 
Held  it  aloft  and  displayed  a  woman's  face 

on  the  handle  ; 
Saying,  with  bitter  expression  and  look  of 

sinister  meaning  : 
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**  1  hATe  ADOibcr  at  honir,  with  the  fmc«  of 

ft  man  on  thr  hmndlv  ; 
Bj  ftmi  by  ihmy  ■ball  nairj ;  mad  there 

«ill  b«  plenty  of  children  I  *' 

Thrn  stood    Pecksuut  forth,  aelf-rannt- 
iuf^t  inaitltiiiff  Miln  Standisb  : 

While  with  bi«  tiiif^n  he  patted  the  knife 
that  bun^  at  hi»  Uaoui, 

I>rawinff  it  half  from  its  tbratb,  and  plung- 
ing it  bat'k.  a«  li*'  niiittrrpd, 

**  By  and  by  it  ftball  Mrr  ;  it  ftball  eat ;  ah,  i 
ha  I  but  ■ball  !i|iruk  not  ! 

This  !■  the  uiigbty  i'Mplain  the  white  men 
have  M'lit  to  d«*Atn*y  uk  ! 

He  ta  a  littlr  man  ;   \ei  bim  go  and  work 
with  the  women  !  '* 

Meanwhile  Stand i.«b  ba4l  nuted  the  face^ 

aiid  titpirr*  of  Imliaus 
IVvping  and  crtfpiug  about  from  bush  to 

trre  in  lliv  forfj»t, 
Kvi^uiii^  to  UM.»k  fur  i^me,  with  arrows  let 

uii  tbrir  bom-iitriii}^, 
l)rdwiii^  alHiiit  hini  mIiH  clowr  and  closer 

tilt'  n«*t  iti  ilu-tr  :iiiiliu*»h. 
Hut   uudiftunt«*tl   be  »t«HMl,  niid  di«tM'mbled 

auil  tn-at«Hl  tb«*m  miuMitbU  ; 
So  thr  «iM  obruiiii-lf^  iia>.  that  Wfre  writ  in 

tbf  da\!i  lif  thv  falb**!^. 
Hut  wbrii  hi'  hi*.inl  thrir  drtiunor,  tbr  boast, 

tbf  taunt,  uu'l  ttir  lu^iilt. 
All  the  but  bliMid  of  liis  rai'r,  nf  Sir  Hugh 

and  i*f   riiiir»tt«ii  «lr  Staiiili^b, 
Hoiled  and  U'Skl  tn  bi!»  brart.und  ftwrlird  in 

tbt*  \i'ni«  of  bi«  tvui|ib*«. 
llradluni;  1m<  ImiH'ii  cm  tlir  Uiant^r,  ami, 

nujiti-biii);    bii    knifo    fr^m  tt*  M-al>- 

luinl, 
Ilunp-d  il  iiiti»hi«  brart,  Biid,  rfrhni;  l>ack- 

«i4ril,  till'  »aia;;r 
Krll  With  l.i-  f.i<'r  t«i  thf  ftky,  ftiid  a  lirnd- 

likr  lit  ri-i'lir««  ii|Min  It. 
Str«i|;h(    t!.iT«-    an>«r    fri»iii    tli**   fiirrnt    thr 

jiwfiil  •••iiiiil  I'i  llif  war-«biMi|i 
Alult  Iiki-  Jk  tliirrx   i>f    «iiii«i  iiti  tbf  Vkbi^tliiij^ 

Hii.ii  **i  1  *•■•  •  iiitM-r. 
S«ift  ainl   •  iilil*  II   :iti«l    kff-ii  caiiir  a  Hi^bt 

tif  (•  .it  Imt^  arru'kt  • 
Tlicn  raiiir   :i  •  l->-iil    nf   «ii-.>>kr,  mid  out  of 

thr  i-liMiii  I  .iiiir  th--  iii;ljtnili|;. 
(>ul  tif  thr   l:^*Ktr..i.;:  ih.iiiiiiT;  «nd   dratb 

iiii««-rii  r^ii  t>f^iin*  it. 
Fri|(b!Ptirii    thr    ^a\  il'*-«   tl*«l    ftir  thrltrr  in 

•waiiip  aiiil  tn  thifkrt. 


Hotly  poTined  and  betet ;  baftthnri 

the  brave  Wattawaiwit, 
Fled  not ;  he  was  dead.     Uaat 

iwift  had  a  bullet 
I'aaacd  thruuvb  his  brain,  aad  ka  fdl  «iA 

both    bands    clutchiag    tka 

sward, 

in  death  to  hold  back  fiwa 

the  laud  of  his  fathers. 


Iki 


There  cm  the  flowers  of  tka 

warriors  lav,  and  above 
Silent,  with  folded  arms,  stuoi 

friend  of  the  white  maa. 
Smiling  at  length  he  rzi*lainied  la 

wart  Captain  of  llymoatk  : 
**  I'ecksuot  bniggrd  very  loud,  of  I 

agr,  bis  Ktrength,  and  his 
Mocketl  tbr  grrat  Captain, 

a  littlr  iiuin  ;  but  I 
Uig  enough    Imve    you    beea   lo 

speecbli'M  before  you  1 


Thus  the  fintt  battle  was  foogkl 

by  tlir  stalwart  Miles 
When  the  tidings  tlirrruf  ware 

the  vilUgr  of  IMymontk. 
And  as  a  tmiiby  of  «Ar  tka 

brave  Wattawamat 
Soowlrd  fn>iii  tbr  rtuf  of  the  f<»t, 

oiicr  vms  a  rburvh  and  a  f< 
.Ml  wb«>  brbrbl  it  rrjuicrd,  and 

I.4inl.  and  tcMik  ctiurage. 
Only  rnM'iUa  a\rrtr«l  hrr  faee  fi«M 

»|MTtrr  uf  tt»m»r, 
'riuuikiiii;  <  i«Ml  111  bi-r  brart  that  tka  hd 

luarrirtl  Milrs  Staodish  ; 
Sbrijikiiig,    f«*aring    alui(«t,   leat« 

btiiiir  fmni  lilt  battles, 
lie  •hould    lay  claim  t«i  her  kaa^  ■• 

priir  anil  rrward  uf 


d^ 


Hi 
«k 


VIII 
I  \\v   ^i  :nmn».  wiikl-.L 

Month  aftrr  munth  passed  away, 

Aiitiiiiiii  tbr  fthiiM  of  ike 
Caiiir  with  kiiidrvtl  and  fnrads,  wilk 

aiitl  i-i*rii  fur  thr  iMgriaia. 
All  ill  thr  %iil.iv:i  «iA.«  iH-acr  ; 

iiitrtit  on  ihi-ir  lalior^ 
Hu»y    Kiith     lirwiii^     and     bvildiag^ 

gmnU'ii-pIiit  and  wilk 
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3iiij  with  breaking  the  glebe,  and  mowing 

the  grass  in  the  meadows, 
f^Ti'h!"g  UM  sea  for  its  fish,  and  hunting 

the  deer  in  the  forest. 
AH  in  the  village  was  peace  ;  bnt  at  times 

the  romor  of  warfare 
Filled  the  air  with  alarm,  and  the  appre- 
hension of  danger. 
BnTely  the  stalwart  Standish  was  scouring 

the  land  with  his  forces, 
Waxing  valiant  in  fight  and  defeating  the 

alien  armies. 
Till  his  name  had  become  a  sound  of  fear 

to  the  nations. 
Anger  was  still  in  his  heart,  but  at  times 

the  remorse  and  contrition 
Wldeh  in  all  noble  natures  succeed  the  pas- 

lionate  outbreak, 
Came  like  a  rising  tide,  that  encounters  the 

rush  of  a  river, 
Stayin?  its  current  awhile,  but  making  it 

bitter  and  brackish. 

Meanwhile  Alden  at  home  had  built  him 
a  new  habitation, 

Solid,  substantial,  of  timber  rough -hewn 
from  the  ^s  of  the  forest. 

Wooden-barred  was  the  door,  and  the  roof 
was  covered  with  rushes  ; 

latticed  the  windows  were,  and  the  win- 
dow-panes were  of  paper, 

Oiled  to  admit  the  light,  while  wind  and 
rain  were  excluded. 

^Iiere  too  he  dug  a  well,  and  around 
it  planted  an  orchard  : 

^  may  be  seen  to  this  day  some  trace  of 
the  well  and  the  orchard. 

(^  to  the  house  was  the  stall,  where,  safe 
and  secure  from  annoyance, 

^born,  the  snow-white  bull,  that  had 
fallen  to  Alden's  allotment 

Id  the  division  of  cattle,  might  ruminate  in 
the  night-time 

^er  the  pastures  he  cropped,  made  fra- 
grant by  sweet  pennyroyal. 

Oft  when  his  labor  was  finished,  with 
eager  feet  would  the  dreamer 

follow  the  pathway  that  ran  through  the 
woods  to  the  house  of  Priscilla, 

^  by    illusions    romantic    and    subtile 

p^       deceptions  of  fancy, 

'^^^^sure  disguised  as  duty,  and  love  in  the 
semblance  of  friendship. 


Ever  of  her  he  thought,  when  he  fashioned 

the  walls  of  ms  dwelling  ; 
Ever  of  her  he  thou^^ht,  when  he  delved 

in  the  soil  of  his  garden  ; 
Ever  of  her  he  thought,  when  he  read  in 

his  Bible  on  Sunday 
Praise  of  the  virtuous  woman,  as  she  is 

described  in  the  Proverbs,  — 
How  the  heart  of  her  husband  doth  safely 

trust  in  her  always, 
How  all  the  days  of  her  life  she  will  do  him 

good,  hA  not  evU, 
How  she  seeketh  the  wool  and  the  flax  and 

worketh  with  gladness. 
How  she  layeth  her  hand  to  the  spindle  and 

holdeth  the  distaff. 
How  she  is  not  afraid  of  the  snow  for  her- 
self or  her  household, 
Ejiowing  her  household  are  clothed  with 

the  scarlet  cloth  of  her  weaving  t 

So  as  she  sat  at  her  wheel  one  afternoon 

in  the  Autumn, 
Alden,  who  opposite  sat,  and  was  watching 

her  dexterous  fingers. 
As  if  the  thread  she  was  spinning  were  that 

of  bis  life  and  1^  fortune. 
After  a  pause  in  their  talk,  thus  spake  to 

the  sound  of  the  spindle. 
"  Truly,  Priscilla,"  he  said,  ''  when  I  see 

you  spinning  and  spinning, 
Never  idle  a    moment,  but   thrifty    and 

thoughtful  of  others. 
Suddenly  you  are  transformed,  are  visibly 

clumged  in  a  moment ; 
You  are  no  loneer  Priscilla,   but  Bertha 

the  Beautiful  Spinner." 
Here  the  light  foot  on  the  treadle  grew 

swifter  and  swifter  ;  the  spindle 
Uttered  an  angry  snarl,   and  the  thread 

snapped  short  in  her  fingers  ; 
While  the  impetuous  speaker,  not  heeding 

the  mis'*hief,  continued  : 
**  Yon  are  the  beautiful  Bertha,  the  spinner, 

the  queen  of  Helvetia  ; 
She  whose  story  I  read  at  a  stall  in  the 

streets  of  Southampton, 
Who,  as   she   rode  on    her   palfrey,   o*er 

valley    and    meadow    and    moun- 
tain. 
Ever  was  spinning  her  thread  from  a  distaff 

fixea  to  her  saddle. 
She  was  so  thrifty  and  good,  that  her  name 

passed  into  a  proverb. 
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Su  abmll  it  be  with   your  own,  when   tlia 

•pinninj^-whrt'l  vhall  uu  lonf^T 
Hum  in  the  huuie  of  the  fanner,  and  fill 

it«  chauibers  with  uitiftic. 
Then  aliall  the   uiothers.  rrprorinf;,  relat« 

how  it  wan  in  thrir  chihlhocNi, 
Praisinff  the  iruoU  oKi  tinirii,  and  the  days 

«if  PriM'ilIa  tlir  spiiinfr  I  '* 
Straight  uiiriMe  fmni  ht*r  wheel  the  beau- 
tiful l*iiritAii  iiiiiideii, 
Pleased  with  the  pnuM*  of  her  thrift  from 

hini  whtNK-  |iraue  was  the  siweetent, 
iHrw  from  the  reel  on  the  table  a  inowj 

skein  of  her  •ipinniii^. 
Thus   mukini;   annwiT,   ntfanwhile,  tu  the 

tlatteriu^  |ihRftBi'«  of  Ahlen  : 
'*  i'ome,  yon  iiiii»t  imt  In*  iitle  ;  if  I  am  a 

|mtti'ni  for  houAewi^es, 
Show   yoiirHflf   rijiially    worthy    of   beinf^ 

thr  niiMl«*l  uf  hititbamU. 
Hold  thi»<>ki'in  «>n  v4Mirhand2t,  while  I  wind 

it,  n-ady  for  knitting  ; 
Then  who  know<«  but  hen*after,  when  fash- 

iiin%  havf  rh.uit^i-d  uml  the  manner*, 
Kathi-rs  tuny  talk  tu  thi>ir  koiih  of  the  good 

ulil  tiiii«*H  of  tlohn  Ahien  !  ** 
ThuK,  milh  a  jfit  and  n  l:iut;h,  the  hkein  on 

hx^  liautl^  Nhe  adjusted. 
lie  ftittint:  »wkw.inll\  thrre.  with  hi;*  Mtmn 

extrinli'il  U'fiin*  hiiii. 
She  standing;  {•rut*«'fid,  en'et,  and  windinj* 

the  threail  frmn  hit  tiuf^rr*. 
SoinetiuM'4  r hiding;  a  little  hu  i'Ium»y  man- 
ner iif  holding, 
Si>nii*tini*-«  ttiiiohiiiiT  hi«  handti.  as  nhe  dis- 

elitjn^lril  ri|N*rtly 
Twist  or  knot  in  the  )Am,  unawares  —  for 

how  riiiihl  *hi'  hrip  it  V  --- 
Senilin^   flertni*»I     thnlU    thnju^h   every 

Wrvr  in  hit  iMviy. 

I<ii !  in  the  miiUt  of  thi«  v*ene,  a  breath- 

lr«*  tii»-*M*n;jrr  riitere«l, 
lirin^iri;;    in    hiirr%     a  in  I    hfat   the   terrible 

tu-^%  fniiii  till-  tilla^i* 
Ye«  ;  Mil*  •  ^!-iiiil:«li  w  i«  ilt-ail  *       an  Indian 

h.iil  }iriMi^'|ii  tlinii  t)i<*  titlini^, 
>lain  by  4  |N>i><>iii-it  arniw,  vhot  down  in  the 

jfpilil  ft  thf    b.lTtl''. 

Into  lui  aiiibii«}i   U  .'-i:'.!  •!.  « lit  ifff   With  tlir 

whi>lp  t'f  hi4  f  •ri-i  *  : 
All  thr  l4»wti  woiiS-i  \m-  \.  iriifil,  and  .ill  the 

|N-ii|iIf'  Iw  iiiiinlrr*  d  ' 
Such  wrrr  thf  tiiiin)f«  ••(   ml   that  burvt  on 

tltt-  heart*  oi  thr  hrariTS. 


Sil«nt  and  sUtue-lilu  stood  Prifilk  h« 

fac«  looking  backward 
Still  at  tho  face  of  the  sf 

uplifted  in  horror ; 
but  John  Alden,  upstarting,  aa  if  ihi 

of  the  arrow 
Piercing  tlie  heart  of  his  friend  had 

his  own,  and  had  iaiiderid 
Once  and  forever  the  bands  tknl  heU  lis 

bouml  as  a  captive. 
Wild  with  exeemi  of  sensation,  the  tnld 

delight  of  his  freedom* 
Mingled  with  |inin  and  regret, 

tif  what  he  was  doing. 
Clasped,  almost  with  a  gronn.  Ike 

leM  form  of  l*riseilla« 
IVetsing  her  elt«e  to  his  bcnrt«  as 

his  own,  and  eielaiming : 
"Tliose  whom  the  I^rd  hath  nniltd,lil» 

man  put  thfm  asunder  I  ** 


Kven  as  rivulets  twain,  f] 

separate  M>urves, 
Seeing  eai-h  other  afar,  as  thej 

the  ruekn,  and  pursuing 
Each  cuie  its  devious   path,   bnt 

nearer  an«l  nearer. 
Rush  t<igi>t her  at  last,  at  their 

in  tlie  forent ; 
So    these   liten   tluit  had   ma 

se|Mirati>  ehannels. 
Coming  in  iti);ht  «if  each  other, 

ing  an«l  thiwing  asunder. 
Parted    by   knrrieri   i»titMig,   bnl 

nearer  and  iit-arrr, 
Uushed  top*th**r  at  last, 

in  t lie  other. 


IX 


fab 


iiir.  \vi:iuMNc;-DAY 


KoRTH   fmm   the   eurtaia  of  c 

the  tfnt  tif  purple  and  sc . 

Isaued    thr   tun.   thr    great    Iligh-NA* 

hi*  ir->rmi'nt«  rrftplendent. 
llolin«*«4  tiiito  tif  l^ird,  in  leUcfaaf  p^ 

nil  lii«  ftin-h«'»d. 
Kiiuiiti  thi-  h«-ni  id  hia  r«>be  tl 

anii  |Niiiif^nuialr«. 
KIruiiig  thi-  Mi<rM   In*  came,  and  tht 

tif  \a|Mir  U-iirBth  him 
(ilraiiied  like  a  grate  of  bcnsi^anitht 

at  his  feet  was  a  laver  I 
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9  wedding  mom  of  Priscilla 
itan  maiden. 

assembled    tocpether  ;    the 
nd  Magistrate  also 
sne  with  their  presence,  and 
ice  the  Law  and  the  Gospel, 
auction  of  earth  and  one  with 
sing  of  heaven, 
ief  was  the  wedding,  as  that 

and  of  Boaz. 

th  and  the  maiden  repeated 
ds  of  betrothal, 
bher  for  husband  and  wife  in 
^strate's  presence, 
itan  way,  and  the  laudable 
of  Holland. 

1,  and  devoutly,  the  excellent 
f  Plymouth 

e  hearth  and  the  home,  that 
unded  that  day  in  affection, 
fe  and  of  death,  and  implor- 
ine  benedictions. 

be  service  was  ended,  a  form 
•d  on  the  threshold, 
of  steel,  a  sombre  and  sor- 
figure  I 

bridegroom  start  and  stare 
trange  apparition  ? 
bride  turn  pale,  and  hide  her 
his  shoulder  ? 

a  of  air,  — a  bodiless,  spectral 
? 

x>m  the  grave,  that  has  come 
d  the  betrothal  ? 
stood  there  unseen,  a  g^est 
;d,  unwelcomed  ; 
ed  eyes  there  had  passed  at 
n  expression 

^loom  and  revealing  the  warm 
idden  beneath  them, 
is  the  sky  the  driving  rack  of 
k-cloud 

toment  thin,  and  betrays  the 
its  brightness. 

fted  its  hand,  and  moved  its 
t  was  silent, 

vill  had  mastered  the  fleeting 
>n. 

re  ended  the  troth   and  the 
and  the  last  benediction, 

it  strode,  and  the  people  be- 
ith  amazement 

in  his  armor  Miles  Standish, 
ptain  of  Plymouth  I 


Grasping  the  bridegroom's  hand,  he  said 

with  emotion,  "  Forgive  me  t 
I  have  been  angry  and  hurt, — too  long 

have  I  cherished  the  feeling  ; 
I  have  been  cruel  and  hard,  but  now,  thank 

God  t  it  is  ended. 
Mine  is  the  same  hot  blood  that  leaped  in 

the  veins  of  Hugh  Standbh, 
Sensitive,  swift  to  resent,  but  as  swift  in 

atoning  for  error. 
Never  so  much  as  now  was  Miles  Standish 

the  friend  of  John  Alden." 
Thereupon  answered  the  bridegroom  :  "  Lict 

all  be  forgotten  between  us,  — 
All  save  the  dear  old  friendship,  and  that 

shall  grow  older  and  dearer  I  " 
Then  the  Captain  advanced,  and,  bowing, 

saluted  Priscilla, 
Gravely,  and  after  the  manner  of  old-fash- 
ioned G;entry  in  £ngland, 
Something  of  camp  and  of  court,  of  town 

and  of  country,  commingled, 
Wishing  her  joy  of  her  wedding,  and  loudly 

Uuding  her  husband. 
Then  he  said  with  a  smile  : ''  I  should  have 

remembered  the  adage,  — 
If  you  would  be  well  served,  you  must  serve 

yourself  ;  and  moreover, 
No  man  can  gather  cherries  in  Kent  at  the 

season  of  Christmas  I  " 

Great  was  the  people's  amazement,  and 

greater  yet  their  rejoicing. 
Thus  to  behold  once  more  the  sunburnt 

face  of  their  Captain, 
Whom  they  had  mourned  as  dead  ;  and  they 

gathered  and  crowded  about  him. 
Eager  to  see  him  and  hear  him,  forgetful 

of  bride  and  of  bridegroom. 
Questioning,  answering,  laughing,  and  each 

interrupting  the  other. 
Till  the  good  Captain  declared,  being  quite 

overpowered  and  bewildered. 
He  had  rather  by  far  break  into  an  Indian 

encampment. 
Than  come  again  to  a  wedding  to  which  he 

had  not  been  invited. 

Meanwhile   the   bridegroom  went  forth 

and   stood   with   the   bride   at   the 

doorway. 
Breathing  the  perfumed  air  of  that  warm 

and  beautiful  morning. 
Touched  with  autumnal   tints,  but  lonely 

and  sad  in  the  sunshine, 
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L«7  eitendrd  before  them  the  Usd  of  toil 

ami  priratiun  ; 
There  were  the  icn^ve*  of  the  dead,  and  the 

bairra  wiwte  of  the  aeft-ehore. 
There  the    fAtiiilUr  field*,  the  groTet  of 

pine,  and  the  meadows  ; 
But  to  their  ejet  transfi^red,  it  teemed 

as  the  (larden  of  I'^eu, 
Filled  with   the  uresence   of  God,  whose 

▼oice  was  the  sound  of  the  ocean. 


was  their  vision  dihturWd  bj  the 

Dotse  and  stir  of  de|iarture, 
Friends  coming  forth  f ruin  the  house,  and 

impatient  of  longrr  delaying. 
Each  with  his  plan  fur  the  day,  and   the 

work  that  was  left  uncompleted. 
Then  from  a  stall  near  at  hand,  aiuid  ei- 

clamations  of  womler. 
Allien  tlir  thoughtful,  the  careful,  so  Imppy, 

S41  proud  of  Priscilla, 
Brought  ont  his  snow-white  bull,  obeying 

the  IuumI  of  its  nia:*ter. 
Let!  by  a  cunl  that  was  tied  to  an  iron  ring 

in  its  hofitriU, 
Coverr<i  with  oriuison  cloth,  and  a  cushion 

placed  for  a  sadiile. 
She  should  not  walk,  he  said,  through  the 

dust  and  hfut  of  the  nftoniiay  ; 
Nar,  she  should  ride  like  a  queen,  not  pliMl 

along  like  a  p«>asaiit. 
Somewhat  alannt^l  at  fimt,  but  reassured 

by  the  othiTft, 
IHacing  her  hAiid  on  the  cuikhion,  her  foot 

m  the  hand  of  her  hu!»biuid, 


Gajly,  with  joyous  laagb*  PriaeOla  ai 

her  |Ndf rey. 
**  Nothing  IS  wanting  dow/'  ke 

smile,  **  hot  the  disUff  ; 
Then  you  would  be  in  trotli  Mj 

beantif ul  Bertha  I " 

Onward     the     bridal 

mored  to  their  new' 
Happy  husband  and  wife,  mad  fi 

yersing  together. 
Ileasantly  murmured  the  beook.  a 

crossed  the  ford  in  the  fowl, 
Pleased  with  tlie  image  thai  paaasd. 

dream  of  loTe,  throogb  iia  ha 
Tremulous,  tluating  in  air,  o*er  Che 

of  the  a2ure  abysaea. 
Down  through  the  golden  I— ¥■■  tl 

was  pouring  his  aplendon, 
(jleaming    ou  purple    gvapta*  thai 

bnuirlies  above  them  Mumcnd 
Mingled  thrir  oilorous  breath  with  th 

of  the  pine  and  the  fir-tree. 
Wild  ami  s«i*et  as  the  clasten  that 

in  the  valley  of  KahcoL 
Like  a  picture  it  seemed  of  tha  pri 

|i.isttir.il  ages. 
Fresh  with  the  Touth  of  the  worUL  a 

calling  l{ebecca  and  Isaac, 
Old  and  \  rt  errr  new,  and  aimpla  mmi 

tilul  always, 
I»Te  iniimirtal  anil   yoang  in  the  « 

suo(*f  A.«i«in  I  if  lovers. 
So  through   the    Plymouth 

onward  the  bridal 


lURDS   OF   TASSAGK 


V^-mmiiu  m  a^r  «li  ar  luu^  rif  ^ 

lU^TS. 


n.hiirr  Tin:  iik^t 


I'IKhS  (tl   PASSA^.r. 

9K0  /ti>#i»f#    •ffi-r-t*>l  1*^  |-«(  %  •«««»ti^ii|  1  lU  i.ii  )rr 
•  I.  irC  'i  1      f  »•  '.|t  lit   •  naa.i  »!>    ]■  vma    •  •«.tri'ail*Bl  !■•   •  ar- 

»<•  |«*   •*    »:•.  M|«^ -ftl.!  /'•./<•••«'«  v-«'>  >  Mil  .*t# 

VVrfe*        T'.*    f  ra<   «M   r     «i1*j|»r«t    in    ll««    li4uD^    •  Ln  b 


Hi.\('K  fkluvlow^  fall 
Kmiii  till'  lind«  ti!i  tall, 
'HiAt  lift  aliift  thfir  niassiTe  wall 
Ai^aiiiRt  thr  iMiuthem  aky  ; 

Anii  fnnii  tlif  rralms 

Of  thr  %)uuj«iw  I   rims 

A  tifle-likf  il.irkiieM  orerwhriat 
I'be  ficUs  that  ruond  na  lie. 


PROMETHEUS 


>«S 


rht  is  fair, 

where 

3ft  vapor  fills  the  air, 

Ant  sounds  seem  near ; 

f  in  the  light 
"-lit  night, 

1  of  passage  wing  their  flight 
the  dewy  atmosphere. 

beat 

nions  fleet, 

e  land  of  snow  and  sleet 

>k  a  southern  lea. 


cry 

lices  high 

amily  through  the  sky, 

r  forms  I  cannot  see. 

;  so  ! 

ds  that  flow 

-s  of  delight  and  woe 

t  from  wing^  of  birds. 

tie  throngs 

;'s  songs, 

of    pleasures,    and    pains,  and 

id  of  winged  words. 

cry 

lat  high 

beating  pinions,  fly, 

a  warmer  clime. 

distant  flight 
lalms  of  light 
>  our  world  of  night, 
;  murmuring  sound  of  rhyme. 


PROMETHEUS 
fE  poet's  forethought 

wms  Promeiheui  and  Epimeiheut  wer« 
^ived  M  a  aingle  poem,  bearing  both  the 

itle. 

heus,  how  undaunted 
ipus'  shining  bastions 
ous  foot  he  planted, 
told  and  songs  are  chanted, 
>romptings  and  suggestions. 


Beautiful  is  the  tradition 

Of  that  flight  through  heavenly  portals. 
The  old  classic  superstition 
Of  the  theft  and  the  transmission 

Of  the  fire  of  the  Immortals  t 

First  the  deed  of  noble  daring, 

Bom  of  heavenward  aspiration. 

Then  the  fire  with  mortals  sharing. 

Then  the  vulture,  —  the  despairing 

Cry  of  pain  on  crags  Caucasian. 

All  is  bnt  a  symbol  painted 

Of  the  Poet,  Prophet,  Seer  ; 
Only  those  are  crowned  and  sainted 
Who  with  grief  have  been  acquainted, 

Making  nations  nobler,  freer. 

In  their  feverish  exultations, 

In  their  triumph  and  their  yearning, 
In  their  passionate  pulsations. 
In  their  words  among  the  nations. 
The  Promethean  fire  is  burning. 

Shall  it,  then,  be  unavailing. 

All  this  toil  for  human  culture  ? 
Through  the  cloud-rack,  dark  and  trailing, 
Must  uiey  see  above  them  sailing 
O'er  life's  barren  crags  the  vulture  ? 

Such  a  fate  as  this  was  Dante's, 

By  defeat  and  exile  maddened  ; 
Thus  were  Milton  and  Cervantes, 
Nature's  priests  and  Corybantes, 
By  affiiction  touched  and  saddened. 

But  the  glories  so  transcendent 

That  around  their  memories  cluster, 
And,  on  all  their  steps  attendant. 
Make  their  darkenea  lives  resplendent 
With  such  gleams  of  inward  lustre  I 

All  the  melodies  mysterious. 

Through  the  dreary  darkness  chanted ; 
Thoughts  in  attitudes  imperious. 
Voices  soft,  and  deep,  and  serious. 

Words    that     whispered,    songs     thai 
haunted  I 

All  the  soul  in  rapt  suspension, 
•All  the  quivering,  palpitating 
Chords  of  life  in  utmost  tension. 
With  the  fervor  of  invention, 
With  the  rapture  of  creating  I 
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Ah,  iVomeChrtu  I  he«Trii-«caling  t 

la  luch  buun  of  exulution 
Even  the  f aintvkt  heart,  anqiuuling, 
Might  behold  the  valture  sailiug 
Kound  the  cloudy  crags  CmuomBian  I 


Though  to  all  there  be  not  giren 

Strrngtb  for  »uch  subliiue  codcATort 
Thu«  to  M^ale  the  walls  of  hcaveu, 
And  to  Iraven  with  tivry  leaven, 
All  the  hearts  of  men  forever  ; 

Yet  all  banls,  whose  hearts  uublightrd 

Honor  and  bi'livve  the  presage, 
fluid  aloft  I  heir  turi'htrs  ligbti*d, 
Ci learning  through  the  reaiuia  benighted. 
As  the}'  onward  bear  the  message  I 


KIMMETHKLS 
OK  TiiK  i*oi:t*s  amekthought 

IIavi:  1  dn*;inird  ?  or  was  it  real, 

WliAt  1  saw  a»  in  a  virion, 
Whi'U  to  nian*hr!t  hvmeueal 
In  tlie  land  of  the  Idi-al 

Moved  uiv  thought  o*er  Fields  Elysian  ? 

What  !  are  tliesc  thr  gumts  whose  glances 
^erinrd  like  sun»liinf  gleaming  round  me? 

TIm*m.*  the  wild,  bewildvriiig  fancies, 

I'hat  with  flitlnramliu-  d;uicea 

As  with  iiuigu*  cir\'U*»  bound  me  7 

Ah  !  Iitiw  mill  arr  thrir  rarr*M»^  ! 

rsllnl  i-lii-rk«.  and  lugganl  bi««uns  ! 
S|ir«-tnil  gb*ani  thfir  ftmiw-white  drvsies, 
AihI  fmm  IiHMT.  di«lirvrlK*<|  trrMrs 

frail  tltr  h\iU'inthine  blussoniH  ! 

O  nir  *«iiit><  *.  «hi»^<*  «in««inie  nM*aiiun*ii 
f'illfd  II. «  l»f»rt  with  srvrrt  mpture  I 

Childmi  *'f  iii\  ^iildi-n  lriaurt-»  ! 

Miivt  r\tii  wmr  drli);ht«  ami  |ilrajiurrs 
Kailr  i4n«l  |HTi<ih  with  thr  ca|iturr  ? 

Kair  tbi'v  «**•  iiit-il,  t }!■•«#•  miii;»«  Min<iniu% 

\i  Utrii  t)ir\  I  .kiiif  tti  iiir  uuliitldvu  ; 
A  i>>tr4  «iii^Ii-.  aii'l  111  rtiiiriis, 
l«lkr  thr  Willi  birili  •:ii^iii^  nVr  us 
lu  tli«  ilsrk  iif  l-r.iiit-hi-«  hultirn. 

Ihsrnrhsiitiiirnt  !     I>i«iltiiiiit»n  I 
Mutt  I  Si  h  noble  aipiratiun 


CoDM  at  last  to  this 
jArrin^  discord,  wild  eoafi 
LAMitude,  renunciatioM  ? 


Not  with  steeper  fall 

From  the  sun's  serene 
Not  through  brighter  rcalina 
In  swift  ruin  and  disaster, 
learus  fell  with  ■hattowd 


I 


Sweet  Pandora  t  dear  Ptodova  I 

Why  did  mighty  Jove  era 
Coy  as  Thetis,  fair  as  Mora, 
Beautiful  as  voung  Antora, 
If  to  win  thee  is  to  hale  thee  T 

No,  not  hate  thre  !  fur  this  feeli^f 

Of  unrvnt  and  long  rrrirtain 
Is  but  iiaMionate  appealing, 
A  prophetic  whinper  stealing 
0*er  the  chords  of  our  ci — ' 


Him  whom  thou  dost 

Thou,  lieloved,  never  Icftvett  ; 
In  life's  diiicurd,  strife,  and  cUbmv, 
Still  he  frrlit  thy  spell  of  gUuBOW  ; 

Him  of  Hope  thou  ne'er  berenveeL 


Weary  hearts  bv  thee  are 
Struggling  souls  by  the« 
enrd. 

Clouds  of  fear  asunder  rifted* 
Truth  fruni  falsrhood  cleansed 
lives,  like  da}s  in  summer. 


The  IT  f  ore  art  thou  ever  dcnrer^ 
O  niv  Silivl,  mv  deceiver  I 

For  thiiu  niakrst  rach  mysterj 

An<l  thr  uiisttainrd  seems 
When  thuu  hllrst  mv 

Muse  of  all  thr  (iifu  and  Gnme  I 

Tliuu^h  thr  tirbU  aftMind  as 
Tberp  an*  aniplrr  rralms  and 
Whrn*  no  foot  ban  Irft  its  t 

Let  ui  tuni  and  waiuler  thitWrl 


TIIK    I.AHni  K    OF    SAINT 

Ar«.i  .^riNE 


Saixt  Ariir**TiNi  !  well  hast 
Tliat  i>f  iHir  iit-rft  we  ran  f 

A  laiblrr.  if  wr  will  but  trend 
iWnrath  our  frit  each  deed  nf 
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mon  things,  each  day't  events, 
with  the  hoar  be^  and  end, 
asnres  and  oar  discontents, 
oiinds  by  which  we  may  ascend. 

r  desire,  the  base  design, 
makes  another's  virtues  less  ; 
el  of  the  ruddy  wine, 
ill  occasions  of  excess  ; 

ging  for  ignoble  things  ; 
itrife  for  triumph  more  than  troth  ; 
dening  of  the  heart,  that  brings 
erence  for  the  dreams  of  yonth  ; 

ights  of  ill ;  all  evil  deeds, 
have  their  root  in  thoughts  of  ill ; 
'er  hinders  or  impedes 
iction  of  the  nobler  will ;  — 

le  must  first  be  trampled  down 
&th  our  feet,  if  we  would  gain 
bright  fields  of  fair  renown 
right  of  eminent  domain. 

^e  not  wings,  we  cannot  soar  ; 
fe  have  feet  to  scale  and  climb 
r  decrees,  by  more  and  more, 
:louay  summits  of  our  time. 

^hty  pyramids  of  stone 
wedge-like  cleave  the  desert  airs, 
learer  seen,  and  better  known, 
mt  gig^tic  flights  of  stairs. 

tant  mountains,  that  uprear 
'  solid  bastions  to  the  sides, 
ssed  by  pathways,  that  appear 
e  to  higher  levels  rise. 

iights  by  great  men  reached  and 

^ept 

)  not  attained  by  sudden  flight, 

J,  while  their  companions  slept, 

)  toiling  upward  in  the  night. 

ig  on  what  too  long  we  bore 
i  shoulders  bent  and  downcast  eyes, 
iy  discern  —  unseen  before  — 
^th  to  higher  destinies, 

tern  the  irrevocable  Past 
rholly  wasted,  wholly  vain, 
ng  on  its  wrecks,  at  last 
lomething  nobler  we  attain. 


THE   PHANTOM    SHIP 

In  Mather's  Magnalia  Christi, 

Of  the  old  colonial  time, 
M^  be  found  in  prose  the  legend 

That  is  here  set  down  in  rhyme. 

A  ship  sailed  from  New  Haven, 
And  the  keen  and  frosty  airs. 

That  filled  her  sails  at  parting. 

Were  heavy  with  good  men's  prayers. 

"OLord!  if  it  be  thy  pleasure  " — 
Thus  prayed  the  old  divine  — 

"  To  bury  our  friends  in  the  ocean. 
Take  them,  for  they  are  thine  1 " 

But  Master  L*amberton  muttered. 
And  nnder  his  breath  said  he, 

"  This  ship  is  so  crank  and  walty, 
I  fear  our  grave  she  will  be  1 " 

And  the  ships  that  came  from  England, 
When  the  winter  months  were  gone, 

Brought  no  tidings  of  this  vessel 
Nor  of  Master  Lamberton. 

This  put  the  people  to  praying 

That  the  LK>rd  woula  let  them  hear 

What  in  his  greater  wisdom 

He  had  done  with  friends  so  dear. 

And  at  last  their  prayers  were  answered  : 

It  was  in  the  month  of  June, 
An  hour  before  the  sunset 

Of  a  windy  afternoon. 

When,  steadily  steering  landward, 

A  ship  was  seen  below. 
And  they  knew  it  was  Lamberton,  Mastei^ 

Who  sailed  so  long  ago. 

On  she  came,  with  a  cloud  of  canvas, 
K%ht  against  the  wind  that  blew, 

Until  the  eye  could  distinguish 
The  faces  of  the  crew. 

Then  fell  her  straining  topmasts. 
Hanging  tangled  in  the  shrouds. 

And  her  sails  were  loosened  and  lifted. 
And  blown  away  like  clouds. 

And  the  masts,  with  all  their  rigging. 
Fell  slowly,  one  by  one. 
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And  the  balk  dilated  and  Taaished, 
As  a  lea-inut  in  the  sun  t 


And  the  people  who  taw  this  marvel 

flach  uid  unto  hie  friend. 
That  Ibis  was  the  mould  of  their  vcMel, 

And  thus  her  tragic  end. 

And  the  pastor  of  the  Tillage 
(tare  thanks  to  (lod  in  prajer. 

That,  to  autet  their  troubled  spirita. 
He  had  sent  this  Ship  of  Air. 


THE   WARDEN  OF  THE  CINQUE 

PORTS 


WrittM  IB  Ortobvr,  IttU.    TIm  WaHw 
9i  W«ilii«um,  wl»a>»dH<pt— hr  IX 


A  mhit  was  driringdown  the  British  Channel, 

llie  day  was  just  begun. 
And   through  the  window-panes,  on  floor 
and  piim*l, 

Strtauitfd  the  red  autumn  sun. 

It  glanced   on   tlowing  flag  and   rippling 
|M»nnuii, 
And  the  white  sails  of  ships  ; 
And,  from  tbt*  frowning  rampart,  the  black 
caniitm 
llailcNl  it  with  feverish  lipa. 

Sandwich  and    R4>miirT.  Hastings,   Hitbe. 
and  iKivrr 
Werr  all  alrrt  that  dar. 
To  vre  the  French  war-straroert  speeding 
over. 
When  the  fog  cleared  awaj. 

Sullrn  and  silent,  awl  like  couchant  lions, 
Thrir  canntm,  thnMigh  the  ni|rbt. 

iitildini*  tlirir  brrath,  had  watched,  in  grim 
drAMnc*r, 
The  ira-riAHt  o|ipasite. 

And  n4»w  tlirv  rtmrrfl  at  dmm-beal  from 
tlirir  «tAtioii4 
On  rrrry  rit^ilrl  ; 
Each  aji««rnng  rarh,  with  morning  saluti^ 
t  If  III*. 
That  all  was  wrll. 


As  if  to  summon  frooi  hit  tUtp  Ik 
And  Lord  o^  tba  Cib^m  Fm 

Him  shall  no  winthina  horn  Iki 
asure. 
No  drum-baai  froa  Iha  will, 
No  morning  gna  frooi  Iha   hli 
embrasure. 
Awaken  with  ita  eall  I 


•J* 


No  more,  surveying  with  •• 
The  long  line  of  the 

Shall  the  gaunt  flgura  «f 
Marshal 
Be  seen  upon  his  poit  I 


For  in  the  night. 

In  sombre  harness 

Dreaded  of  man,  and 
strover. 
The  rampart  wall  had 


He  passed  into  the  chamber  «f  Ih 
Tlie  dark  and  silent  toom. 

And    as    he    entered,  darkar   g 
deeper. 
The  silence  and  the  glooM. 


He  did  not  pause  toMrley  or 
But  sm«>te  the  Warden 

Ah  !  what  a  blow  I  thai  mada  all 
tremble 
And  groan  from  ihota  lo 


Meanwhile,    without,    the    awlj 
waited. 

The  sun  rose  bright  o*« 
Nothing  in  Nature's  aspect  ii 

That  a  great  man  was 


HAINTED   HOUSED 


1 


All  houses  wherein 
died 
Arr  haunted  housea. 
dimrs 
The  harmle«s  phantoms  as 
glidr. 
With  fr«>t  that  make  no 
Huors. 


And   down    thf*   ctMMt,  all    taking   up   the     W«   mrrt   them  at  the 
Imnlro,  ttatr, 

lirplir«l  the  distant  forta.  Along  the  |WMSegM  Ikay 


^j 
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Impalpablo  impressions  on  the  air, 
A  sense  of  something  moving  to  and  fro. 

Hiere  are  more  guests  at  table  than  the 
hosts 
Inrited  ;  the  illuminated  hall 
Is  thronged  with  quiet,  inoffensive  ghosts, 
As  silent  as  Hie  pictures  on  the  wuL 

Tlie  stranger  at  my  fireside  cannot  see 
The  forms  I  see,  nor  hear  the  sounds  I 
hear; 

He  but  perceives  what  is  ;  while  unto  me 
All  that  has  been  is  visible  and  clear. 

We  have  no  title-deeds  to  house  or  lands  ; 

Owners  and  occupants  of  earlier  dates 
^EVom  eraves  forgotten  stretch  their  dusty 
hands. 
And  hold  in  mortmain  still  their  old 
estates. 

^  tpirit-world  around  this  world  of  sense 
Floats  like  an  atmosphere,  and  every- 
where 
*^*fts  through    these  earthly  mists  and 

vapors  dense 
A  Tital  breath  of  more  ethereal  air. 

^^  little  lives  are  kept  in  equipoise 
Th^y  opposite  attractions  and  desires  ; 
*^  struggle  of  the  instinct  that  enjoys, 
And  the  more  noble  instinct  that  aspires. 

^^^«e  perturbations,  this  perpetual  jar 
p  Of  earthly  wants  and  aspirations  high, 
^^<tie  from   the  influence  of    an   unseen 
star, 
-^ji  undiscovered  planet  iu  our  sky. 

^'^^  as  the  moon  from  some  dark  gate  of 
cloud 
"^Clirows  o'er  the  sea  a  floating  bridge  of 
.  light, 

^^>08S  whose  trembling  planks  our  fancies 
crowd 
Into  the  realm  of  mystery  and  night,  — 

^^^  from  the  world  of  spirits  there  descends 
P^^-A  bridgne  of  light,  connecting  it  with  this, 
^  ^r  whose  unsteady  floor,  that  sways  and 

bends, 
Zander  our  thoughts  above   the    dark 

abyss. 


IN  THE  CHURCHYARD  AT  CAM- 
BRIDGE 

In  the  village  churchyard  she  lies. 
Dust  is  in  her  beautiful  eyes, 

No  more  she  breathes,  nor  feels,  nor 
stirs ; 
At  her  feet  and  at  her  head 
Lies  a  slave  to  attend  the  dead, 

But  their  dust  is  white  as  hers. 

Was  she,  a  lady  of  high  degree, 
So  much  in  love  with  the  vanity 

And  foolish  pomp  of  this  world  of  ours  ? 
Or  was  it  Christian  charity. 
And  lowliness  and  humility. 

The  richest  and  rarest  of  all  dowers  ? 

Who  shall  tell  us  ?    No  one  speaks  ; 
No  color  shoots  into  those  cheeks, 

Either  of  ang^r  or  of  pride, 
At  the  rude  question  we  have  asked  ; 
Nor  will  the  mystery  be  unmasked 

By  those  who  are  sleeping  at  her  side. 

Hereafter  ?  —  And  do  you  think  to  look 
On  the  terrible  pag^s  of  that  Book 

To  find  her  failings,  faults,  and  errors  ? 
Ah,  you  will  then  have  other  cares. 
In  your  own  shortcomings  and  despairs, 

in  your  own  secret  sins  and  terrors  I 


THE   EMPERORS  BIRD'S-NEST 

Once  the  Emperor  Charles  of  Spain, 

With  his  swarthy,  grave  commanderSy 
I  forget  in  what  campaign. 
Long  besieged,  in  mud  and  rain. 
Some  old  frontier  town  of  Flanders. 

Up  and  down  the  dreary  camp, 
In  great  boots  of  Spanish  leather, 

Striding  with  a  measured  tramp. 

These  Hidalgos,  dull  and  damp, 

Cursed    the     Frenchmen,     emtad    the 
weather. 

Thus  as  to  and  fro  they  went 

Over  upland  and  through  hollow. 
Giving  their  impatience  vent, 
Perched  upon  the  Emperor's  tent. 
In  her  nest,  they  spied  a  swallow. 
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YtBt  it  wu  m  fwallow*!  iie»t. 

Built  of  cUj  and  hair  of  bonet. 
Mane,  or  tail,  or  dragoon'i  en*»t. 
Found  on  hedge-rowi  east  and  west* 
After  skirnii«h  of  tlw  forces. 

Then  an  old  Hidalgo  laid. 

At  be  twirled  bis  graj  mnstaebio^ 
**  Sure  tbis  swallow  overliead 
Tbinkf  tbe  Knperor*s  tent  a  sbed, 
And  tbe  Kmprror  but  a  Macbo !  ** 

Hearing  bis  imperial  name 

Coupled  witb  tboee  words  of  malice, 
Half  in  angvr,  balf  iu  sbame, 
Fortb  tbe  great  campaigner  came 

Slowlr  from  bis  cantas  palace. 

**  I>et  no  band  tbe  bird  molest,** 
Said  be  solrmnU,  **  nor  burt  ber  !  ** 

Adding  tbrn,  br  way  of  jest, 

''(•oloiidriiia  is  my  guvst, 

T  is  tbe  m  ife  of  miiuc  deserter  ! " 

Swift  as  liuwutring  !i|>ced»  a  sbaft, 

Tlituugh  thr  camp  was  spread  tbe  rumor, 

And  tbe  suldiers,  a&  thfv  qtialffd 

Mrmisb  ljr«*r  at  dinner,  laugheil 
At  tbe  Kiii|»«*n>r*s  plrasaiit  bumor. 

So  nnbaminl  ami  unafraid 

Sat  tbe  Kwallow  still  and  brooded. 

Till  tbe  ctmitttiit  .*annona«le 

llirtMigb  tbe  walls  a  brea«-b  bail  made. 
And  tbe  siegr  wan  tbu»  i*uncltidi*d. 

Tben  tbr  army,  elsrwberr  lirnt, 
Stnii'k  iu  triit«  as  if  disbanding. 

Only  nitt  tin*  Kiiiprror's  ti*nt. 

Fur  lir  cinlrrrd,  rn*  br  wrnt, 

Vrry  c*urtly,  ••  I<««*ifcTr  it  standing  !  *" 

St>  it  *tiHMt  tlirtp  all  alonr, 

I^MMi'l^  H-ti*ping,  torn  simI  tattrrr<l, 
Till  tbr  liriMMl  m»«  t)f<|gr«i  and  Huwn, 
Sinifiiit;  ■•'«  r  tbo%<<  «alU  of  iktunr 

\Vbi4  b  thr  raiiiiiiii.«bi»t  liail  sluittrred. 


Tin:   I  WO   \N<.i:!  s 


In  •  iHUf  In  •  "  rT**(«-ff»Ui.t  wriltMi  A(  *il  '^.  IWCi, 
Mr  L««ff»Uif«  amy  '  I  k««*  i«Jy  Utmm  ihM  aonuftf 
U*  •am  !•«•  y  -^  •  p*«fla  wntlMi  i«  Utm  Urtk  mt  mj 


!  It  wu 

.  -•— iuf,iadiu 


Two  angels,  one  of  Lifo  mad  oaa  «f  D 

Pasted  o*er  our  ▼illaf*  m  Um  ■« 

broke  ; 

Tbe  dawB  wat  on  their  facet,  ani  bn 

Tbe  tombre  boutet  beartad  witb  pi 

of  tmoke. 

Tbeir  attitude  and  aspect  were  tbe  mt 
Alike  tbeir  featortt  and  tbair  nh 
wbite  ; 
But  one  wat  crowned  with  tiaaiil 
witb  flame. 
And  one  witb  atpbodcla,  lilw  fltki 
light 

I  taw  tbem  oante  on  their  eelcalial  «i 
Tben  taid  I,  witb  deep  ftar  aad  i 
oppressed, 
••  Beat  not  to  loud,  mj  hmxt^  ktl  tha 
tray 
The   place    where  thj  belovad  at 
rett!" 


And  be  who  wore  the  crows 
Descending,  at  my  door 

And  my  soul  sank  within 
Tbe  waters  sink  before 
tbock. 


I  recognized  tbe  namelett 

Tbe  trmir  and  tbe  tremor  ahI  Iha 
.  That  oft  lirfuiv  bad  filled  or 
And     now     returned     with 
strength  again. 

Tbe  diKir  I  t>|irnrd  to  my  heafly  «■ 
And  hiitriird.  for  1  thought  I  htaiA^ 

vtiicr  ; 

And,  knowing  whatsoe'er  he  teal  waa 
harvsl  iiritber  to  lament  nor  In  rtjt 


began  Ink 


Ki>e*t  -Uttchtor.  M«l  lh«  •StaIIi  ■  r  i)i*  ^i^Bf  MbJ  hmu' 
I  ■!!•  U  mj  bv^bbM*  mJ  ttwtt^X,  IU*  puH  L«««U. 


Then   witb  a    smile,  that  ftlM  tha  I 
witb  li^bt, 
•«  Mv  rrrand  »  not  IVath,  hal  lift, 
saiil  ; 
And  rrv  I  aitswrrrd,  iiasaiag  ont  of  ti| 
On  bis  rrlrttial  rmbasay  he  sped. 


T  was  at  tli\  dour,  <)  friend  I 
minr. 
The  angi'l  with  tbe 
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sd,  and  with  voice  divine 
^ord  that  had  a  sound  like 


le  house  a  sudden  gloom, 
those  features  fair  and 

that  hushed  and  darkened 

ued,  where  but  one  went 


f  he  but  wave  his  hand, 
ect,  the   rain  falls   thick 

ile   of  light  on  sea  and 

ysLck  from  the  departing 

d  Death  alike  are  his  ; 
ve  they  pass  no  threshold 

wish  or  dare,  believing 

sengers  to  shut  the  door  ? 

AND  MOONLIGHT 

light,  and  at  noon, 
iaw  the  moon 
but  faint  and  white, 
oy*s  paper  kite. 

light,  yesterday, 
*8  mystic  lay  ; 
d  to  me  at  most 
1,  or  a  ghost. 

the  feverish  day 
n  died  away, 
t,  serene  and  still, 
e,  vale,  and  hill. 

m,  in  all  her  pride, 
glorified, 

erflowed  the  night 
ons  of  her  light. 

/s  song  again 

lusic  through  my  brain  ; 

"eted  to  me 

and  mystery. 


THE     JEWISH     CEMETERY      AT 
NEWPORT 

How  strange  it  seems  I    These  Hebrews 
in  their  graves. 
Close  by  the  street  of  this  fair  seaport 
town, 
Silent  beside  the  never-silent  waves, 

At    rest    in   all    this    moving    up    and 
down  1 

The  trees  are  white  with  dust,  that  o'er 
their  sleep 
Wave  their  broad  curtains  in  the  south- 
wind's  breath, 
While   underneath  these  leafy  tents  thej 
keep 
The  long,  mysterious  Exodus  of  Death. 

And  these  sepulchral  stones,  so  old  and 
brown. 
That  pave  with  level  flags  their  btirial* 
place. 
Seem  like  the  tablets  of  the  Law,  thrown 
down 
And  broken  by  Moses  at  the  mountain's 
base. 

The  very  names  recorded  here  are  strange. 
Of    foreign    accent,    and    of  different 
climes; 

Alvares  and  Rivera  interchange 
With  Abraham  and  Jacob  of  old  times. 

"  Blessed  be  God,  for  he  created  Death  ! " 
The  mourners  said,  **and  Death  is  rest 
and  peace  ;" 
Then  added,  in  the  certainty  of  faith, 
"  And  g^veth  Life  that  nevermore  shall 
cease.'* 

Closed  are  the  portals  of  their  Synagogue, 
No  Psalms  of  David  now  the  silence 
break. 

No  Rabbi  reads  the  ancient  Decalogue 
Li  the  g^rand  dialect  the  Prophets  spake. 

Gone  are  the  living,  but  the  dead  remain, 
And   not   neglected  ;    for   a   hand    un- 
seen, 
Scattering  its  bounty,  like  a  summer  rain. 
Still  keeps  their  graves  and  their  remem* 
brance  green. 
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How  cAm«   they  here  7      What   bant  of 
Christimn  hate, 
What  iirnecutiun,  merrilest  mod  blind. 
Drove   u  it   the    ma  —  that   desert    deao* 
Ut«~ 
These  I«hinaelft  and  ila|;an  uf  uiankind  ? 

TbrT  live<l  tu  narrciw  Btreete  and  Uaei  ob- 

IICUIV, 

Ghetto   and   Judenstraai,    in   uiirk    and 

niire  ; 
Taught  in  tlie  Khool  uf  ftalienee  to  endure 
l*be  life  of  anguiah  and   the  death  of 

tiiv. 

All  their  lives  long,  with  the  unleaveocti 
bread 
And  bitter  herba  of  exile  and  its  fears, 
The  wasting  famine  of  the  heart  they  fetl, 
And  slaked  its  thirst  mith  marah  of  their 
tears. 

Anathema  niaranatha  !  was  the  rnr 

That  mil};   fmiii   tnwn    to  town,    from 
stn'it  tu  ^tri'i-t  : 
At  every  ^iti'  the  luTursed  Monlecai 
Wan  iiitN-ki'd  and  jeered,  and  s|iumed  by 
Chrutiau  feeL 


Pride  and  humiliation  hand  in  hand 
Walked  with    them    thniugh   the    < 
•  hrrrVr  thiv  wtrnt  ; 
Train|iled    and    lieu  ten    were    they    m 
sand, 
And  vet  unshaken  a«  the  continent. 


rorld 
the 


For  in  the  l«ck ground  figurei  vague  ami 
va*l 
Of  patri.trrhs  ami  of  prophets  n>«e  sulw 
Itiiir, 
And  all  the  grent  trulitinn^  of  the  I*a>t 
'lliry  ftsiw  n'tiei'ted  in  the  eoiuing  time. 

And  thtM  {•>v\fr  with  rrTertr«l  IiMik 

'I'hr    iii\*!.i*    \i-iiiiiii*    iif    tlir    world    thrv 
rrail. 

Sprlliii;;  il  I'.it-kw.inl.  I.ke  a  llrhrrw  iMHik, 
Till  iifi*  liri-aiiii*  A  \a  ^•'hd  I'f  ttir   I>t*aii. 

liut  ah  !   «!i.ii   t>ii -e  |i:iA  U-fti  vIiaII  lie   nn 

'1^1*  i;niL»ii.ii^  •■  ir'.^  in  tn\ail  ainl  in  |iaiii 
Bnug«   fiirth   i!«    rurf*,   but   doc-^    not    n-- 

%t«irr. 

Ami  tlM-  deaul  nations  nrri-r  rite  again. 


I 


OLIVER  BAhSELIN 


la  the  Valley  of  the  Viiw 
Still  is  seen  an  aneient 


With  ita  gables  quaint  mud  qnntr. 
And  beneath  tlie  wiiido«<4iU, 
i  >n  the  stone. 
These  words  alone  : 

•«  OUver  iiasselin  Uvcd  heiw." 


Far  aliove  it,  on  the  steep, 
Kutneil  stands  the  old  C 
Nothing  but  the  di>njon-keep 
l^ft  for  shelter  or  for  show 
Its  vaeant  eves 
Stare  at  the  skies. 
Stare  at  the  valley  green  and 

Onee  a  convent,  old  and  brown, 

I..ooked.  but  ah  !  it  looka  no 
From  the  neighl»oring  hillaidc 
On  the  niKhing  and  the 
Of  the  iktream 
WhoM*  sunny  gl 
Cheers  the  little  Norman  tow& 

In  that  darksome  mill  of  stooi^ 
To  the  wntrr\  ilash  and  din^ 
CandeM,  hiiinble,  and  unkaowap 
Sang  the  |Hiet  liasselia 
Soii|^  tliat  till 
That  ancient  mill 
With  a  splendor  of  its  owB. 

Never  ferling  of  unrest 

Broke  the  plra«ant  dream  he 
Onl\  nisde  to  lie  bis  nest. 
All  till*  lovi'ly  valley 
Nil  d«'*ire 
<  H  -OLkriii)*  higher 
Stirrril  «<r  tl uttered  in  his  bi 


I 


True,  his  •«»n(r«  were  nt»t  diviae ; 

Wrr*'  ii«>t  ''••ii;:^  of  cliat  high  artt 
Whii'h.  Si  «iiiii'»  do  in  the  pine. 
Find  an  aniwrr  in  each  heart  J 
lint  the  mirth 
Of  thi«  intern  earth 
Ijiu^lwtl  Aiid  rv'VrUiMl  in  his  liaiu 

From  ttie  :ilrht>u«e  ami  the  ina« 

0|iriiin;:  '*"  the  narma 
Came  the  liiiid,  run vi vial  dta, 

Singing  and  applause  of 
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ghing  lays 
those  days 
Basselin. 

Mised  in  steel, 

o  fought  at  Agmoonrty 

waited,  spur  on  heel ; 

b  sang  for  sport 

bat  rang 

r  clang, 

lier  hearts  could  feeL 

,  clad  in  gray, 
ks  in  lonely  cells, 
iters,  knelt  to  pray, 
t  heard  their  bells  ; 
rhymes 
>ther  chimes, 
earth  than  they. 

le  barons  bold, 
the  knights  and  squires, 
t  stem  and  cold, 
therhood  of  friars  ; 
ame 

s  to  fame, 
>uldering  days  of  old  ! 

memory  here 
;cape  makes  a  part  ; 
swift  and  clear, 
ng  through  many  a  heart ; 
ig  still 
icient  mill 
of  the  Vire. 


OR  GALBRAITH 

ils  of  Monterey 

le  bugles  began  to  play, 

r  Galbraith  ! 

of    the    morning   damp   and 

3  words  they  seemed  to  say  : 
ne  forth  to  thy  death, 
r  Galbraith ! " 

,  with  a  martial  tread  ; 
itep,  erect  his  head  ; 
»r  Galbraith, 
U  the  bugle  played, 
take  the  words  it  said  : 
ne  forth  to  thy  death, 
>r  Galbraith  !  '^^ 


He  looked  at  the  earth,  he  looked  at  the 

sky, 
He  looked  at  the  files  of  musketry, 

Victor  Galbraith  1 
And  he  said,  with  a  steady  voioe  and  eve, 
**  Take  good  aim  ;  I  am  ready  to  die  t 

Thus  challenges  death 

Victor  Galbraith. 

Twelve  fiery  tongues  flashed  straight  and 

red. 
Six  leaden  balls  on  their  errand  sped  ; 

Victor  Galbraith 
Falls  to  the  ground,  but  he  is  not  dead  : 
His  name  was  not  stamped  on  those  balls  of 
lead. 
And  they  only  scath 
Victor  Galbraith. 

Three  balls  are  in  his  breast  and  brainy 
But  he  rises  out  of  the  dust  again, 

Victor  Galbraith  I 
The  water  he  drinks  has  a  bloody  stain  ; 
**0h  kill  me,  and   put    me  out  of    mj 
pain  I" 

In  his  agony  prayeth 

Victor  Galbraith. 

Forth  dart  once  more   those  tongues  of 

flame. 
And  the  bugler  has  died  a  death  of  shame^ 

Victor  Galbraith  I 
His  soul  has  g^ne  back  to  whence  it  came^ 
And  no  one  answers  to  the  name, 

When  the  Sergeant  saiUi, 

"  Victor  Galbraith  ! " 

Under  the  walls  of  Monterey 

By  night  a  bugle  is  heard  to  play, 

Victor  Galbraith  ! 
Through  the  mist  of  the  valley  damp  and 

gray 
The  sentinels  hear  the  sound,  and  aay, 

"  That  is  the  wraith 

Of  Victor  Galbraith  I " 


MY  LOST   YOUTH 

During  on«  of  hia  rlalta  to  PortUnd  in  1846,  Mr. 
Longfellow  reUtaa  how  h«  took  a  long  walk  round 
MunJoy*t  hill  and  down  to  the  old  Fort  Lawrence. 
**  I  lay  down,"  he  aaya,  '*  in  one  of  the  embraauree  and 
listened  to  the  laahing,  lulling  aound  of  the  aea  hiat  at 
my  feet.  It  waa  a  bM^tif ul  afternoon,  and  the  harbor 
waa  full  of  white  aaila,  coming  and  departing.  Med- 
itated a  po«m  OB  the  Old  Fort.'*    It  doea  not  appeaf 


I'M 


Itat  Miy  porm  «M  IhMi  wHtlMi,  hvt   tto 

■uidm],  mhI  In  IViTt,  «Lmi  In  ITAiitbrHlf*,  hm 

lUa  diMj,  lUrrb   Jtf     "  A  lUj  uf  |MMa  ;  cowm 

Uto  flra.     At  uichl.  M  I  lir  In  bMl,  •  pona  tomm  Into 

Bijr  nUnd,  ~  •  rnvmnry  of  PbrtUnd,  —  nj  nnUf  •  Iowa, 

Ikn  city  bjr  Ui*  ar*. 

hMNlfi  U  t#m  d«>vn  anto  ffiU 
KulU 
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**  Marrli  X.   Wri4»  Uw  pnam  ;  mhI  un  rather  piMwd 
with  It,  sihI  villi  tlw  farii^u^  In  of  tbn  Iwo  liana  ot  tba 

A  b»y  '•  « ill  U  \Wm  »:nd*«  «tll. 

AmI  th»  tlMni^hU  at  >tfulli  Mr  lucic,  lon(  tboosbl^** 

Omx  I  think  c»f  cIm*  bt-autiful  town 

That  in  M*ati*il  bv  tbr  M'ii  ; 
Oftrn  in  tlifiu);lit  |»u  up  an«i  ilnwn 
Tbr  |ilraM«iit  oirffls  of  that  drar  uld  toini, 
Aud  niv  %uiitb  runim  l»u4-k  C<i  in«*. 
And  a  vi-rw*  (if  a  ijiplaml  Min^ 
Ii  haunting  inv  iiirniory  Htill  : 
**  A  Imiv*!!  will  i%  tb«*  wind 'ft  will, 
And  Cbr  tbciu^bth  uf  }'uutb  are  long,  long 
tbougliu.** 

I  can  M*«*  tbr  ^bwlnwr  lines  of  ita  treei, 

Au«l  catt-h,  in  tkiiddrn  f^lruniii, 
Tbr  »bi*«'ii  cif  tlir  fiir-«iirr«»unding  irat. 
Aim!  iMlaiuU  that  wrn  tbr  llrnfirridrB 

Of  all  niv  liii\i'>b  dn*:iinii. 

m  m 

Ami  tbr  liiirdrn  of  tliat  nbl  ft*>ng, 
It  niuriiiiir«  and  «bi«|Mr«  fttill  : 
**  A  Ihiv'ii  will  is  tlif  wiiid*ii  will. 
And  tbi*   tbi»ii^bln  uf  \iiutb  are  long,  long 
tbtiii^lit«.'* 

I    remnnlirr  tbr    black  wbarrrt  and   tbr 

Anil  tbt'  M-a>tidr«  tfw«iing  frrr  ; 
And  S|iaiii«b  pkaiii*r^  «iib  iiranir«l  lt|Mi, 
Ami  (br  |H'nut\  and  mtiktrrr  of  tbr  abipa, 

And  tbr  niacic  *>f  tbf  iira. 

Ami  tb«'  \iiii'r  (if  tbat  wavwani  Ming 

**  A  U»\'«  mill  i«  tbr  wimi*!!  will, 
Aud  tb#*   (bMtit;tit«  tif  vuutb  arr  lung,  long 

tbiMi^lit«." 

I  rrnip|ikU-r  tb*-  t-il«.irk«  br  tbr  iiborr. 

And  till*  f«irt  ii|i*in  tbr  hill  : 
Tbr  «iiiiri«r  C*>>i.  Mitb  it%  biilliiw  ritnr, 
'ibr  druri)*tM-.4t  rp|M-:itPil  n'l  r  and  (•'rr. 

Ami  tbr  )i|i);Ir  «ild  and  *brdt. 

Ami   thr   ||ii|«|i-  ff   th.lt  nM    Mtng 

Tbni)*«  in  tu\  ntrii.iir^  Ktill  : 
**  A  Ihi\**  «iil  1%  thr  «imi'ft  will. 
Ami  khr  tbiMi^hta  of  > until  arr  locig,  long 
tbougbta.'* 


I 

I 


tkm  m 


I  rrmember  the  ie»-flgkl  lar  awaj. 
How  it  tbundrred  oTsr  tb»  tad*  I 
And  tba  dead  captaina,  M  Umj  Ibj 
Id  their  gravra,  oVrlookiag  IIm 
When*  tbr%-  in  battle  died. 
And  the  Bcnind  of  tbat 
Goes  tbrougb  me  with  a  thiiU : 
**  A  bov*a  will  U  the  wind's  will. 
And  thv  tbougbta  of  joath 
tbougbu." 

I  can  irr  tbr  brrrST  dome  of 

Tbr  Hbaiidwt  of  I)rering*8  VS 
And   tbr    frirndabipa   old   nnd 

lores 
Comr  liack  with  a  Snbbnth 
dovri 
lu  quirt  ni-igbborhooda. 

And  tbr  vrrsr  of  that  fweet  old 
It  tiiittrni  and  murmurs  still : 
"  A  Uty'ft  will  i«  tbr  wind'a  w3l. 
And  the  tbuiigbts  uf  jooth 
tbougbu." 

I  rrmemU'r  the  gleams  and 
dart 
ArrtMft  the  S(*liooUboT*s  bi 
Tbr  M>ng  ami  tbr  »ilenre  in  the 
Tbat  in  |iart  arr  pnipbecira,  and 
Are  bulging*  wibl  and  rain. 
And  tbe  roicr  of  tbat  fhfnl 
Sing«  on,  ami  is  nrrrr  ■till : 
"  A  Uiy*!!  will  i«  thr  wind's  w3l. 
And  tbe  tbnugbtn  of  jouth  mf 
tb(Mi);ht-^.** 

There    arr    things   of    whi^   I 
ft|M'ak  ; 
There  an'  dreams  tbat 
Tliere  an-  tbnugbtA  that 

heart  weak. 
And  bring  a  palhir  into  the  e 
Aud  a  nii«t  In* fore  the  eve. 
Ami  thr  wiinlii  of  that  fatal 
Conir  iivrr  nir  like  a  chill : 
"  A  \n*\\  w\\\  is  the  wind's  wilL 
And  tbr  tliiHikfhts  of  joath  m 
tbiiu);bta.'* 


Strange  tn  ine  m)w  arr  the  fi 

Wbrn  I  %iMl  tbe  dear  old 

Hut  tbr  i;aii\r  air  is  purr 

Aud  tbr  tre«*«  tbat  o*r 

known  •(rrrt. 

As  thej  balauee  up 


I 
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je  singing  the  beautiful  song, 
je  signing  and  whispering  still : 
A  boy's  will  is  the  wind's  will, 
the  thoughts  of  youth  are  long,  long 
thoughts.'' 

Deering's  Woods  are  fresh  and  fair, 
d  with  ]oy  that  is  almost  pain 
eart  goes  back  to  wander  there, 
among  the  dreams  of  the  days  that 

were, 
Jid  my  lost  youth  asain. 
^nd  the  strauge  and  beautiful  song, 
rhe  groves  are  repeating  it  still : 
"  A  boy's  will  is  the  wind's  will, 
the  thoughts  of  youth  are  long,  long 

thoaghts." 


THE   ROPEWALK 

that  building,  long  and  low, 
th  its  windows  all  a-row, 
ike  the  port-holes  of  a  hulk, 
cuan  spiders  spin  and  spin, 
tkwara  down  their  threads  so  thin 
^pping,  each  a  hempen  bulk. 

the  end,  an  open  door ; 
ares  of  sunshine  on  the  floor 
aght  the  long  and  dusky  lane  ; 
i  the  whirring  of  a  wheel, 
11  and  drowsy,  makes  me  feel 
kil  its  spokes  are  in  my  brain. 

the  spinners  to  the  end 
vrnward  g^  and  reascend, 
rleam  the  long  threads  in  the  sun  ; 
lile  within  this  brain  of  mine 
iwebs  brighter  and  more  fine 
)y  the  busy  wheel  are  spun. 

0  fair  maidens  in  a  swing, 
e  white  doves  upon  the  wing, 
Irst  before  my  vision  pass  ; 
ighing,  as  their  gentle  hands 
sely  clasp  the  twisted  strands, 
it  their  shadow  ou  the  grass. 

»n  a  booth  of  mouutebanks, 
h  its  smell  of  tan  and  planks, 
kud  a  ^rl  poised  high  in  air 
a  cord,  in  spangled  dress, 
th  a  faded  loveliness, 
ind  a  weary  look  of  care. 


Then  a  homestead  among  farmsy 
And  a  woman  with  bare  arms 

Drawing  water  from  a  well ; 
As  the  bucket  mounts  apace. 
With  it  mounts  her  own  fair  face, 

As  at  some  magician's  spelL 

Then  an  old  man  in  a  tower. 
Ringing  loud  the  noontide  hour, 

Whi&  the  rope  coils  round  and  round 
Like  a  serpent  at  his  feet. 
And  again,  in  swift  retreat. 

Nearly  lifts  him  from  the  ground. 

Then  within  a  prison-yard, 
Faces  fixed,  and  stern,  and  hard. 

Laughter  and  indecent  mirth  ; 
Ah  1  it  is  the  |;allows-tree  I 
Breath  of  Christian  charity, 

Blow,  and  sweep  it  from  the  earth  I 

Then  a  school-boy,  with  his  kite 
Gleaming  in  a  sky  of  light. 

And  an  eager,  upward  look  ; 
Steeds  pursued  through  lane  and  field  ; 
Fowlers  with  their  snares  concealed  ; 

And  an  angler  by  a  brook. 

Ships  rejoicing  in  the  breeze. 
Wrecks  that  float  o'er  unknown  seas, 

Anchors    dragged    through    faithless 
sand  ; 
Sea-fog  drifting  overhead. 
And,  with  lessening  line  and  lead. 

Sailors  feeling  for  the  land. 

All  these  scenes  do  I  behold. 
These,  and  many  left  untold, 

In  that  building  long  and  low  ; 
While  the  wheel  goes  round  and  rounds 
With  a  drowsy,  dreamy  sound. 

And  the  spinners  backward  go. 


THE   GOLDEN    MILE-STONE 

**  December  20,  1854.    The  weather  is  erer  m>  ooUL 
The  UuuUcape  lookt  dreary ;  but  the  sunset  and  twillffht 


ape 
idei 


nigl 


are  resplendent.    Sketch  out  a  poem,  The  Ookten  Mile 
Stone. '^ 

Leafless    are    the    trees ;    their  purple 

branches 
Spread  themselves  abroad,  like   reefs  of 

coral, 

Rising  silent 
In  the  B«d  Sea  of  the  winter  sunset. 
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From  the  hundred  ohimiieyi  of  the  vUhifey 
Like  the  Afreet  in  the  Armhuui  itoty, 

Smoky  colnmni 
Tower  aloft  into  the  air  of  amher. 

\t  the  window  winks  the  fliekering  flr»> 
iif  ht ; 

Here  mnd  there  the  Umpe  of  ereaing  glim- 
mer, 

Social  wateh-flree 

Anewering  one  another  through  the  dark- 


On  the  hearth  the  lighted  loge  are  glowing, 
And  like  Ariel  in  the  cloren  pine-tree 

For  ite  freedom 
Groans  and  sighs  the  air  imprisoned  in 
them. 

Bj  the  fireside  there  are  old  men  seated, 
beeing  ruined  cities  in  the  ashes. 

Asking  sadly 
Of  the  Past  what  it  can  ne*er  reetote  them. 

By  the  flrpsiclr  there  are  Toiitbful  dreamers. 
Building  castles  fair,  with  stately  stairways, 

Asking  blindly 
Of  the  Future  what  it  cannot  give  them. 

By  the  fireside  tragrilics  are  acted 

In  whose  iir<*nes  attprar  two  actors  only, 

Wifr  ami  hu«lkand. 
And  aboTe  them  (iod  the  sole  spectator. 


Br  tiM*  fireside  three  are 


and  comfort. 


nr  tiM*  nreside  thrrr  are  peaer  and  comfort, 
Wires  and  children,  with  fair,  thoughtful 
farrs. 

Wailing,  watrbing 
For  a  well-known  fuotstrp  in  the  passage. 

Vmch  man's  chimney  is  hi*  (i olden  Mile- 

Stunr  ; 
Im  the  cvntrml  point,  from  which  he  mei^ 

sum 

Krerr  fli«tanr«» 
Through  the  gatews}!  of  the  world  around 

bini. 


In  hit  fart hr lit  waniir rings  still  he  sers  it  ; 
Hears   thf*   talking   flame,   the    answering 

Oii'bt-wiiHl, 

.\t  br  hrarti  th<*m 
Wl.en  he  sat  with  tluMc  who  were,  Iwt  are 

ot»L 


U^ipy  he  whom  Mithar 

ion. 
Nor  the  mareh  of  the 

Drives  aa  enlo 
From  the  hearth  of  his 


We  may  bniU  mora  tplndid 
Fill  our  rooms  with  paiatiiigi 
senlptnres. 
But  we  cauMi 
Bny  with  gold  the  old 


CATAWBA  WINE 


WriCtaa  oa  Um  rwMiBt  •«  a  gift  sf  ( 


Thu  song  of  mina 
Is  a  Song  of  the  Viaa, 

To  be  sung  by  the  glowing 
Of  wayside  mas. 
When  the  rain  begina 

To  darken  the  dicAr  NoeoaF 


It  u  not  a  Boag 

Of  the  ScupperaoMg, 

From  warm  CaroTiniaB  eaUim 
Nor  the  Iiahel 
And  the  Muscadel 

lliat  bask  in  our  garden  alkflL 

Nor  the  red  Mnitang, 
WbtMe  clusters  hang 

O'er  the  wares  of  the  ColoflM% 
And  the  fiery  flood 
Of  whiMe  purple  blood 

Has  a  dash  of  Spanish  hravnda 


For  rirhest  and  heal 
Is  the  wine  nf  the  Wi 

That  gntws  by  the  Beaolifal 
Whose  sweet  perfamt 
FtlU  all  the  room 

With  a  benison  cm  the  gircc 


I 


And  as  hollow  t 

Are  the  haunts  of 
Forever  gt»ing  and  coming  ; 

So  this  rrrital  have 

Is  all  ali«e 
With  a  swarming 
niiog. 


SANTA  FILOMENA 
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Very  good  in  its  way 

Is  the  yerzenaY, 
the  Sillery  soft  and  creamy; 

But  Catawba  wine 

Has  a  taste  more  divine, 
>re  dulcet,  delioioas,  and  dreamy. 

There  grows  no  vine 

By  the  haunted  Rhine, 
'  Danube  or  Guadalquivir, 

Nor  on  island  or  cape, 

That  bears  such  a  grape 
grows  by  the  Beautiful  River. 

Drugged  is  their  juice 

For  f oreien  use, 
ben  shipped  o  er  the  reeling  Atlantic, 

To  rack  our  brains 

With  the  fever  pains, 
at  have  driven  the  Old  World  frantic. 

To  the  sewers  and  sinks 

With  all  such  drinks, 
i  after  them  tumble  the  mixer  ; 

For  a  poison  malign 

Is  such  Borgia  wine, 
at  best  but  a  Devil's  Elixir. 

While  pure  as  a  spring 

Is  the  wine  I  sing, 
I  to  praise  it,  one  needs  but  name  it ; 

For  Catawba  wine 

Has  need  of  no  sign, 
tavern-bush  to  proclaim  it. 

And  this  Song  of  the  Vine, 

This  greeting  of  mine, 
i  wbds  and  the  birds  shall  deliver 

To  the  Queen  of  the  West, 

In  her  garlands  dressed, 
the  banks  of  the  Beautiful  River. 


SANTA  FILOMENA 

KbUabed  In  the  first  number  of  the  Atlanite  Monthly, 
amber,  1857.  "  For  the  legend,"  Mr.  Longfellow 
«•  to  Mr.  Bumner,  **  eee  Mrs.  JameeonU  Legendary 
The  modem  sppUcation  you  will  not  miss.  In 
«&,  one  m*y  say  Jnlomeln  or  Filomena."  The  ref- 
kce  is  to  Miss  Florence  Nightingale,  who  rendered 
A  senrice  in  the  hosi>itals  during  the  Crimean  War. 

eikne'er  a  noble  deed  is  wrought, 
aene'er  is  spoken  a  noble  thought^ 


Our  hearts,  in  glad  surprise. 
To  higher  leveb  rise. 

The  tidal  wave  of  deeper  souls 
Into  our  inmost  being  rolls, 

And  lifts  us  unawares 

Out  of  all  meaner  cares. 

Honor  to  those  whose  words  or  deeds 
Thus  help  us  in  our  daily  needs, 
And  by  their  overflow 
Raise  us  from  what  is  low  I 

Thus  thought  I,  as  bv  night  I  read 

Of  the  great  army  ot  the  dead. 
The  trenches  cold  and  damp. 
The  starved  and  frozen  camp,  — 

The  wounded  from  the  battle-plain. 
In  dreary  hospitals  of  pain. 

The  cheerless  corridors. 

The  cold  and  stony  floors. 

Lo  I  in  that  house  of  misery 

A  ladv  with  a  lamp  I  see 

Pass  through  the  glimmering  gloom. 
And  flit  from  room  to  room. 

And  slow,  as  in  a  dream  of  bliss, 
The  soeechless  sufferer  turns  to  kiss 

Her  shadow,  as  it  falls 

Upon  the  darkening  walls. 

As  if  a  door  in  heaven  should  be 
Opened  and  then  closed  suddenly, 
The  vision  came  and  went. 
The  light  shone  and  was  spent. 

On  England's  annals,  throus^h  the  long 
Hereafter  of  her  speech  ana  song. 

That  light  its  rays  shall  cast 

From  portals  of  the  past. 

A  Lady  with  a  Lamp  shall  stand 
In  the  great  history  of  the  land, 

A  noble  type  of  good. 

Heroic  womanhood. 

Nor  even  shall  be  wanting  here 
The  palm>  the  lily,  and  the  spear. 

The  symbols  that  of  yore 

Saint  Filomena  bore. 
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THE    DISCOVERER    OF  THE 
NORTH  CAI'E 

A    LEAP    FROM    RING    ALFRED'S 

OROSlfS 

OmKiiE,  the  old  •rA-capUin, 

Who  dwrlt  in  Heleulaud, 
To  Kiiii;  Alfml.  tlie  Lorer  of  Trath, 
bruu|;lit  a  Miuw-whitr  walrun-toutb, 

Wlucli  be  bcld  iu  his  brown  right  band. 

His  fl|n>'^  ^'M  tall  and  itat^lj, 
l«ikr  a  buv**  bis  tyt  appeared  ; 

His  hair  wii»  jellow  as  baj, 

but  tbrrads  of  a  siUery  IP*7 
Ci learned  in  bis  tawuv  beaixL 

Heart T  and  bale  was  Otbere, 
Hi»  i'brrk  liad  the  eulor  of  oak  t 

With  a  kind  of  a  laugh  in  his  speech. 

Like  thf*  M*a-tide  on  a  iN'arh, 
As  unto  the  King  be  spoke. 


Ami  A  If  n't],  King  of  tb<*  Si 
Hail  a  biHik  u|m»ii  bi«  knrrs. 

And  wix»t«'  diimii  the*  wnndmus  tale 

Of  hiui  mho  w:iii  tin>t  to  sail 
Into  tlie  Arctic  M*as. 

"  S*  far  I  live  to  the  northward* 

No  man  livfA  north  of  uw  ; 
To  tb«*  rast  arr  wild  mouittain-<*haina, 
And  li«*wind  tbrni  nirri's  and  plains  ; 
To  the  wr»tward  all  is  sea. 

**  S»  far  I  lirr  to  the  northward. 

From  thr  barUir  of  .skrringes-baley 
If  Vftti  onlv  SAilrd  bv  dav, 
Wir)i  a  fair  «ind  all  tbr  wat, 

M«>rr  than  a  month  would  yon  sail. 

••  I  fPWM  •ix  hmidrrd  rrimli^r, 

\\  ith  «lifr|i  and  nwiiir  lv*«idr  ; 
I  b.i\r  trt)>u!f  friini  tbr  |-'iiiii«, 
W  ImI'-Uii)*   .ifi-l  rriiidi*<-r-«kiiiii« 
Aiiil  ri'iM  1  i'f  «»lni«*hid«*. 

**  I  filiHicbrd  thf  I.iiid  with  bf»r«ea« 
K'lt  Ui\  hi-aii  n  k«  ill  at  rmMC, 

rnr  tb«*  I'M  »« .if  a  nil);  inrn 

t'ttiiir  til  riif  r.ow  Jiitd  fbrn. 

With  tbf  ir  Ka^CKji  iif  tbr  sras  ;-» 


«•  Of  Iceland  and  of  Gwanhai, 

And  the  storm j  HebrkJM* 
And  the  nndisoovered  clcep  ;^ 
Ob  I  eould  not  eat  nor  sleep 
For  thinking  of  tkoie  tMe. 

««To  the  northward  etielcbed  tkt  < 
ert. 

How  far  I  fain  would  kaev ; 
So  at  but  i  sallied  forth. 
And  three  dars  sailed  dee  Bert^ 

As  far  as  the  whale  ahipe  ga 


«*  To  the  west  of  me  was  the 
To  tlie  right  the  desolate 
But  I  did  not  slacken  sail 
For  the  walrus  or  the  whale. 
Till  after  three  dajs 


**  The  days  crew  longer 

Till  tb«*T  bt  came  as  one. 
And  northward  through  the 
I  saw  the  sullen  blase 
Of  the  red  midnight 


**  And  tb^n  npmse  before  BH^ 

l'|M>n  the  watrr*s  edge* 
Thr  bilge  and  haggard  shape 
Of  that  unknown  North  C«Mw 
Whose  form  is  like  a  weoge^ 

**  The  sea  was  rough  emi 

The  t*  n.|H*»t  honied  and 
And  tbr  M-a-foff,  like  a  ghost, 
liaiinti'd  that  iFrrarT  eoasl* 
Hut  onward  still  1  sailc4. 


"  Four  davs  I  strered  to 
Kuur  dA\s  nitlKMit  a  Bighftt 

Round  in  a  tit'rr  ring 

Wrnt  the  grrat  sun,  O  Kiag^ 
With  r«-d  and  lurid  tight/* 


Here  .\lfrrd.  King  of  the 

IVajM'ii  writing  for  a  while  ; 
Ami  miM'd  bi«  rvrs  from  his 
With  a  »tnin^r  and  pnssM 
Anil  an  im*rr«lultius  smile. 


tint  Otbrrr,  tb«*  old  sri 

III*  nntbrr  imius^  norsltne^ 
Till  tbr  Kinjf  ii«trn«*«l,  and  ''^~ 
Om-r  nmrr  tiiok  up  ht« 

And  wrtjto  down  everj 
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w  the  land,"  said  Othere, 
southward  saddenly, 
llowed  the  curving  shore 
southward  bore 
nameless  sea. 

ire  we  bunted  the  walnu, 
rwhale,  and  the  seal ; 
as  a  noble  g^ame  I 
the  lightnmg's  flame 
ur  harpoons  of  steel. 

rere  six  of  us  all  together, 

len  of  Helgoland  ; 

lys  and  no  more 

i  of  them  threescore, 

agged  them  to  the  strand  I " 

red  the  Truth-teller 
ly  closed  his  book, 
i  his  blue  eyes, 
bt  and  strange  surmise 
id  in  their  look. 

ire  the  old  searcaptain 
at  him  wild  and  weird, 
led,  till  his  shining  teeth 
white  from  underneath 
rny,  quiyering  beard. 


e  King  of  the  Saxons, 

ess  of  the  truth, 

is  noble  head, 

bed  his  brown  hand,  and 

d  this  walrus-tooth  t  " 


DAYBREAK 

ae  up  out  of  the  sea, 

O  mists,  make  room  for  me." 


s  ships,  and  cried,  **  Sail  on, 
(,  the  night  is  gone.' 


i> 


I  landward  far  away, 
wake  I  it  is  the  day." 

the  forest,  "  Shout ! 
>ur  leafy  banners  out  I  ** 

the  wood-bird's  folded  wing, 
O  bird,  awake  and  sing." 


And  o'er  the  farms,  *'  O  chanticleer^ 
Tour  clarion  blow  ;  the  day  is  near," 

It  whispered  to  the  fields  of  com, 

**  Bow  aown,  and  hail  the  coming  mom.*' 

It  shouted  through  the  belfry-tower, 
'* Awake,  O  bell!  proclaim  the  hour." 

It  crossed  the  churchyard  with  a  sigh, 
And  said,  "  Not  yet  1  in  quiet  lie." 


THE    FIFTIETH    BIRTHDAY    OF 

AGASSIZ 

May  28,  1857 

Baad  by  Mr.  Looff •Uow  at  a  dinner,  at  wbioh  he  pr»> 
ridad,  gtrcnto  hgtmit  on  Um  ooomIoo. 

It  was  fifty  years  ago 

In  the  pleasant  month  of  May, 
In  the  beautiful  Pays  de  Yaud, 

A  child  in  its  cradle  lay. 

And  Nature,  the  old  nurse,  took 

The  child  upon  her  knee. 
Saying :  **  Here  is  a  story-book 

Thy  Father  has  written  for  thee." 


"  Come,  wander  with  me,"  she 
"  Into  regions  yet  nntrod  ; 

And  read  what  is  still  unread 
In  the  manuscripts  of  God." 


And  he  wandered  away  and  away 
With  Nature,  the  dear  old  nurae, 

Who  sang  to  him  night  and  day 
The  rhymes  of  the  universe. 

And  whenever  the  way  seemed  long, 

Or  his  heart  began  to  fail. 
She  would  sing  a  more  wonderful  long, 

Or  tell  a  more  marvellous  tale. 

So  she  keeps  him  still  a  child. 

And  will  not  let  him  g^. 
Though  at  times  his  heart  beats  wild 

For  the  beautiful  Pays  de  Yaud  ; 

Though  at  times  he  hears  in  his  dreams 
The  Ranz  des  Yaches  of  old. 

And  the  rush  of  mountain  streams 
From  glaciers  clear  and  cold  ; 
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And  the  moihrr  mt  borne  mti,  **  llmrk  t 
For  bis  voice  I  liatrn  and  vemni ; 

It  if  growing  Ute  and  dark. 
And  my  boj  does  not  return  1  ** 


CHILDREN 

Com  to  me,  O  vr  cbildivn  ! 

For  I  bear  }uu  at  yuur  plaj, 
And  tbe  quntiuiis  that  iwrplrsed  nie 

Hare  vaui«bi*d  i^uitc  awav. 

Yr  open  tbi*  rastem  windows. 

That  look  tuwanis  tlic  »un, 
Wberv  tlioughtA  arv  siugiiig  iwalluwi 

And  tbe  brnuks  uf  wuruiug  run. 

In  your  brartj  are  tbe  birds  and  tbe  aun 
fthinr. 

In  luur  tbuugbtt  the  brooklet**  How, 
but  111  mint*  lA  tbe  wind  of  Autumn 

Aud  tbr  Iinit  fall  uf  th«*  »uow. 

Ab  I  wbat  «miM  thf  workl  U*  to  us 
If  tbi*  chililn-ii  wiTt-  nu  iiiorr  ? 

Wv  shiiuKl  iir«-:iil  t)i4*  drM-rt  In- bind  us 
Worie  tlisui  till*  dark  livfurr. 

Wbat  the  li*avf«  an>  to  (In*  forest, 

With  li^tit  .ftiiil  air  for  fiMM], 
Krr  thfir  Hiikf«-t  uihI  tnitlfr  jiiitH** 

Have  U'f'ii  lianli'iH'il  into  himmI,  — 

That  to  tbe  world  arr  cbildrv-ii  ; 

'IlinHi^li  thi'iii  It  fifU  tli«*  f^low 
Of  a  liri)*lilrr  ami  ituiiiiicr  t-liinatr 

lliaii  r^  a4-bf»  thf  ininkii  Im'Iuw. 


Coiiir  to  111**,  O  ve  c'liiltin*ii  ! 

Ami  wli.^iM-r  III  iii«  nir 
\\  bat   thr*   )<ird«   aiMl    tbe   winiU 

ii.i: 

In  \i'iir  »uiiri}  atriii>«|ihi-re. 


Fur  vili.kt  :«rt  .ill  ••iir  ri<titri«iii|»% 
And  (hi-  wi'nl-iin  iif  <iur  |MHik«t 

Whf-n  •-<iii.|i  ir«-i|  «ti;h   \iiiir  car*  «M*t, 
And  (hi-  i;I.k<iiM  "«  i>(  \uiir  ImiW^  7 

Yr  %tT  t«-t(i-r  thftii  all  thf  luili.ids 
That  f  «rr  Hi  r«-  «iiM|f  or  SAid  ; 

F«-r  \r  arr  ii%iii|;  |M«-||i«, 

.Vnd  ail  tbe  tt-«t  are  dead. 


•  • 


SAN  DALPHON 

ILavb  tou  read  in  the  Tnlorad  of  •!£ 
In  tbe  LepMids  tbe  KabfaiM  hav«  tali 

Of  the  limitless  realms  of  the  air. 
HsTe  you  read  it,  —  the  naircUoos 
Of  Sandalpbon,  tbe  Angrl  el  Okwj, 

tMUulalpbon,  tbe  Angel  of  l^ycr  f 

How,  erect,  at  tbe  outermost  gntcs 
Of  tbe  Cit>  Celestial  he  waits. 

>Vitb  bis  feet  on  tbe  Udder  of  light* 
lliat,  crowded  with  angels  unnomF 
By  Jacub  was  seen,  as  be  slnmheied 

Alone  in  tbe  desert  at  night  ? 

Tbe  Angels  of  Wind  and  of  Fire 
Chant  only  one  hymn,  and  expire 

With  tbe  song's  irresistible 
F.xpire  in  tb«-ir  rapture  and 
As  baq>-strings  are  broken  asi 

li}  music  tbey  tbrub  to  ezpi 


But  serene  in  tbe  rapturous  t 
Cnuu%-4'd  bv  tbe  ruiii  of  the 

With  eyes  unitn passioned  and 
Among  tbe  dea«]  angels,  the 
Sandalpbon  stands  listening 

To  sounds  that  ascend  from 


From  tbe  »pints  on  earth  that 
From  the  aouI.i  that  entrrat 

In  the  fer^'c»r  and  pasaioo  of  ptayer; 
Fitmi  the  heart !i  that  are  broken  with ' 
And  weary  %iilh  dragging  the 

TiNf  bea\  V  for  mortal »  to 


Anil  be  g:itht-rs  tbe  prayers  as  he 
And  thi-y  t-lun^e  into  thiwrrs  ia  his 

Into  g^irlands  uf  puqile  and  nd  ; 
Ami  b«-iii-.ftth  thf  f;rt-at  arch  of  the 
sing-     Tliroii};h  thi-  "^tnrtn  uf  the  Citj  I 

Is  wafted  the  fragrance  thejr 

;  It  i«  but  a  h-i:*'nd.  I  know,  — 
A  fahlf,  a  |ih:iii(oin,  a  show, 

i  >f  (he  aiii-if  tit  Kahhinical  loCW  ; 
'   Yrt  the  nlil  tiif«li.f«  a1   trailltlOB, 
The  hrjiii!ifiil.  «tntni:r  nuperstitisi^ 
But  haiiiii»  iiir  aimI  holds  me  the  I 


When  I  IiM>k  fmni  my  winilov  al 

Aim!  tiif  wflLin  alrnvt*  is  all  while. 

1      Ail  ti&Tubbing  and  panting  with 


ENCELADUS 


201 


lem  majestic  is  standing 
on  the  angel,  expanding 
dons  in  nebalous  bars. 

legend,  I  feel,  b  a  part 
mger  and  thirst  of  the  heart, 
inzy  and  fire  of  the  brain, 
ips  at  the  froitage  forbidden, 
3n  pomegranates  of  Eden, 
3t  its  fever  and  pain. 


JGHT  THE  SECOND 

in  the  Toluma  which  contained  the  fint 
Usqfa  Waysids  Im^  1863. 

E   CHILDREN'S   HOUR 

7  the  dark  and  the  daylight, 
the  night  is  beginning  to  lower, 
pause  in  the  day's  occupations, 
i  known  as  the  Children's  Hour. 

the  chamber  above  me 
.iter  of  little  feet, 
d  of  a  door  that  is  opened, 
nces  soft  and  sweet. 

study  I  see  in  the  lamplight, 
iding  the  broad  hall  stair, 
ice,  and  laughing  AUegra, 
dith  with  golden  hair. 

r,  and  then  a  silence  : 
CQow  by  their  merry  eyes 
plotting  and  planning  together 
e  me  by  surprise. 

1  rush  from  the  stairway, 
ien  raid  from  the  hall  I 
doors  left  unguarded 
inter  my  castle  wall  I 

nb  up  into  ray  turret 
tie  arms  and  back  of  my  chair  ; 
to  escape,  they  surround  me  ; 
jeem  to  be  everywhere. 

nost  devour  me  with  kisses, 
arms  about  me  entwine, 
ink  of  the  Bishop  of  Bingen 
Mouse-Tower  on  the  Rhine  t 


Do  you  think,  O  blue-eyed  banditti. 
Because  you  have  scaled  the  wall. 

Such  an  old  mustache  as  I  am 
Is  not  a  match  for  you  all ! 

I  have  you  fast  in  my  fortress. 
And  will  not  let  ^ou  depart. 

But  put  you  down  mto  the  dungeon 
In  the  round-tower  of  my  heart. 

And  there  will  I  keep  you  forever, 

Yes,  forever  and  a  day. 
Till  the  walls  shall  crumble  to  ruin. 

And  moulder  in  dust  away  ! 


ENCELADUS 

Written  Fabrnary  8,  1869.  "I  hftve  writtn,**  mjs 
Mr.  Longfellow  in  e  letter  to  Mr.  8umner,  *'  e  lyric  on 
ItaW,  entitled  Bnedadui,  from  which  title  your  imagi- 
neoon  can  conatruct  the  poem.  It  li  not  a  war-eong. 
but  a  kind  of  lament  for  the  woee  of  the  oountty.** 
Mr.  Longftflow  uaed  the  money  paid  him  for  the  poem, 
which  appMred  in  the  AOanHe  Monthly^  August,  1869. 
in  idd  of  the  Italian  widows  and  the  eoldlen  wounded 
in  the  war  then  going  on  for  the  delivermDoe  of  Italgf 
from  Austrian  rule. 

Under  Mount  Etna  he  lies. 

It  is  slumber,  it  is  not  death  ; 
For  he  struge^les  at  times  to  arise, 
And  above  him  the  lurid  skies 

Are  hot  with  his  fiery  breath. 

The  crags  are  piled  on  his  breast, 

The  earth  is  heaped  on  his  head  ; 
But  the  groans  of  his  wild  unrest, 
Though  smothered  and  half  suppressed. 
Are  heard,  and  he  is  not  dead. 

And  the  nations  far  away 

Are  watching  with  eager  eyes ; 

They  talk  together  and  say, 

•*  To-morrow,  perhaps  to-day, 
Enceladus  will  arise  I  " 

And  the  old  gods,  the  austere 

Oppressors  in  their  strength, 
Stand  aghast  and  white  with  fear 
At  the  ominous  sounds  they  hear, 

And  tremble,  and  mutter,  **  At  length  1  ^ 

Ah  me  I  for  the  land  that  is  sown 

With  the  harvest  of  despair  I 
Where  the  burning  cinders,  blown 
From  the  lips  of  the  overthrown 

Enceladus,  fill  the  air ; 
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Wbrre  ubei  an*  heaped  in  drifts 

OTcr  viuryanl  and  lirld  and  town, 
Wbenrvrr  Iw  itaru  and  lifts 
Ilis  brad  ihruugb  the  blackened  rifts 
Of  the  cragu  that  keep  him  down. 


!  the  rrd  light  shines  t 
T  is  the  glare  of  his  awful  eves  t 
And  the  storm-wiud  shouts  through  the 

pines 
Of  Alpi  and  of  Apennines, 
-  Knccladus,  ante  I  " 


ft 


THi:   CLMIJERLAND 

At  anchor  in  I  lampion  Koads  we  lar« 
On  board  of   the  Cumberland,  sloopH>f- 
war ;  ^ 

And  at  timet  from  the  fortress  across  the 


bav 
The  alarum  of  drums  swept  pMt» 
Or  a  bugle  blant 
From  the  camp  on  the  shore. 

Tlu*n  far  a  war  to  the  south  nnrosa 

A  little  feather  of  snow-white  smoke. 
And  nkc  knew  that  the  iron  ship  of  our 
fuea 
\\'m»  kti'sdilv  steering  its  course 
Tu  trr  I  be  fun*e 
Of  our  rib»  uf  oak. 

l>own  up«in  u«  bravilv  runs, 

Nlrnc  and  sullrii.  ihr  Hunting  fort  ; 
TKrn   ct>inrs   m   puff   of  smoke   from   her 
gun». 
Ami  lrA|M  the  terrible  death. 
With  ilrry  brratb, 
Fn»ni  eai'h  ii|irn  |iort. 

We  arf"  imt  iillr,  liut  send  her  straight 

IVt'iaiii-r  1>U4  k  ill  a  full  briAilBide  I 
As  huii  rtlMiiiiiil»  fnnii  a  rtNif  uf  shUe, 
ltrU>iinil>  itiir  liravirr  hail 
V  r<iri:  i-si4-h  in  III  M'air 
i  >t  tbf  iii4>ikit**r'ft  hide. 


Strikr  \fiijr  flag  !  '*  the  rrlirt  rries. 
In  Ki«  ^rrw^itt  nM  plaiitAtinn  strain. 
Ne*rr  '  "  '•  if  ^^Ilaiit  Murri*  rrplir*  ; 
*'  II  i«  l»-ttf  r  to  *iiik  than  to  yield  ! 
Ami  tlir  wliiiir  Rtr  |>ralr4l 
1%'ith  the  rhrers  uf  uur  men. 


Then,  like  a  kfmkea  ha|e  asd  hkmk. 

She  crushed  oor  ribs  m  her  mi 
Down  went  the  CumberlaMl  all  a 
With  a  sudden  shndder  of 
And  the  cannon's  btealh 
For  her  dying  gaup. 

Next  mom,  as  the  son  rase  ovar  Ikt  li 

SiUl  floated  our  flag  at  the  HMi^Mli 
Lord,  how  beautiful  was  Tkjr  day  I 
Krerj  waft  of  the  air 
Wan  a  whisper  of  prajar. 

Or  s  dirge  for  the  dead. 


I 


Uo  I  brave  hearts  that 
seas ! 
Ye  are  at  peace  in  the  frwabled  i 
Uo  I  brave  Und  t  with  beaita  like 
Thy  flag,  that  is  reaft  ia  t 
Shall  be  one  again. 
And  without  a  seam  I 


SNOW-FLAKES 


Oct  of  the  boeom  of  the  «.«, 
Out  of  the  cloud-folds  of 
shaken. 
Over  the  woodlands  browa  aad 
Over  the  harvest^f&elds  fi 
Silent,  ami  soft,  and  siu 
Descends  the  snow. 


Even  as  our  cloud v  fi 
Sudd<>nly  shape  in 
sion. 

Even  as  the  troubled  heart  dolh 
In  the  white  c«Ninlei 
Tlir  troubled  sky 
The  grief  it  fecU. 


This  is  the  poem  of  the  air. 

Slowly  in  silent  svllahlos  _ 

Tliis  in  the  srcrrt  ol  despair. 

Long  ill  it«  cloudv  bos 

Ni>w  whi»prrr«l  and 

To  wood  and  field. 


A   DAY  OF  SUNSHINE 


O  GIFT  of  (mmI  I    O  perfect  day  : 
WherriiH  shall  no  man  work.  Ml 
W|»rrr«in  it  is  rnuugh  foTBM^ 
Not  to  be  doing,  but  to  bo  t 
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every  fibre  of  my  bram, 

erery     nerve,     through     every 
tin, 

3  electric  thrill,  the  touch 
hat  seems  almost  too  much. 

le  wind  among  the  trees 
celestial  symphonies  ; 
branches  downward  bent, 
s  of  some  great  instrument. 

r  me  unrolls  on  high 
ndid  scenery  of  the  sky, 
hrough  a  sapphire  sea  the  sun 
3  a  golden  giaileon, 

;  yonder  cloud-land  in  the  West, 
,  yonder  Islands  of  the  Blest, 
teep  sierra  far  uplifts 
irj  summits  white  with  drifts. 

inds  I    and  waft  through  all  the 

>oms 

w^-flakes  of  the  cherry-blooms  I 

nds  I  and  bend  within  my  reach 

f  blossoms  of  the  peach  I 

nd  Love  I     O  happy  throng 
rhts,  whose  only  speech  is  song  t 
of  man  I  canst  thou  not  be 
}  the  air  is,  and  as  free  ? 


ETHING   LEFT  UNDONE 

M>R  with  what  zeal  we  will, 
omething  still  remains  undone, 
16 thing  uncompleted  still 
V^aits  the  rising  of  the  sun. 

the  bedside,  on  the  stair, 
Lt  the  threshold,  near  the  gates, 
th  its  menace  or  its  prayer, 
ike  a  mendicant  it  waits  ; 


Waits,  and  will  not  go  away  ; 

Waits,  and  will  not  be  gainsaid  ; 
By  the  cares  of  yesterday 

Each  to-day  is  heavier  made  ; 

Till  at  leng^  the  burden  seems 
Greater  than  our  strength  can  bear, 

Heavy  as  the  weight  of  dreams. 
Passing  on  us  everywhere. 

And  we  stand  from  day  to  day. 
Like  the  dwarfs  of  times  gone  by^ 

Who,  as  Northern  legends  say. 
On  their  shoulders  held  the  sky. 


WEARINESS 

O  UTTLE  feet  I  that  such  long  years 
Must  wander  on  through  hopes  and  fears, 

Must  ache  and  bleed  beneath  your  load ; 
I,  nearer  to  the  wayside  inn 
Where  toil  shall  cease  and  rest  begin. 

Am  weary,  thinking  of  your  road  ! 

O  little  hands  I  that,  weak  or  strong. 
Have  still  to  serve  or  rule  so  lon^, 

Have  still  so  lone  to  g^ve  or  ask  ; 
I,  who  so  much  with  book  and  pen 
Have  toiled  amone  my  fellow-men. 

Am  weary,  thioSdng  of  your  task. 

O  little  hearts  I  that  throb  and  beat 
With  such  impatient,  feverish  heat, 

Such  limitless  and  strong  desires  ; 
Mine,  that  so  long  has  glowed  and  burned; 
With  passions  into  ashes  turned. 

Now  covers  and  conceals  its  fires. 

O  little  souls  I  as  pure  and  white 
And  crystalline  as  rays  of  light 

Direct  from  heaven,  their  source  divine 
Refracted  through  the  mist  of  years, 
How  red  my  setting  sun  appears. 

How  lurid  looks  this  soul  of  mine  t 
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Tbt  plA:i  f-T  •  ffn>-.ip  of  atiiriM  mnlfr  lli#  flrtlim  of  m 
rtnta^mii}  ti(  ■Citrv-l*  ift*  •<  «ii  iim  ApiivAri  t<i  Iiaip  «i»> 
IUkI  Mr.  L«iciirf*ll<"*  B'tfr  iir  li*l  ti*j*lr  anuMt  |ir«icr«aa 

•  ith  th»  ■P|iU'Bl«  lAlra.  TtM*  ri'tiMiliTalilfi  i-i4liN  linn 
uii  irr  tti*  titlv  tif  r/tr  >.i-^j  ./  A'li:;  'Mif  wm  iiMlfN>y| 

•  riltru  al  nnt  vitd  t(i«  ilraii;!!  .if  llijrpriiil^lit  |iulilit'*. 
b  II-  N»«rl)r  twii  )r«n  ikWM^I  |«>f.irH  h^  t—ik  ii|»  !]••• 
taaA  iu  fltAIUMl  .  Iii«'ti,  III  Nxtriiil^r,  1^41,  "with  All 
ktD'b  iif  iul«rru|>lii>tw,"  h**  m)s,  br  «r>iii-  flftt^rn  nf  tbn 
l>ru«  in  ••  tikAiiy  •!«>■,  Mil  a  frw  lUta  afirrwani  roni- 
|il«i»l  tlip  «b»k>  iif  tiir  >'  •■/*       Mi-AiiwIiiU  lw<  }i*l  wri|. 

IrU    AUl    |«ut-Illll(>-l    /'lU.'    lir'tr^t    l^kt*,  M>\    \m•\.^tv    Ihn 

GUIk  «I|i>U  !•(   I.ll  tiilll'Iii-   t.«   hifci   linillr-l  •  Iir  ii(  thr  Uf- 
i  III    tfM<    >l/l    ftlfl     /'.'    /'yr>*./  ./    i:;'.'t    //#••    /V<i. 

J.iKl  wli^ulir  -IrU  riiiiiif^l  ii]Miii  Ilic  f  r«ti.r«kMrh  nf  /*'## 

lf'>iyri.ir  /•«•»  I  ira  I..  I  4|>|a>«r  ,  ll  It  -jililt'  {-imiMp  iLit 
faK  Uail  ••itilir«1«>l  i\^  >:•:•*  K'  f  "•' '/.  «>••  )>  tut 
b^po  lyiuir  tijf  fur  iwn  i-r  Ihr*-*-  yt^^ra,  w.iii  Li«  frirti-l 

«l>  ll'iU,  Alll  th«t  Ifi^  -l***.!!-  I  •  I1H<  kl  I'll  tlir<-M|-|»  •  fiir- 
Urr  iMil  BUtf^At*^!  »  i:f.>-:|i  -t  M't.>  ti  IIm-  lir.iai  lAii  aN-iuM 
b*>  •nur.  l^trratkir**  h»-l  n  iiji'*!*-  j^r^  r*|p|i|j  f->r  th^  ir*n> 
•r«l  t'iui  !•(  '•  I'oiltliAJit  ml  Ml  lliii.  tmt  wS'thn-r  th*  ^  t- 
!*•!  iiiu  •!  S.i.|iiiir»  I  4  1^  t.<  l>  Aiii«>  (lii  i-iHi  •■|iCiiii,  or 

V»«  llamit  th^  I  UIMT  i-f  l.'i'  I'lUI,  IS  lii'l  •|<ill<*     I-tr 

Hi  wilt  iiK*  U>>k  !••  tirt-  |iriiiu<r  III  A|'r:t.  I^.l.  iiu  Iit 
tiaf  l.tlr  of  r\'  >  .  ."  .'■<  /':.Vi.  lii.l  .11  A'irfuM  vriCv  l>i 
Mf    Kir;  !■     ■■  I  All  «f  fAi  1  MX  li««*>  ii.»lr  a  bii«t«kr  in 

1*1. .1.^   |tia  ltr«   1     I'i'i.r    /''.^    ^^/'-.rv   T-llet        >'••«  tliAt 

I  k  •■  .1  «i.ii  •  ii.  r-l  1  1  .  ll  I  i  hr  tjir  tdir.  hmiiiier  i-n>-a 
i^t  •ic*ii.*(  .1  hii  1  >.&•  i>-r>  .fcl'- 1  ii.»,  ••  I  tl..i.k  III-  «ili 
>i>«i.  I  •>  •ib«'  :•*.  k  1  •  /*'.'  11';-.  M>  /.It.      I'rvi  iLii.h  m 

«ir  .|..   ■• 

It*r  ■-■•k  »•  '  riaM,»:Lt  |lu.i.i-|  ••  u«.«Cf<>l  nf  ()•«•  flr«t 
part  ■•lilt,  ftii-1  •*•  |>i- .1-' i-l  N  irui-vr  .:*.  \t.\.  m  aii 
»«l.ti-<l.    "f    f.flMrn    t.'i      la**.!    .  •  I'-ra,  —    %\\    ^tfl:-  «li-  li    <if 

III n-lru  •  »\..- it  ii.r  |r«?...kjtrr»  t.*l  Hi  ti.r  (-«t'a 

|*i-:>«iUr  It 

I  In*  -li^piiaMa  i.f  tha.'*.  !•  fa  «rrp  »i  ■Jiirl  t  that  ri*»il« 
9t*  •Aflil;    m^yuiitol  ii.k«t  yt  ti^ut  at  ut.  • ,  *i.l   Mr. 


I>>ti<ft41ow  hinuplf  D*vvr 

I'lriiiity.     Just  afUr  th«  pihhrMhM  if 'ito 

wruta  In  a  i'orrri|HiUi|i>bt  in  ^     ' 

•TV  W-f,  fi./^  yfin  hai  

yi>u  luajr  ■uiii^iar.   Thr  ijmn  nf  Modbury 
mii*-*  f  mm  4  auitinilgv.     Ai4B#  t«n  kaa 
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TALES  ol   A  WAYSIDE  INN 
r.xKT  i:i.-r 

rKr.i.iDi: 

Tin:    \\AV-:i>!     IVN 
CKr  Auliin'.n  ii:.:l.t.  iti  Su>n>iirv  tmrn, 

1'!i>-  «ii;<i<iw«ii|  '. I.f  i»ji_\  ■»iili-  mil 
(il'.iiiifl    r*  <1    «.'.:i    lift  •'it;:iit    tiinm.-'i    tl 
1*  i\  •  « 

I  if  w.Mrtti  .■.,  ,  1,  i:.,'.i  ;»  fr-.iii  fl.i'  r  1^  •  * 
1  l.i  .r  ■  r  !i.^.  :i  i  ..r'..i.i.«  \*  :.:  jihI  tli.U. 

A*  ail'  ii-u!   .•  •!.  ■•  !..-•■  >^ 

.\  t  .iitv  111  '.111    .  i'  -i  i;    i\    )••■, 

It'i.i:  Ml  :}i'  ••ii  <     !  •:.  «'.  il.kt , 

W  lirik  ii.t-ii  l.\>  <i  ...  .•  ,T.iii<it  r  ita^ 

W    •'.  aiii|>!i  7   }.    •;    :  »'..•  V  ; 

A  kiiiti  \*i  oiti  ill  ;  ^*ulil.ii  ll.i'.i. 


aii  KiMCliab  (aiuilv  by  tbc  nai^  of  Hi 
rtHiiitr>  Ihiusp,  whkli  haa  rrwiiiarit 
Cii  tit**  pfrarnl  timr,  Ikf  Ual  mC  Xlm  W9€m  4y«H 
yfAM%  ^ii     Uiaitmc  Ihrir  fortuiwi.  IWy  haiaai 
rr* .  aui]  fur  a  i  rulur>  llit>  kr«l  Hufw  \mm  Iim 

t;>iiii|{  tiii«ii  iriiiu  father  UiwHi     Tb#  bI^w  m, 
,*\  m  «lcw-ri|jr«l  ll,  liinugh  Du  li«iC*r  a»  Ima.   AB 
«•  i.iutit  (i>r  Itir  Uiitlltjrtl'a  coal  ••f.anc.a.  ^tt  ft 
a  :iiati«-«*  i-f  Itir   |irair,  anJ  hia 
N,uir«*.*      iliiii^*  tliak    aiuat  auu^ 
r^ra.     All  tlir  I  tiarai  trra  ar*  rv^al. 
Kuil .  tbp  biMUikii  Jfw ,  Itrarl  KilrvAl.  wham  1 
a*  1  ba«p  iMiulnl  t.iui.  rlf.,  aU. 


It  1«  vaav  tti  All  up  !).#  *tr   off 
I'lr^ir.     Tfir    |Mvi  !•  T.   W    I* 
l)aiiti>;  tiir  Ri<  il.an.  I^.itfi   MkqII, 

"ftrii  in  Mr    l^firf'^I !.••'■  i;f*  aa  a 

r.*x>Ii->ff;ui.  I*ri'fia»-r  I>tiiirl  Tf*»i«*U. 

fviiiiia  «i|,ii  |ia,|  Alaii  a  lum  U^  ll«a«4iJC3 
I'  iifv  War*  Wai^a.  a  ■rlmlar  nf  fgn^i^ 
ri..-|  iiiiii  h.  «)•.>  -Lr"!  »afi>,  a»ii  abiap 
11.  fill-  i-t.lln-tiiin  iif  laBika  villi  h  b*  Ml 
<>r  M.«r^ari|  ('.hUv^      Tti^a  CT^'u|)  «Ba  < 
i-vl'a  faoi->  .  Ill  |-'inC  i.f  fa«t  tferaa  of 
M   iiti,  aii.|  'Tr«Nfclwr:i.  mmw  aottl  lo 
ij.i-r  ii.iitiD.B  al  d^  inn. 

1  f  f-<riii  •«■  Ml  acr«>*«l4a  thai  ll 
It  A(t<T*arl  »•  aa  III  l»<  lutfa  lt«  b 
f- Mil  I   It   III  !..•  iiiin-1  l.iwritv       rA# 

i-ii'>:.tiMi.i  HI  I*:.- .  rw  r^if  f  /*«rf  f 

I  a:  I-  rti-4i  iif  .1  »t^'-t^*\  .ll  l»73.  and 

li.rr«>  |i«rta  vara  UruugLt  Ujc«cbrr.  lata  • 

UII.P. 

\iiw  ^ntiifwhAt  falirn  to  drcAT. 
i\  iili  »•  .ii)irr-»taiii»  u|it)i]  tlie  wml^ 
Ami  i»tAir\i:i\A  nkurn.  and  crmsT  duuni, 
A  I'll  i'ri-:tk.i.):  ami  uiir\cn  liuon^ 
Aiul  ihiiiiiif-\^  kti^i  uid  tiled  mad  ta& 

A  r>*^iiin  nf  n-jni^-  It  M'^mt, 

A  ]il.ur  I  if  >liiii.iii  r  ;Lml  uf  dreau^ 

Ki  Unite  aiiiiiii^  ttiv  wiMidrd  kilU  ! 
Tur  (lirri*  im  tii»i^%  r.i*l«ai  »|iredi, 
Irt  tiiri-{i-r.ii  •■  M-;Atti-nii^  aiiiuLrMMd 
Itiit  iiiHin  iktA  ii;;:)it,  thf  {lautiDK  l< 
^fiip  iirnli-r  thi-  ^n  at  lak^,  tLat  I& 

'r;kll;,'lrH  (if   L^jlit   3kl.*[  >\iM\c   |ai  loV, 

<  'n  riHif^  ainl  il-Miri  and  iik^i>i!i.i«^sll^ 
\i  r«i«4  till'  rx.ktl  till*  Kiriis  dLa|<!aT 
I'i.i  :r  i:iii'«  i<l  «i:ull«,  thrir  ll.tt«»  uf  hlft 
1  l.riiii^*!i  !l.'-  Ui-li-  t|iHir«  tl»c  kiiTcfri  M^ 
1  lir  «  iv!'  •!  I  ••  k*  atm:  !•*  axmI  frv^ 
\i.-l.  I. .ill' •!!.!•  •  i  l•^  i.tiii  and  •kiBi^ 
I !  •    Ki  >l  I  Iiir  ■>!■  {^4111  f-«  uci  tlar  aai 
i»i<-ii:il  '.\..>  il'l-l.t^liiiiiifii,  i|ttJUIlt 
iKt  ji  aiK-uci*  n  i^ucd,  aair  «[ 
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\ng  down  the  county  road, 
ons  of  leaves,  and  dust, 
quickened  by  its  breath, 
and    danced    their    dance    of 

rh  the  ancient  oaks  overhead 
voices  moaned  and  fled. 

he  parlor  of  the  inn 
murmur  smote  the  ear, 
rushing  through  a  weir : 
ipted  by  the  din 
r  and  of  loud  applause, 
:h  intervening  pause, 
of  a  violin, 
rht,  sheddiufi^  over  all 
or  of  its  ruddy  glow, 
whole  parlor  large  and  low  ; 
on  wainscot  and  on  wall, 
with  more  than  wonted  grace 
;ss  Mary's  pictured  face  ; 
the  rafters  overhead, 
spinet's  ivory  keys 
naudible  melodies, 
the  sombre  clock  with  flame, 
the  hours,  the  maker's  name, 
d  with  a  livelier  red 
>rd's  coat-of-arms  again  ; 
ng  on  the  window-pane, 
d  with  its  light  and  shade 
rhymes,  that  still  remain, 
Sk  century  ago, 
a.t  Major  Molineaux, 
Mrthome  has  immortal  made. 

blazing  fire  of  wood 
apt  musician  stood  ; 
nd  anon  he  bent 
pon  his  instrument, 
d  to  listen,  till  he  caught 
i  of  its  secret  thought,  — 
e  triumph,  the  lament, 
tion  and  the  pain  ; 
le  magic  of  his  art, 
.  the  th  robbings  of  its  heart, 
it  into  peace  again. 

)  fireside  at  their  ease 
k  group  of  friends,  entranced 
elicious  melodies  ; 
the  far-off  noisy  town 
wayside  inn  come  down, 
leath  its  old  oak  trees, 
^ht  on  their  faces  glanced, 
0W8  on  the  wainscot  danced, 


And,  though  of  different  lands  and  speech* 
Each  had  his  tale  to  tell,  and  each 
Was  anxious  to  be  pleased  and  please. 
And  while  the  sweet  musician  plays, 
Let  me  in  outline  sketch  them  all, 
Perchance  uncouthly  as  the  blaze 
With  its  uncertain  touch  portrays 
Their  shadowy  semblance  on  the  walL 

But  first  the  Landlord  will  I  trace  ; 

Grave  in  his  aspect  and  attire  ; 

A  man  of  ancient  pedigree, 

A  Justice  of  the  Peace  was  he. 

Known  in  all  Sudbury  as  *'  The  Squire.'* 

Proud  was  he  of  his  name  and  race. 

Of  old  Sir  WUliam  and  Sir  Hugh, 

And  in  the  parlor,  full  in  view, 

His  coat-of-arms,  well  framed  and  glazed, 

Upon  the  wall  in  colors  blazed  ; 

He  beareth  g^les  upon  his  shield, 

A  chevron  argent  in  the  field. 

With  three  wolf's-heads,  and  for  the  crest 

A  Wyvern  part-per-pale  addressed 

Upon  a  helmet  barr^  ;  below 

The  scroll  reads,  **  By  the  name  of  Howe." 

And  over  this,  no  longer  bright, 

Though  glimmering  with  a  latent  light. 

Was  hung  the  sword  his  grandsire  bore 

In  the  rebellious  days  of  yore, 

Down  there  at  Concord  in  the  fight. 

A  youth  was  there,  of  quiet  ways, 

A  Student  of  old  books  and  days. 

To   whom   all    tongues   and    lands    were 

known. 
And  yet  a  lover  of  his  own  ; 
With  many  a  social  virtue  graced. 
And  yet  a  friend  of  solitude  ; 
A  man  of  such  a  genial  mood 
The  heart  of  all  things  he  embraced, 
And  yet  of  such  fastidious  taste. 
He  never  found  the  best  too  g^ood. 
Books  were  his  passion  and  delight. 
And  in  his  upper  room  at  home 
Stood  raanv  a  rare  and  sumptuous  tome, 
In  vellum  Dound,  with  gold  bedight. 
Great  volumes  garmented  in  white. 
Recalling  Florence,  Pisa,  Rome. 
He  loved  the  twilight  that  surrounds 
The  border-land  of  old  romance  ; 
Where  glitter  hauberk,  helm,  and  lance, 
And  banner  waves,  and  trumpet  sounds, 
And  ladies  ride  with  hawk  on  wrbt. 
And  mighty  warriors  sweep  along. 
Magnified  by  the  purple  mist. 
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Tlio  (iu»k  uf  c'fiitiirirsi  uii«i  of  »«iii^. 
Thr  chruuii-lf!*  nf  (.'hurlriiia^iii'. 
Of  Mrrliii  ami  the  Murt  d'Artliurr, 
2kliii^liti  top-tlirr  III  lu.i  hruiu 
With  talr<«  tif  Kliin*«  aiiil  hUocbeHeur, 
Sir  Krriiiitlira^t,  >ir  Kf^luiiimir, 
hir  I^iiiiiri-liil.  ^«lr  MurjiT^ilMiir. 
Sir  (iuT,  Nr  lk*%is.  Sir  (iawain. 

A  viiiiii'^  Siriliiiii.  tiM>,  was  thi*re  ; 

III  kiK^**  *'l  ^!tlla  Uirii  ainl  hri'ii, 

Suini'  hri'atli  nf  it«  virK'auir  air 

Wea  clow  tut;  >■>  l*i^  lifart  and  liraio. 

Ami,  iM'iiii;  rt'lit'lliMiin  to  hi;*  li<*^'» 

Afti'r  r.ilf  lti:ii':i  fal.il  ^il-i;^, 

Aori»^»  tlif  Mi>t(i-rii  M'u.t  hr  tU't], 

In  f^xMl  Kin;;  li«iiiilta'«i  happv  rrif^n. 

lliii  f^ff  was  Itkf  a  •tiiiiiiurr  iii);ht. 

All  HiMHlrd  wilh  a  ilii'^ky  lt;:ht  ; 

His    liaiiiU     \kvtv   MiLill  ;   his    tvi-th    >i.<inc> 

uliitr 
At  sfa-^lflU,  Mht-ii  hv  fiiiiilf«l  or  9p«»k«-  . 
II i«  !iini*M«  Hiiiiiili*  and  !»triiii^  iu»  uak  ; 
Cli'aii  !«1m\*  a  m:l<i  lie  ax  a  |irit-<tt. 
Who  at  ihi'  nia<«!«  1*11  Sunday  »in|;v, 
>avi'  that  u|"»n  hi^  ii|)|mt  lip 
IIiA  U*ar«l.  a  i;ihm1  |ialiii'<i  h-iii^tli  at  U*:li!. 
I.f%id  and  |M»iiit*d  at  thf  tip. 
>h«»t  «iilf«:i\  *».  l.ki-  a  *iw»11><m\  wiii};«i. 
Thi"  jMN-f*  n\ul  hf  ii'»  r  aiui  t»*tT, 
And  iiii«t  nf  all  (lir  linnitirtal  Kt»ur 
Of  Ital\   ;  an4|  n<&t  tn  tli<*^«-, 
Th**  «ti>r\  •!i-liui^  i»artl  nf  pnt^i', 
W  ho  Hr«*ti-  till-  hi_\iiii<i   I'liM-an  tali'A 
Of  thf  Ih-r.kiiitTnii,  \\i:\t  iii.ikt* 
f  ii-^iili-*<i  i^n-i  II  hilU  aiul  iah*« 
Kt'iii«-iiklH-i-i  ■!  fi.r  lUN-i.i4t  iii\  «akt* 
Mii<'h  ti*!  of  iiiii«ii*  M.i^  hit  thoii^jht  ; 
lilt-  iiif]iNl:i  <«  ;%!,•[  111!  a^iin*<i  fmn^ht 
^\  ith  «:iii«hiiii*  and  thf  o|kfii  air. 
Of  %  iiif  \  ifii*  .iinl  thf  ^iii^fin^  M*a 
<  H  h.«  («  !<>w  •!  '^.i  il;i  : 
.Anil  II  -I-  h  :(  pliMMMJ  hull  to  |ifnM> 
I  III-  *  ■!  ^*  •■!  !li«    •*;.  iii.iii  iiiiMi', 
It'iiiii..-  •■•iij*  \'\    Mfii  *'iiij; 
I:>  !l.>    I  iii..i:4r  )•« -tmr.!   tiifi^Tir, 
1  I    it   ::   kir  ii.i-i:  s.i\  .  '    jU  huM  7   f»ni  r  |; 
1*"    \   ■■    --H  -■'■•I'*  t>i  •  arth  ri-*lorr 
l  h«-t  *  r  tiM  I  !  "^i  r  ii  ii^i    '  " 

A  '^f'.-kii   'h  -li  t«    fr<-!ii    \]:i4iit 
W  i!i.  .»'•}•■.•  ^T  i:.'l  .Hi  i  i;rtt%f  wa*  !   1  ri 
Vi-iidfr  "f  •..».•   ii.<i  l.il<rii*«  mrt*. 
And  at' ir  •  i  r--»#-  fri'iii  tlir  I^'i^nt. 
lukr  an  old  i'4triiftr%:L  he*  ap|iearr«l. 


Ahraliaiii  or  Iiiaac«  or  mt  ImM 
.  Suiiie  latrr  Tropbtft  ur  1 1  i|cb- laical  ; 
'  With  luHtruui  rvr».  and  oUtc  ikia. 

And,  wildW  tonMd  from  vbc«ki 
;  The  tiiublini;  caLaract  of  I 
lli«  )(aruiiMit»  brvatbrd  a  WCJ 
Of  oinnaiuon  ami  aamlal  bwat, 
'  Like  tbo  Hofi  arumatir  jcmlra 
'   riiat  iue«ft  thr  mariner,  who 
,  ThruH);h  tbi*  Mcdurcaa,  and 
Tliai  wa«b  the  nhcirrn  of  Celebtt^ 
All  Hturien  tliat  rrcurtled  are 
Ity  I'ifrrr  AlphouiM*  be  knew  by 
And  it  wan  rumon**!  be  could  mj 
'Ilie  I'arahlfii  of  Samlaliar, 
Ami  all  thf  Kahlen  of  ril|«r. 
( )r  if  not  all,  the  f:rratrr  fiart  I 
Well  vervd  w:ia  In-  in  Hebrew 
Talmud  and  Tur)piui.  and  the 
( >f  Kaliala  ;  anil  rvrnuurv 
Therv  wa»  a  invntrrT  in  bis 
lliii  rvfs  m'«'uicm1  f^aiinjp  far  avmj, 
Aa  if  in  \itiiin  or  in  trance 
Hf  h«*anl  till*  solemn  aackbat  plajt 
And  law  the  JrvrMb  maideoa  oaMtb 


A  TliiM dorian,  fmin  tbe  ■chool 
Of  Caiiihrid^i*  on  tlit*  Charlei^  wm 
Skilful  aliki*  with  tuiif^ue  and  pea, 
Hf  iin-arht'd  to  all  iiirn  errrr 
The  (ffin|Hd  uf  thf  4iulden  Kule. 
Till*  Ni'w  ('oiniiiaiidiuent  |pwa  to 
Thinkin};  tin*  «li>«-«l.  ami  not  tbe 
Would  hf  Ip  U2»  in  our  utniuat 
With  rf\frfnt  ffvi  tli«*  rartb  be 
NiT  bani^hfil  naturi'  fmin  bU  plaik 
Hut  <itii<lif>il  still  with  deep 
To  liiiihl  tlM-  ('iii%<*rtal  rburcb» 
I..iifl\  a<t  i"  thf  lovi*  uf  <ttKl, 
And  aiiipli*  a.s  the  wa&ta  of 


A  I *•«■!.  t«H*.  wa.«  there,  w 

W.ii  tf  iidt  r.  tiiii*ica«.  and  tcraa  ; 

Till*  iii*piratinii,  llie  delij^ht, 

llif  ;;!faiii,  thf  i;hirr,  tbe  iwtft 

Of  ih>iii;:liti  «••  -luldrii.  that  ihry 

Hif  n*iilatinii«  nf  a  drram. 

\ll  thi<ii*  nkftf  hi«  :  bill  with 

Nil  ffiw  of  annclirr's  fame  ; 

III-  di«l  iii't  liml  hit  filrrp  lr«a 

f«<r  iiiii^ii-  lit  ^niiir  liri|^hl«BnBK 

N'lr  riis!l.n;»  htar  in  r\^r\ 

Tlif  l.iiir*  l«  iif  Miltiatlra. 

Ilniiiir  iml  hlf-««ifikpi  «>n  bi« 

While  li«in|;,  guou  rrpoct  1 
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00  eager  for  renown, 

it  does  not  clutch,  the  crown  I 

[usician,  as  he  stood 
3y  that  fire  of  wood  ; 
I,  blae-eyed,  his  aspect  blithe, 
tall  and  straight  and  lithe, 
feature  of  his  face 
his  Norwegian  race  ; 
,  streaming  from  within, 
<  eyes  and  forehead  beamed, 
with  the  violin, 
Raphael,  he  seemed. 

1  that  ideal  world 

^age  is  not  speech,  but  song  ; 
n  evermore  the  throng 
id  sprites  their  dances  whirled  ; 
karl  sang,  the  cataract  hurled 
ig  waters  from  the  height ; 
ed  in  the  wild  delight 
1  of  sea-birds  in  their  flight, 
of  the  forest  trees, 
i  of  the  implacable  seas, 
t  of  the  wind  at  night, 
Id,  like  trumpets  blowing, 
},  and  wild  melodies 
list  and  darkness  pouring  forth, 
gar's  river  flowing 
glaciers  of  the  North. 

ment  on  which  he  played 
smona's  workshops  made, 

master  of  the  past, 
s  lost  the  art  divine  ; 
of  maple  and  of  pine, 
roiean  forests  vast 
1  and  wrestled  with  the  blast : 
iras  it  in  design, 
each  minutest  part, 
if  the  lutist*s  art  ; 
hollow  chamber,  thus, 

from  whose  hands  it  came 
n  his  unrivalled  name,  — 

Stradivarius." 

he  played,  the  atmosphere 
with  magic,  and  the  ear 
loes  of  that  Harp  of  Gold, 
sic  liad  so  weird  a  sound, 
I  stag  forgot  to  bound, 
g  rivulet  backward  rolled, 
C!ame  down  from  bush  and  tree, 
lame  from  beneath  the  sea, 
n  to  the  harper's  knee  ! 


The  music  ceased  ;  the  applause  was  loud, 
The  pleased  musician  smiled  and  bowed ; 
The  wood-fire  clapped  its  hands  of  flame^ 
The  shadows  on  the  wainscot  stirred, 
And  from  the  harpsichord  there  came 
A  ghostly  murmur  of  acclaim, 
A  sound  like  that  sent  dowif  at  night 
By  birds  of  passage  in  their  flight. 
From  the  remotest  distance  heard. 

Then  silence  followed  ;  then  began 
A  clamor  for  the  Landlord's  tale,  — 
The  story  promised  them  of  old. 
They  said,  but  always  left  untold  ; 
And  he,  although  a  bashful  man, 
And  all  his  courage  seemed  to  fail, 
Findinc^  excuse  of  no  avail, 
Yielded  ;  and  thns  the  story  ran. 


THE   LANDLORD'S  TALE 

PAUL  REVERE'S  RIDE 

Listen,  my  children,  and  yon  shall  hear 
Of  the  midnight  ride  of  Paul  Revere, 
On  the  eighteenth  of  April,  in  Seventy- 
five  ; 
Hardly  a  man  is  now  alive 
Who  remembers  that  famous  day  and  year. 

He  said    to  his    friend,  **  If  the  British 

march 
B^  land  or  sea  from  the  town  to-night. 
Hang  a  lantern  aloft  in  the  belfry  arch 
Of   the   North  Church  tower  as  a  signal 

light,  - 
One,  if  by  land,  and  two,  if  by  sea  ; 
And  I  on  the  opposite  shore  will  be. 
Ready  to  ride  and  spread  the  alarm 
Through    every    Middlesex     village     and 

farm. 
For  the  country  folk  to  be  up  and  to  arm." 

Then   he  said,    **  Grood  night  I "  and   with 

muffled  oar 
Silently  rowed  to  the  Charlestown  shore, 
Just  as  the  moon  rose  over  the  bay, 
Where  swinging  wide  at  her  moorings  lay 
The  Somerset,  British  man-of-war  ; 
A  phantom  ship,  with  each  mast  and  spar 
Across  the  moon  like  a  prison  bar, 
And  a  huge  black  hulk,  that  was  magnified 
By  its  own  reflection  in  the  tide. 
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Meanwhile,  bU  friend,  through  nllej  and 

Wandert  and  watches  with  eager  eart» 
Till  in  the  «ilence  around  him  he  heart 
The  niustrr  of  men  at  the  harrack  door, 
The  tound  of  armt,  and  the  tramp  of  feet, 
And  the  measured  tn*ad  of  tlie  grenadien. 
Marching  down  to  their  ImmUs  on  the  shore.  I 

Then  he  climbed  the  tower  of  the  Old  North 

Church,  ■ 

Bj  the  wuoden  stairs,  with  stealth/  tread,     \ 
To  the  brlfrv-rhambrr  overhead. 
And  start KhI  the  |iige«His  fmm  their  perch     ' 
On   the   Mimbro   rafters,   that   round   him 

nuule 
Masses  and  moring  shapes  of  shade,  — 
By  the  tn>mbliug  ladtler,  steep  aiul  tall, 
T«>  the  highf^t  window  in  the  wall. 
Where  he  |MUsi'd  t«>  listen  and  ItNik  do%in 
A  niumcut  on  the  ruufs  uf  tht*  town. 
And  the  moonlight  flowing  over  all. 

B«'ni'ath,  in  tlie  cburch}*ard,  laj  the  dead, 

In  their  uight-4*iH*ampment  on  the  hill, 

Wrapiied  in  kilt* nre  so  fU*4'p  and  still 

That  he  could  bt-ar,  like  a  stMitintrl's  treail. 

The  watchful  nigbt-wind,  as  it  went 

Creeping  along  f  n>ni  tent  to  trut. 

And  >reming  to  wbiitper,  **  All  is  well  !  '* 

A  moiniMit  onlv  b«'  fi*els  the  s|n-U 

Of  the  plsA'e  and  the  hour,  aud  the  secret 

«lrrail 
Of  the  lunt'lv  belfrr  and  th«*  d«'ad  ; 
ror  tuddenlv  all  hift  tbcNigbts  are  bent 
On  a  bIumIow y  ft«>nietbing  far  awav, 
Wbt-rr  ihr  rivrr  wnlriiii  to  iiHH-t  tlR*  bay,  — 
A  liiH'  nf  blark  tliAl  iM'tHlt  ami  tItiatA 
On  thr  ruing  tidr,  like  a  brifige  of  |mi«u. 

Mr«nwhilr,  iin|intii  nt  to  niiMint  ard  riil#>. 

IttMita-d  and  Apurrrd.  wilh  »  bt  .iv\  ntriilt* 

On  thr  fipiMMitr  ^horr  walkt^l  l*aul  lirvrrr. 

Ni»w  Itr  |uitt*'d  hi*  bi»rv*»  «idr, 

Nitw  ^-.i/ri|  »t  tbr  l.iiiil4ca|ir  fiir  sml  nrar, 

Tlifti,  iiii)w*fiiiMi«.  «tam|Ntl  the  «*arth. 

And    tiirn*'«i    ami     ti^btriM'd    bin    Muldlr- 

girtb  : 
But  miMtlv  hr  wat«  tinl  with  r:ii;rr  •••ari'b 
Tbr  Ulfrv.t.ivtr  <if  tbr  Old  .N.irtb  rimnb. 
A*  It  nMT  nUivr  tbr  ^r.i«i-«  t*n  tlir  bill, 
l^ifirh  4iii|  aiirc'tral  and  Miiiibrr  and  wtill 
Awl  b>  !  a*  be  bwiks  on  t\tr  lirUry^  lM-i|»bt 
A  gitii.fiifr.  a'td  tbrti  n  i;lf-ani  of  light  ! 
lie  spnng«  to  tbr  Mddle,  the  bndle  he  tunu. 


But  lingers  and  gasea,  till  f 
A  second  lamp  ta  the  baUr^ 

A  hurry  of  hoofs  in  a  Ttlla| 
A  shape  in  the  mooiilighl 

And  beneath,  from  tbe  pel 

a  spark 
Struck  out  by  a  steed  flyi 

Heet : 
Thai  was  all  I    And  yet,  thi 

and  tlir  light. 
Tbe  fate  of  a  nation  was  ri* 
And  the  spark  struck  oat  I 

bis  Hight, 
Kindled  the  land  into  flaoM 

lie  has  left  the  Tillage  ai 

steep, 
.\ud  brnrath  him,  traaqiii] 

deep, 
I A  tbe  M  vstic.  meeting  the 
And  under  the  alden  that  i 
Now  s«>ft  on  the  sand,  now  U 
1ft  heard  the  tramp  of  his  si 

It  was  tweWe  by  the  Tillac 
When  be  crooned  the  bridj 

town, 
lie  beard  tbe  crowing  of  tli 
.\iid  the  barkmg  of  tne  far 
Ami  frit  the  damp  of  thr  r 
That  rise*  aft«'r  the  sun  go 

It  was  one  bv  tbe  village  e 
Wbrn  hi*  (;alIo|ird  into  Lei 
lie  Haw  tbr  gildrd  weathei 
>%iini  in  tin-  nuMmlight  as  I 
And  tbr  niri'ting-hottsa  wis 

(f-itr  at  bini  aiib  a  spertn 
An  if  thry  alrrady  stood  a| 
At  the  bbHMly  work  tkey  « 

It  wa«  twf>  by  tbe  village  e 
Wlirn  br  canir  tt>  the  hffi 

town, 
llr  lirar^l  tlir  bleating  of  tl 
\nil  tbr  twittrr  of  hird«  as 
\n«l  (t-lt  tbr  brrath  of  tbe 
Hln«ini»  ovrr  Ibr  meadows 
Vml  ••!»•  wsA  *afr  and  asle« 
Wbii  nt  tbr  britlgr  wtmld  I 
Who  tb.»t  ilsv  wtNild  ha  lev 
riercvd  by  a  British  oiMBi 
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low  the  rest.     In  the  books  you  have 

read, 

;he    British    Regulars    fired     and 

fled,  — 

le  farmers  rave  them  ball  for  ball, 

behind  each  fence   and  farm-jard 

srall, 

1;  the  red-coats  down  the  lane, 

rossing  the  fields  to  emerge  again 

the  trees  at  the  turn  of  the  road, 

ly  pausing  to  fire  and  load. 

agh  the  night  rode  Paul  Revere  ; 
•  through  the  night  went  his  cry  of 
darm 

ry  Middlesex  village  and  farm,  — 
if  defiance  and  not  of  fear, 
e  in  the  darkness,  a  knock  at  the 
door, 

nrord  that  shall  echo  forevermore  I 
rne  on  the  night-wind  of  the  Past, 
h  all  our  history,  to  the  last, 
hour  of  darlmess  and   peril  and 
need, 

Dple  will  waken  and  listen  to  hear 
Frying  hoof-beats  of  that  steed, 
e  midnight  message  of  Paul  Revere. 


INTERLUDE 

mdlord  ended  thus  his  tale, 

ising  took  down  from  its  nail 

ord  that  hung  there,  dim  with  dust, 

^avingto  its  sheath  with  rust, 

id,  "This  sword  was  in  the  fight." 

et  seized  it,  and  exclaimed, 

;he  sword  of  a  g^ood  knight, 

I  homespun  was  his  coat-of-mail  ; 

natter  if  it  be  not  named 

;,  Colada,  Durindale, 

ar,  or  Around  ight, 

r  name  the  books  record  ? 

icestor,  who  bore  this  sword 

)Del  of  the  Volunteers, 

d  upon  his  old  gray  mare, 

re  and  there  and  everywhere, 

1  grander  shape  appears 

d  Sir  William,  or  what  not, 

^  about  in  foreign  lands 

on  gauntlets  on  his  hands, 

his  head  an  iron  pot  !  " 

i;hed  ;  the  Landlord's  face  grew  red 
escutcheon  on  the  wall  ; 


He  could  not  comprehend  at  all 

The  drift  of  what  the  Poet  said  ; 

For  those  who  had  been  longest  dead 

Were  always  greatest  in  his  eyes  ; 

And  he  was  speechless  with  surprise 

To  see  Sir  William's  plumed  head 

Brought  to  a  level  with  the  rest, 

And  made  the  subject  of  a  jest. 

And  this  perceiving,  to  appease 

The  Landlord's  wrath,  the  others'  feaci, 

The  Student  said,  with  careless  ease, 

"  The  ladies  and  the  cavaliers. 

The  arms,  the  loves,  the  courtesies, 

The  deeds  of  high  emprise,  I  sing  I 

Thus  Ariosto  says,  in  words 

That  have  the  stately  stride  and  ring 

Of  arm^d  knights  and  clashing  swords. 

Now  listen  to  the  tale  I  bring  ; 

Listen  !  thouc^h  not  to  me  belong 

The  flowing  draperies  of  his  song, 

The    words    that    rouse,   the    voice    that 

charms. 
The  Landlord's  tale  was  one  of  arms, 
Only  a  tale  of  love  is  mine. 
Blending  the  human  and  divine, 
A  tale  of  the  Decameron,  told 
In  Palmieri's  garden  old. 
By  Fiametta,  laurel-crowned. 
While  her  companions  lay  around. 
And  heard  the  intermingled  sound 
Of  airs  that  on  their  errands  sped. 
And  wild  birds  gossiping  overhead. 
And  lisp  of  leaves,  and  fountain's  fall, 
And  her  own  voice  more  sweet  than  all. 
Telling  the  tale,  which,  wanting  these. 
Perchance  may  lose  its  power  to  please.** 


THE  STUDENT'S   TALE 

THE    FALCON    OF     SER    FEDERIGO 

One  summer  morning,  when  the  sun  was 

hot, 
Weary  with  labor  in  his  garden-plot, 
On  a  rude    bench    beneath    his    cottage 

eaves, 
Ser  Federigo  sat  among  the  leaves 
Of  a  huge  vine,  that,   with  its  arms  out- 
spread. 
Hung  its  delicious  clusters  overhead. 
Below    him,  through    the    lovely  valley, 

flowed 
The  river  Amo,  like  a  winding  road. 
And  from  its  banks  were  lifted  high  in  air 
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The  ipirrt  aud  roof«  of  Klarenee  calM  the 

Fair; 
Tu  bim  a  marble  tomb,  tlial  rote  abore 
His  watted  fortunr*  and  bi«  buried  luTe. 
Kur  there,  in  baiiqurt  and  in  toumanirnt. 
Hit  wealth  bad  lavitbed  been,  bit  tubttaace 

tpent. 
To  woo  and  lote,  tince  ill  bit  wooing  tped, 
Mttuna  (viovanna,  who  bit  rival  wed, 
Yrt  evrr  in  hit  fancv  reif|;ned  tupreme, 
The  ideal  woman  of  a  voting  man't  dream. 

Then  be  withdrew,  in  porertj  and  pain. 
To  thift  tuiall  farm,  the  latt  of  bin  domain. 
Hit  onlr  comfort  and  bit  oulj  care 
To  prune  bit  vinet,  and  plant  the  fig  and 

iK-ar  ; 
Hit  oniv  forrtter  and  onlr  guest 
HiA  falcon,  faithful  to  him,  when  the  rett. 
Whose  willing  handt  bad  found  to  light  of 

yore 
The  bnuru  kncwker  of  bi^  imlaee  door, 
HaAl  now  no  strength  to  lift   the   wooden 

Utcb, 
That    entrance   gnve   beneath   a  roof    of 

thatch. 
Companion  of  hit  toHtarr  wars, 
Punri'Tor  of  bit  feaftt^  on  bolidart. 
On  bim  tbit  melancboW  man  bettowed 
Tlie  lore  with  which  bit  nature  oreHlowed. 

And   to    the    emptT-handed    years    went 

round. 
Vacant,    though    Toiceful    with   prophetic 

touml. 
And   to,   that   tummcr  mom,   be  sat  and 

niit4tMl 
With  ftihlnl,  |iaticnt  hand*,  a^  he  wat  n4e<l. 
Ami  drraniiU  h«*f«>n*  \ix%  half-cl<«MMl  night 
Miiatril  tlie  \i«i(m  **i  ht«  liMt  delight. 
H«*«Mr  him.  uii»tii»nh'««,  tli«*  dniw«r  hinl 
I*rrainr4|  of  tlw*  ch^M*.  and  m  bit  tlumbrr 

brani 
T)m*   tufliii-n.    «i-\the-like  tweep   of  witiip, 

tliAt  liarr 
The    hrikilliiiii*    plunge     thrtHigh    eddiing 

i^ulfo  *tt  tur, 
T)irn.  «tar1iiii;  )>niafl  awake  u|M)n  hl«  prrrh. 
Tinktrtl    hi«    )irlU,    like    uiAM-brtl*    in   a 

rhiinh. 
Ami  Itwtking  St  hi«  tna«ter,  «eenirft  in  tar, 
••  .**^r  Ketlcngu.  nhall  we  hunt  t<»-da;  ?  "' 

8er  KiNlrrigo  th'tiiifht  not  of  the  rHate  ; 
Thi'  tender  timuo  of  her  lovelj  face. 


I  will  not  tay  be  teems  to  8M^ 
In  the  leaf-tbadows  of  tW  Uwl 
Ifenelf,  yet  not  herself  ;  m  lovi 
With   Howing  tressss,  mad  cy 

wild. 
Coming  uiidaanted  np  the  gan 
And  looking  not  at  bim,  bat  at 
^  Beautiful  falcon  I  **  said  be,  - 
Might  bohl  thee  oo  my  wrist, 

The   Toice  was  hers,  ami    m 

ei'boes  start 
Through  all  the  bannttd  ebn 

heart. 
At  an  ■*olian  harp  through  g«i 
Of  tome  old  ruin  its  wild  mua 

*•  Who  b  thy  mother,  my  fm 

taid. 
Hit  hand  laid  toftly  on  that  al 
**Monua  (fiovanna.     Will  yo« 
A  little  while,  and  with  your  £ 
We  live  there,  just   beyood 

wall. 
In  the  great  house  behind  the  ] 

So  he  spake  on  ;  and  Federigv 
At  fmm  afar  each  softW  utter 
And  drifted   onward   through 

glcamt 
And  thailonks  of  the  mitty  sett 
At    marinrrt    becalmed    thrt 

drift. 
And  frrl  the  tea  beneath   thu 

lift. 
And  bear   far  off  the  mouml 

riHkr. 
And  Toin-i  culling  faintly  froa 
Tfirn  wakih);  frtmi  hit  pleasant 
III*  t«Nik  tlir  littlfl*  kmr  ufvoQ  bu 
And  t«ilil  him  ttnrttm  of  bit  gnJ 
Till    ill    thi-ir    friendship    ho 

thinl. 

Mi>nna  (fiovanna.  widowed  in  I 
Had  C4»iiic  with  frii'ntU  In  |>asa 

titiif* 
In  lirr  gniiid  villa,  lialf-way  up 
(r«>rl«Mikiiii;  Horriw"*-.  k  ut  rriir 
With  ir«in  ;r»tr«,  that  <«ppnc«i  ti 

liiit** 
( If  4arml  ilcv  ami  c^nteonial  p 
And  trrnrril  ganlt«ns,  mad  hffv 

•tlHH-,  t 

And  sylvan  deities,  villi  BOM  i 
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And  fountaiiis  palpitating  in  the  heat. 

And  all  Val  <r  Arno  stretched  beneath  its 

feet. 
Here  in  seclusion,  as  a'widow  maj, 
The  lorely  lady  whiled  the  hours  away, 
Picmg  in  sable  robes  the  statued  hall, 
Herself  the  stateliest  statue  among  all, 
And  seeing  more  and  more,  with  secret 

joy, 
Herhasband  risen  and  living  in  her  boy, 
Tin  the  lost  sense  of  life  returned  again. 
Not  as  delight,  but  as  relief  from  pain. 
Meiowhile     the     boy,     rejoicing     in    his 

strength. 
Stormed  down  the  terraces  from  length  to 

length  ; 
The  screaming  peacock  chased  in  hot  pur- 
suit. 
And  climbed  the  garden  trellises  for  fruit. 
But  his  chief  pastime  was  to   watch  the 

flight, 
Of  I  gerfalcon,  soarmg  into  sight, 
Beyond  the  trees  that  fringed  the  garden 

wall. 
Then  downward  stooping  at  some  distant 

eaU; 
And  as  he  gazed  full  often  wondered  he 
Who  might  the  master  of  the  falcon  be. 
Until  that  happy  morning,  when  he  found 
Master  and  falcon  in  the  cottage  ground. 

^  now  a  shadow  and  a  terror  fell 
On  the  great  house,  as  if  a  passing-bell 
Tolled  from  the   tower,   and    filled  each 

spacious  room 
With  secret  awe  and  preternatural  gloom  ; 
^  petted  boy  grew  ill,  and  day  by  day 
*^^  with  mysterious  malady  away. 
The  mother's   heart   would    not  be  com- 

f orted  ; 
Her  dnriing  seemed  to  her  already  dead, 
uw  ^^^^f  sitting  by  the  sufferer's  side, 
**  What  can  I  do  to  comfort  thee  ?  "  she 

cried. 
^^  first  the  silent  lips  made  no  reply, 
'^ij  moved  at  length  by  her  importunate 

^ive  me,"   he  answered,  with  imploring 
^        tone, 
Ser  Federigo's  falcon  for  my  own  !  " 

^0  ansirer  could  the   astonished   mother 
^       make  ; 

How  could  she  ask,  e'en  for  her  darling's 
sake. 


Such  favor  at  a  luckless  lover's  hand, 
WeU  knowing  that  to  ask  was  to  command  ? 
Well    knowing,   what    aU  falconers    con- 
fessed, 
In  aU  the  land  that  falcon  was  the  best. 
The   master's  pride  and  passion  and  de- 

light, 

And    the    sole    pursuivant    of  this    poor 

knight. 
But  yet,  for  her  child's  sake,  she  could  no 

less 
Than  give  assent,  to  soothe  his  restlessness, 
So  promised,  and  then  promising  to  keep 
Her  promise  sacred,  saw  him  fall  asleep. 

The  morrow  was  a  bright  September  mom  ; 
The  earth  was  beautiful  as  if  new-bom  ; 
There  was  that  nameless  splendor  every- 
where, 
That  wild  exhilaration  in  the  air, 
Which  makes  the  passers  in  the  city  street 
Congratulate  each  other  as  they  meet. 
Two  lovely  ladies,  clothed  in  cloak  and 

hood, 
Passed  through  the   garden  gate  into  the 

wood. 
Under  the  lustrous  leaves,  and  through  the 

sheen 
Of  dewy    sunshine    showering    down  be- 
tween. 
The  one,  close-hooded,  had  the  attractive 

grrace 
Which  sorrow  sometimes  lends  a  woman's 

face  ; 
Her  dark  eyes  moistened  with  the  mists 

that  roll 
From   the   gulf-stream   of  passion  in  the 

soul  ; 
The  other  with  her  hood  thrown  back,  her 

hair 
Making  a  golden  glory  in  the  air, 
Her    cheeks    suffused     with    an    auroral 

blush. 
Her  youug  heart  singing  louder  than  the 

thrush. 
So  walked,  that   morn,   through  mingled 

light  and  shade. 
Each  by  the  other's  presence  lovelier  made, 
Monna  Giovauna  and  her  bosom  friend, 
Intent  upon  their  errand  and  its  end. 

They  found  Ser  Federigo  at  his  toil, 
Like  banished  Adam,  delving  in  the  soil  ; 
And  when  he  looked  and  these  fair  women 
spied, 
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llu  lifii)*-lii»t  hull* II  KkAJi  n-aton'il  u^^iin. 
Ami  the*  •traii)^*  riv«*r  wi Deling;  lliruugb  the 

pUiu 
No  l«iti|pi*r  wax  th«*  Amn  to  ni^  rrrn. 
But  th«  Ku|»bnitv»  watcTin^  I'anulifte  I 

MunuA  (•iovMiiui  miiiccl  ber  Htatrlr  head, 
AikI  with  fair  wiinl.H  uf  Miliitatioii  Miid  : 
**  ?ST  Kt-drrit^it,  wi*  ootiii*  hcrr  at  f  riniiiii, 
]|ti|Mii^  iu  thi.t  til  iiiiikf  Miiuf  |NMir  niiirmlH 
Kur  |ia»t  uiikiiuliii*M«.     1  nhn  ii«'*«>r  lN*f«»rr 
WtNiM   r«*-ii  cHRt!!   the  thn'shulil  of  yuur 

«l«Mir, 
I   «hu  ill  lM|i|»ii'r  davA  KUfh  pride  main- 

taiiird, 
Kt^fuMMl  iiiur  l>ant|iirt>,  aiid  Tour  gifts  din- 

daiiii'd. 
Tliin  imiriiiii;;  t'tinir,  a  M'lf-invitfd  f^c*ftt, 
Tu  put  \oiir  )*i-iifrf>ii^  ii:iturf  tn  thi*  ti*«it. 
And  lirv.kkfu.il   %»ith  \ou  uiidtT  luur  uwu 

MUV.'* 

To  mhi'h  lit*  aiiMrfn'd  :   **  INiur  dvsert  uf 

ntiiii-. 
Ni>t  ymir  iiiikiiiiliir«i  i-;ill  it.  for  if  au^^ht 
Ift  p**"!  ni  iiH-  lit   f«-i-liii;;  or  i»f  tiiiin;;lit, 
Fruiii  %oii  It  riiUK't.  siiiii  thv%  la.«t  gnti'v  out- 

All  Mim»\%>t,  all  rr^n  t.-«  of  othiT  davk.'* 

Ami  aftrr  fiirtlirr  riiiiipliinfiit  and  talk, 

Ainoiii*  thi*  afttf'r«  in  tin*  pinliii  walk 

111-    If  ft    hi*   ffiii'itti  ;    and    to   his   C4»ttap' 

turiitil. 
And  ».«  h«*  •-iitfrvil  fur  a  nmnn'iit  v<*amtMl 
Kor  thf  liMt  «i|*lfiiditp>  of  ihi-  da\*»  of  41I1I, 
Thf  riili\  ;:!a->i.  iht-  «i1\it  and  tlir  p>lil. 
Ami  flit  hitw  I'li-n-iti^  it  thi-  !»tini:  <*f  pridi*. 
Hi  «:ftiit  i-nihitffr«-il  iiiitl  inifiiiifii'il. 
Ill-   liMiki-d   aUMtt   hiiii  for  miiih'  iiii*an4  or 

«  11 
*!'••  ki'i'|i  til II  iini*Y|t«*rti'd  lifilii|;i_T  ; 
N-.in  iii-il  •  \i  ri  rupUiani.  niiil  tht-n  «'>art*h«'4| 

■■»«  •  ". 
Suiniii--i»  •!   til'-   ii..ftid.  will!  I'.iliir,  hut   raiiu- 


III  1  .till  ; 


••  Ihr    **i,;i.ir    <i.il    iii-t    huiit    tii-ila%,"    »hf 

••'Ihffi   '^    »i"tl.iri^    i!i    tin*    lniii««'    l-ii!    min- 

aini  I  r.   i.l 
"Oi*  U  ••i.ilt  •  :\    !fii    -Ir    w«.\    f.iii  nil  Nhi^  k 
il.«  i.vi«-  )•  !j*.  *»■'.  •j.i!  i»  .;;  II  ...'i^  [•••ik. 
W  hii'li    ^.li'i.    ^«    j-1  i.ii    a«    i  iti^ii:«;;i-    t<i   tht- 

•■«r. 
**  If  ain  tiling  1%  « Anting,  I  .»ni  ht-n-  f  " 


Yft,  rvcrvthin^  U  wmntiug,  ^alUai  kM  ? 
The   ua«t4*r  wised  Uiee   witbiMi  fattki 

wurd. 
Like  thine  own  lure,  be  whirM  Ikiv  tmmi ; 

all  Die*  t 
The  pouip  ami  flutter  of  twrnve  Caleoarr. 
The   belU,   the   jewes,  ibe   brigbl  niM 

hood, 
The   flight  ami  the  pnmiit  o'er  teU  mi 

wood, 
All  thpM*  foreTpmiore  are  ended  mom ; 
No  longer  victor,  but  the  victioi  iboa ! 


aidTUi 


Tlirn  on  the  Uianl  a  inow-wbite  doCb  li 

tprfail. 
I«:u«l  on  its  noodrn  dUh  tbr  loaf  of  hna4. 
ISrouglit  puriili'   grapea  witb  •■!■■■  H^ 

iihiiii*  hot, 
The  fragrant  |ifa«*h.  the  juirv 
Then  in  th«*  inidM  a  flai^k  of  m 
Ami  with   autumnal   fluwcn   IW 

grar«*«l. 
S*r  Fe<lt'ri^ii.  would  ndt  theie 
Without  thv  fulcon  ttuffed  wilh 

npicf  ? 


When  all  waa  rrailr,  ami  tbe  couilj 
With  lirr  r«im|iaiiiiiii  to  the  _ 

t']M»n  St-r  KiMlfrigo'ft  brain  there  fell 
Thi*  wild  «>ni'liiintiii«*nt  of  1 
Thi-  riHini  thi'v  ciitrrt-d,  mean 

unmll, 
WaA  rhunjffd  into  a  tiimptuooa 

hall. 
With  f.iiil»n*t  \*y  arri.i1  truropets 
Thi*  riintit*  «-li:iir  lilir  »ui  on  waft  a 
111'  at<*  I'l'li-^tistl  food,  ami  a  div 
Kla%iir  HAM  p«i-n  to  hi«  ciiuntrr 
And  thr  |iotir  fali'iiU.  fragrant  with  hk 
A  |H'aA-iN-k  «a!t,  (»r  bird  of  |iaradiee  I 


Whi-n  thr  rn|ia.tt  wxn  rnd«*d.  ther 
And  |ia»««M|  :ki;:iiii  inlf»  tlir 
'I  ht-n  tai'l  thf  l.id>.  **  r.tr  tuu  well  I 
KfitifiiilM'riiik;  •kfill  thr  diA\%  of 
ThiiU^^h   \*>n   I"  (r.i\    it   not.  wilh 

pri*** 
ViMi  hrf  nii*  lit-n*  in  thi«  familiar 

^  iiU      \iA\r     till    (  iiildri'U, 

Wh.it  ani;Mi''!i.  what  unnprakatle 
A  tiiiitlk*  r  i't  ]",  «hi*%r  rhild  la  lyiag  flL 
Niir  )»i^»  )■•  r  )\*  .irt  aniiripatea  lua  wilL 
\imI  \ft  ftir  till*.  ««iii  «re  tnr  lav 
All  nuiiiaiiU  rrtrrir  ami  cbeek  of 
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the  thing  most  precious  in  your 

bt, 

jn,  your  sole  comfort  and  delight, 

you  find  it  in  your  heart  to  give, 

,   unhappy    hoy   perchance    may 


igo  listens,  and  replies, 
*&  of  love  and  pity  in  his  eyes  : 
ar  lady  !  there  can  be  no  task 
to  me,  as  giving  when  you  ask. 
hour  ago,  if  I  had  known 
of  yours,  it  would  have  been  my 
n. 

ing  in  what  manner  I  could  best 
to  the  presence  of  my  g^est, 
that  nothing  worthier  could  be 
it  most  dear  and  precious  was  to 

t    • 

9 
y  rallant  falcon  breathed  his  last 

^  forth  this  morning  our  repast." 

ontrition,  mingled  with  dismay, 
e  lady  turned  her  eyes  away, 
that   he    such    sacrifice    should 
ke 

lis  falcon  for  a  woman's  sake, 
ig  in  her  heart  a  woman's  pride, 
ling  she  could  ask  for  was  denied  ; 
k  her  leave,  and  passed  out  at  the 
te 
istep  slow  and  soul  disconsolate. 

ys  went  by,  and  lo  1   a  passing- 

11 

)m  the  little  chapel  in  the  dell ; 

es  Ser  Federigo  heard,  and  said, 

;  a  prayer,  **  Alas  !   her  child  is 

id!" 

•nths  went  by  ;  and  lo  I  a  merrier 

ime 

m  the  chapel  bells  at  Christmas- 

le  ;  ' 

ge  was  deserted,  and  no  more 

rigo  sat  beside  its  door, 

with  servitors  to  do  his  will, 

md  villa,  half-way  up  the  hill, 

;  Christmas  feast,  and  at  his  side 

iovanna,  his  beloved  bride, 

beautiful,  so  kind,  so  fair, 

d  once  more   in    the   old  rustic 

air, 

ched  upon  the  back  of  which  there 

>od 

^  of  a  falcon  carved  in  wood. 


And  underneath  the    inscription,  with  a 

date, 
**  All  things  come  round  to  him  who  will 

but  wait." 


INTERLUDE 

Soon  as  the  story  reached  its  end, 
One,  over  eager  to  commend. 
Crowned  it  with  injudicious  praise  ; 
And  then  the  voice  of  blame  found  yent, 
And  fanned  the  embers  of  dissent 
Into  a  somewhat  lively  blaze. 

The  Theolo^an  shook  his  head  ; 

"These  old  Italian  tales,"  he  said, 

"  From  the  much-praised  Decameron  down 

Through  all  the  rabble  of  the  rest, 

Are  either  trifling,  dull,  or  lewd  ; 

The  gossip  of  a  neighborhood 

In  some  remote  provincial  town, 

A  scandalous  chronicle  at  best ! 

They  seem  to  me  a  stagnant  fen. 

Grown  rank  with  rushes  and  with  reedfl, 

Where  a  white  lily,  now  and  then, 

Blooms  in  the  midst  of  noxious  weeds 

And  deadly  nightshade  on  its  banks  I " 


To  this  the  Student  straight  replied, 

*'  For  the  white  lily,  many  thanks  I 

One  should  not  say,  with  too  much  pride. 

Fountain,  I  will  not  drink  of  thee  I 

Nor  were  it  grateful  to  forget 

That  from  these  reservoirs  and  tanks 

Even  imperial  Shakespeare  drew 

His  Moor  of  Venice,  and  the  Jew, 

And  Romeo  and  Juliet, 

And  many  a  famous  comedy." 

Then  a  long  pause  ;  till  some  one  said, 

"  An  Angel  is  flying  overhead  !  " 

At  these  words  spake  the  Spanish  Jew, 

And  murmured  with  an  inward  breath : 

"  God  grant,  if  what  you  say  be  true. 

It  may  not  be  the  Angel  of  Death  f " 

And  then  another  pause  ;  and  then. 

Stroking  his  beard,  he  said  again  : 

"  This  brings  back  to  my  memory 

A  story  in  the  Talmud  told. 

That  book  of  gems,  that  book  of  gold. 

Of  wonders  many  and  manifold, 

A  tale  that  often  comes  to  me, 

And  fills  my  heart,  and  haunts  my  brain, 

And  never  wearies  nor  grows  old." 
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THK   SIWNISII   JI  W'S   TAI.E 

TIIK  I.l.t.MM)  (»l-    KAIiltl  IlKN    I.KVI 

Habri  lirx  Li  VI.  un  tin*  SaMiath,  rvsul 

A  vtiluiiu*  4if  (Iti-  Ijiw,  ill  whii-h  it  Mud, 

**  Nu  uiun  Kliall    IiNik    u|iuii    iii}'  face   mul 

i\v. 
And  ai  lu*  n-A<l,  In*  pnivcil  tluit  (  mmI  wtmM 

His  faithful  lUTvniit  );r:ift*  with  riiort:il  vyv 
Tu  luuk  U|Mtii  lliH  fiu-i-  ttiid  \«'t  Hut  die. 

Thfii  fi'll  A  Midih'ti  •«h;idi»w  on  thf  p>tp% 
Audi  lilting  ii|»  his  vyvik,  ^rt»«»ii  dim  with 

He  Mw  till*  Anp-l  of  l^*ath    U'forr   liiiu 

litaiid, 
Ilohiiiii;  a  iijikt'd  awumI  in  lti<«  ri};ht  liaud. 
Kahhi  li«*ii  I^-%i  mat  u  n^^iitinut  iiiUii, 
Yi't  thniiii;h  liii  wins  a  i-hill  nf  trrrur  ran. 
^Vith  tn-iiihltti^  \tiiri»  hi*  »aid,  **  W  liat  nilt 

lh"ii  hvtv  V  " 
Thr  An^'«-t  ^ui.iwrrfd,  **  I^  !  tht*  tinif  drawsi 

nt'ar 
WtM*ii   till  ill  til  Hit  dii'  ;  vi-t   lir>t,  bv  (luii^ 

lli'iTiT, 

Wliati*'t'r    thou    a^ki-Ht    hliall    l*c*    f;mnt4.'il 

th.r/* 
Ki'|ilii-d  thi'  Kahhi,  "  l^t  thi'M*  h«in^  ryvl 
Kirftt  luuk  n|*t»n  iiiv  |il.k4*«'  in  I'amdiMf/ 


•• 


TlirD  iciiil  till*  Aa^  1.  'M'lMiiv  Hilh  nil*  and 

Kahhi  l(«-n  I^-vi  floM-d  th^*  *>a4*n*i|  lMM»k, 
And  r.oiiij,  ;»iiil  iipliflinkf  ln!«  KrvL\  ht-ail, 
**<ii\f    111*'   tliv    f««»'ir«l/*  hi*   ti>    tlu*    Aiij^i'l 

«.kiil, 
**  Ijf'tt  tiptii    ihiMiIdot  f.kll   ii|Hin  III*'  \'\  t}ii> 

«.t\ 
Till*  Aii;;«  I  '«tiiN*-t|  ainl  h:i*tfni'd  u*  *A**'\\ 
'Ilit-n  l'-*l  tiiiii  fiirtli  ti>  til**  Cflf^ti.il   I'nwM. 
Aiiil   !u  t    h.iii   <i!i   i\tr  nail,   whi-tii'*-,   ;^.iiiiij 

il'-vn. 
KtM  i  !(•  M  (.'v:.  w.Mi  li:%  li\ iii:^  •  \i*4, 
Mi;;h*.  liMik  ii|Hi:i  I1.4  |.U*-i'  Hi  i'.ira*ii«*. 

Tlifii  **ru;^'!ii  iT.t-i  :).*■  I  i:\  i-f  ili'-  l^»r»l 
I'hi*  K^lmi   !•  Jk|M  d  w.:.'i  till*    !*■  ath- Xii^;*-!'* 

Abtl     thf'  ■i.;fi    :*••    •!r»rl*    llii-n-    *»•  p:    :i 

•  idih  11  l>r>  k!h 

Of   »iiii->  fl.  I  .-   t-  •  r«-    iii.Liiiivli,   Hkhirh   lum 

•  ^1  di  JkUk. 


Meanwhile*  the  Angel  atajcd  wilho«l« 

••  Come    hack  !  "     To   which   th* 

voiri*  rrplied, 
**  No  !  in  thi*  uainr  of  (io4« 
I    ft  wear    thai    bvnoe     I 

niort*  *  '* 


I 


Oii^ 


httf 


'IVn  all  thf  Anj^rU  cried,  ••O  ll^j 

.s«.(.  what  the  mui  i>f  lx*Ti  here 
The    kiii^loiu   uf    Heaven    ha 

vtidi'iire, 
Ami  in  Th)  name  rcfuiiea  to  ipn 
The    J^iird    n'plicil,   **  Mj  AngeK 

wntth  ; 
Did  rVr  thi'  mui  ctf  I^tti  break  hit 
\a'1  hun  Ft*  ma  in  ;  fur  hr  vilh  BOfftal 
Nhall  luuk  n|»on  ni  v  face  awl  ywt  Bol 


lU'vonil  the  outer  wall  the  Ai^  of  Aad 
Hi'unl  thr  t,'r%-at  \uicr,  and  aaid,  with  pMl 

111^  hn  ath, 
"<;iTf  Xttuk  the  ftword,  and  Ictvagev 

wav." 
Wherrat  tin*  liahhi  pauacd, 

"  Na>  ! 
Anf^iiith  •  mm^h  nlrradT  hath  it 
Ainun^'  thi*  Min»  uf  men.**     And  whit  I 

|i.iiiM't| 
Hi*  hranl  ihr  awful  mandate  of  the  Ltd 
llt'jiuuiifliii^  thntii^h  the  aiTt  **Gna  ^td 

ihr  awtinl  ! " 


Thr  llahhi  IniwimI  hift  head  in 
Thru    Miiil     Iif    tu    the    diradfal 

•'  .'^wi'ar 
N>i  liuiiian  fii*  jkhall  look  on  it 
Hut   whrn   ihdu  takett  awaj  the 

llirll, 

Th)MU  iiiiM'fn,  and  with  an  ni 
1  liiiii    will     1*1  rt«>riii    the    Imliiinj 

l^ini  * 
The    Ani:i  I     t<Hik     the    ftwoffd 

nwnri'. 
Ami  walk.t  iin  rarth  uuiecn  t 


INTI  RI  IDE 

Hi  ••mlfd  :  and  a  kind  uf  tpeQ 

I'lMin  thi'  tih-iit  liHti*neri  felL 
Mi«  Miifiiiii  iii.iiiiifr  nnd  hi« 
H.vl  tiiiii'li*-d  thf  tli-«>ii,  m«*teri 
1  h.it  ^  ihr.iS*-  III  «-:irh  Duniaa  hi 
Alikr,  but  not  alike 
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;tial  world  seemed  near  ; 
above  them,  fall  of  fear, 
adumbration  passed, 
us  shadow,  vague  and  vast, 
ost  feared  to  look,  lest  there, 
I  from  the  impalpable  air, 
ht  behold  the  Angel  stand, 
he  sword  in  his  right  hand. 

at  in  a  voice  subdued, 

iturb  their  dreamy  mood, 

Sicilian  :  <*  While  you  spoke, 

)ur  legend  marveUous, 

in  my  memory  woke 

rht  of  one,  now  gone  from  us, 

bate,  meek  and  mild, 

I  and  teacher,  when  a  child, 

etimes  in  those  days  of  old 

id  of  an  Angel  tola, 

n,  as  I  remember  thus." 


IE   SICILIAN'S  TALE 
VG    ROBERT   OF    SICILY 

•f  Sicily,  brother  of  Pope  Urbane 
loud,  Emperor  of  AUemaine, 
d  in  magnificent  attire. 
Que  of  many  a  knight  and  squire, 
fohn's   eve,   at   vespers,   proudly 

d  the  priests  chant  the  Magnifi- 

• 

listened,  o'er  and  o*er  again 
like  a  burden  or  refrain, 
t  the  words,  "  Deposuit  potentes 
I  exaltavit  humiles  ;  " 
y  lifting  up  his  kingly  head 
larned  clerk  beside  him  said, 
lean  these  words  ?  "     The  clerk 
de  answer  meet, 

put  down  the  mighty  from  their 
t, 

xalted  them  of  low  degree." 
ling  Robert  muttered  scornfully, 
tU  that  such  seditious  words  are 

iriests  and  in  the  Latin  tongue  ; 

priests  and  people  be  it  known, 

no  power  can  push  me  from  my 

•one  I  " 

ling   back,   he  yawned  and   fell 

eep, 

'  the  chant  monotonous  and  deep. 


When  he  awoke,  it  was  already  night ; 
The  church  was  empty,  and  Uiere  was  no 

light. 
Save  where  the  lamps,  that  glimmered  few 

and  faint. 
Lighted  a  little  space  before  some  saint. 
He  started  from  his  seat  and  gazed  around^ 
But  saw  no  living   thing  and  heard  no 

sound. 
He  groped  towards  the  door,  but  it  was 

locked ; 
He  cried  aloud,  and  listened,  and  then 

knocked. 
And  uttered  awful  threatenings  and  com- 
plaints. 
And  imprecations  upon  men  and  saints. 
The  sounds  reechoed  from  the  roof   and 

walls 
As  if  dead  priests  were  laughing  in  their 

stalls. 

At  length  the  sexton,  hearing  from  with- 
out 
The  tumult  of  the  knocking  and  the  shout. 
And  thinking  thieves  were  in  the  house  of 

prayer. 
Came  with  his  lantern,  asking,  ''Who  is 

there  ?  " 
Half  choked  with  rage.  King  Robert  fiercely 

said, 
<<  Open :  't  is    I,    the  King  I    Art    thoa 

afraid  ?  " 
The  frightened  sexton,  mnttering,  with  a 

curse, 
''This     is    some    drunken    vagabond,   or 

worse  I " 
Turned  the  great  key  and  flung  the  portal 

wide  ; 
A  man  rushed  by  him  at  a  single  stride. 
Haggard,  half  naked,  without  hat  or  cloak. 
Who  neither  turned,  nor  looked  at  him,  nor 

spoke, 
But  leaped  into  the  blackness  of  the  night, 
And   vanished   like    a    spectre   from    his 

sight. 

Robert  of  Sicily,  brother  of  Pope  Urbane 
And  Valmond,  Emperor  of  Allemaine, 
Despoiled  of  his  magniRcent  attire. 
Bareheaded,  breathless,  and  besprent  with 

mire, 
With  sense  of  wrong  and  outrage  desper- 
ate. 
Strode  on  and  thundered  at  the  palace 
gate; 
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KuiktM'il  thMiii;:h  till*   i'diirtvunl,   tbnistiii^ 

ill  hi  A  nip* 
To  n)*lit  mitl  U'it  viu*h  H<*iieM'lial  and  p:tp*. 
And    burrird   up  tli«*  bnwd  and  wiuudin); 

Mair. 
His   whiti*    fiu'o  ifliAAtIv    iu    tbo   torcbva' 

From  luUl  ti>  bill  I  he  |iiiiaH.Hl  with  brvatblfM 

Vuii^'S  aitii  crii'S  hp  heard,  but  did  not 
liftil, 

I'ntil  at  Iii»t  hr  n*a4'bt'«l  tbi*  liaitquft-ruom. 

ISbuin^  m  lib  li(;bt,  und  bn-atbiu|;  with  per- 
fume. 

Then*  tiu  the  d;u!i  Mt  another  kiiij;, 
Weahnji;  bis   rulH'ft,  bi^i  vniwn,  bid  si^net- 

"ll;r, 

Kinj(  Itiilwrl's  M-lf  in  fi-atumi,  furut,  and 

bright. 
Hut  all  tr.iii%hpirt'd  with  aiip'lii*  light  ! 
It  wan  an  Aiip*l  ;  and  bis  |in-iM-nce  there 
With  a  di\iiie  rlTuIj^i'Uii*  tUliil  the  air, 
All  ex.kl:atii>ii.  inm-iii;;  the  dit|;ui<«e, 
TbuU|;b  nmie  tlie  biddfii  An^*!  ri'cupiize. 

A  luuiiii'nt  itiH-i'chli-ot,  lll<llillille4^,  aniaiteil, 
'l*be    thriiiH-U'-*^    iii«iii.ir\-ti    nu    tbt*     An|;el 

Wbii  lilt  t  I  -«  look  ff  :tri'^i  r  ami  ]iiir]iri<u* 
With  thi'  di>in>'  I  tiiiiiKi^iioH  f tf  bi<*  vyv%  ; 
Tbi-ii    »a:'l,     "  Wl,..    .irt    iL-in'.'    and     »b\ 

«'inir'»t  thiMi  lii-r«-  '.*  '" 
To    wbii'b    Ktii;;    Ki>UTt  uri'twfntl   with  a 

mii-rr. 
**  I  am  till'  Kiti)».  :ii:il  I'liim-  tii  claim  liiy«iwn 
Kruiii      .til      iiii|Mi<»t<»r,     wliii     u«ur|i«       iiiv 

tKruiif  !  '* 
.\nf!  «i|i|ili'iiU,  at  tbf'M'  aiiil.i«-ii<iM  fumN. 
l'|i  %|ir  ifi^'  I  III-  .iiii*ry  };ui'fttJt.  ami  ilrt-w  tb«'ir 

Tlii     Xii.'i  1    iii-*\«fn-il.  w::b  iinriifllt-il  bfnw, 

••  N.i\.  ■  ■■!  til-  Kiiii:.  l»iit  ihr  Kiiii;'!«  Jf^jfT, 

!!•  Mil  f-'Tth    >)i.il!   wi.tr   till'   In  IU  ainl   «i-.kl- 

\tu\  t"r  ^)i\  I  •>!!:%• '.liif  •li.ill  I>- 111  All  »{••■  ; 
I  b«'U    ^hil!   "\m  \    iii\     M  r^.ii.t^   wbi-ii    (I.' I 

•  •  m 

t  I 

I-  I... 
Alnl   «  L.t  ll]Mi|)   ni\    1p-|i<  llllll  !l   111  thi-   b.ill  *.'* 

I^af  t.i  K.!ij  K"!"  rt'»  V'lr-  i!*  nu'l  i  r.i  ■•  .ii:il 

I  r  I  -.    r  • . 
llirj   tK'-f*.    I    !i.    Iii'.ii   t)i<-   b.ill  axi'l   iltiuii 

tbi.  «!a.r«  ; 


A  fH'oup  of  tittering  |Mi|c«a  rmn  bvf 

Atid  as  they  opened  wide  the 

Ilifl  heart  failed,  fur  be  beard,  witk 

alarms. 
The  boiHtcroui  lauj;hter  of  the 
And  all  the  vaulted  chamber 
With  the  iniK-k  pUudita  of 

King ! 


*i 


Next  morning;,  waking  with  tbt  daj'i  IM 

beam. 
He  said  within  himself.  "  It  was  a  dmaf* 
ilut   the   Mtraw    rustbrd   as   be  taratd  kg 

beail, 
'I*bere  were  the  cap  ami  bells  buids  kiiki^ 
Around  him  n>M'  the  bare,  diseulutvd 
Clu»e  by,  the  steeda  were  ehampiaf  ia 

stalls. 
And  in  the  comer,  a  revoliiag 
MuTcnng  and  chattering  lal  tW 

ape. 
It  was  no  dream  ;  the  world  h» 

much 
Had  turned  to  dust  and  asbea  at  kit  %mk  I 


Days  came  and  went ;  and 

again 
To  Sicilv  the  old  Satumiaa 
I'nder  the  Ancel's  gore 
The   happy  island  danecd   villi 

wine. 
And  deep  within   the  moaBCaia't 

breast 
Knceladu^,  the  giant,  was  at  mL 


Mi'anwbili*  Kiii^  Robert  \ieUetI  to  ki 
> II lien  and  !*ilrut  and  diMroosulatc. 
l>n'»M-d    in    tbo   motley  garb 

wrar. 
With  liiik  U-wiMeivd  and  a 
('U»s«'  >li.i\rii  aUi>v  the  ears,  as 

chiirii. 
Mv  riuirlit'r«  mucked,  hx 

M  urn. 

Ills  iihl\  friniil  till'  ape.  bi«  only  foad 
What  I'tht-r^    Kit.        be    suU 

•111.. I 
\r.il  w)i«  II  fill-  Anj^-l  met  him  am 
\riil  b.iif  III  *-Ariii-«t.  Iialf  in  )r*t« 
>!«rtil\.    tlii>u;:h   tt-mlrrli,   tbal  k» 

fill 
'I  III-  \i  I\i  t  •ki-.il'ikani  brbl  a  swotd  ef 
••  Art  1I1..11  till    Km;:  .'  "   the  pirn ' 

« •«- 
lliir»l  frutii  hiiu  in  rr 
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,  lifting  high  his  forehead,  he  would 

fling 
haughty  answer  hack,  **  I  am,  I  am  the 
iSng!" 

lost   three    years    were    ended ;  when 

there  came 
bassadors  of  great  repute  and  name 
m  Vahnond,  Emperor  of  AUemaine, 

0  King  Robert,  saying  that  Pope  Ur- 

bane 
etter  summoned  them  forthwith  to  come 
Holy  Thursday  to  his  city  of  Rome. 

1  Angel  with  great  joy    received  his 

guests, 
I  gave  them  presents  of  embroidered 

vests, 
I  velvet  mantles  with  rich  ermine  lined, 
I  rings  and  jewels  of  the  rarest  kind, 
n  he  departed  with  them  o'er  the  sea 
» the  lovely  land  of  Italy, 
ose    loveliness   was  more  resplendent 

made 
the  mere  passing  of  that  cavalcade, 
h  plumes,  and  cloaks,  and  housings,  and 

the  stir 
jewelled  bridle  and  of  golden  spur, 
i  lo  !  amone  the  menials,  in  mock  state, 
)n  a  piebald  steed,  with  shambling  gait, 
•  cloak  of  fox-tails  flapping  in  the  wind, 
i  solemn  ape  demurely  perched  behind, 
ig  Robert  rode,  making  huge  merriment 
all  the  country   towns   through   which 

they  went. 

A  Pope  received  them  with  great  pomp 

and  blare 
bannered  trumpets,  on  Saint  Peter's 

square, 
lUg  his  benediction  and  embrace. 
Vent,  and  full  of  apostolic  grace, 
^e    with     congratulations    and    with 

prayers 
Entertained  the  Angel  unawares, 
*^rtt   the  Jester,  bursting  through  the 

crowd, 
^  their  presence  rushed,  and  cried  aloud, 
am  the  King!     Look,  and  behold  in 

me 
^rt,  your  brother,  King  of  Sicily  I 
13  man,  who  wears  my  semblance  to  your 

eyes, 
&n  impostor  in  a  king's  disgpiise. 
^  you  not  know  me  ?  does  no  voice  within 
nawer  my  cry,  and  say  we  are  akin  ?  " 


The   Pope   in  silence,  but   with  troubled 

mien. 
Crazed  at  the  Angel's  countenance  serene  ; 
The  Emperor,  laughing,  said,  *<  It  is  strange 

sport 
To  keep  a  madman  for  thy  Fool  at  court ! " 
And  the  poor,  bafiBed  Jester  in  disgrace 
Was  hustled  back  among  the  populaoe. 

In  solenm  state  the  Holy  Week  went  bv, 
And  Easter  Sunday  gleamed  upon  the  sky  ; 
The  presence  of  the  Angel,  with  its  li^^ht, 
Before  the  sun  rose,  made  the  city  bright, 
And  with  new  fervor  filled  the  hearts  of 

men. 
Who  felt  that  Christ  indeed   had  risen 

again. 
Even  the  Jester,  on  his  bed  of  straw, 
With  haggard  eyes  the  unwonted  splendor 

saw, 
He  felt  within  a  power  unfelt  before, 
And,  kneeling  humbly  on  his  chamber  floor, 
He  heard  the  rushing  garments  of  the  Lord 
Sweep  through  the  nlent  air,  ascending 

heavenward. 

And  now  the  visit  ending,  and  once  more 
Valmond  returning  to  the  Danube's  shore. 
Homeward  the  Angel  journeyed,  and  again 
The  land   was  made  resplendent  with  his 

train, 
Flashing  along  the  towns  of  Italy 
Unto  SaJiemo,  and  from  thence  by  sea. 
And    when    once   more   within  Palermo's 

wall. 
And,  seated  on  the  throne  in  his  g^reat  hall. 
He    heard    the    Angelus    from    convent 

towers, 
As  if  the  better  world  conversed  with  ours. 
He    beckoned   to  King    Robert    to  draw 

nigher, 
And  with  a  gesture  bade  the  rest  retire  ; 
And  when  they  were  alone,  the  Angel  said, 
"Art    thou   the   King?"     Then,  bowing 

down  his  head. 
King  Robert  crossed  both  hands  upon  his 

breast. 
And  meekly  answered  him  :  "  Thou  know- 

est  best  f 
My  sins  as  scarlet  are  ;  let  me  go  hence. 
And  in  some  cloister's  school  of  penitence. 
Across  those  stones,  that  pave  the  way  to 

heaven. 
Walk    barefoot,    till   my    guilty    soul   be 

shriven  !  " 
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Th«  Anf^*l  •miled,  and   from  his  nMliant 

f»«.f* 
A  bc»W  li^lit  illumined  nil  the  place, 
And  t)iniii);b  tho  upeu  wiiuluw,  luud  and 

rlrar, 
They  hranl  the  monks  chant  in  the  chapt-l 

nfar, 
AboTe  thf  Htir  and  tumult  of  the  stret't  : 
**  lie  haji  put  duwu  the  niij^hty  from  thvir 

neat. 
And  luK  exalted  them  of  Ii>w  ilef^^ee  !  *' 
And  through  the  eluiiit  a  Mvuud  nirltMly 
KuMr  like  the  thmbhiii;;  of  a  »iii);le  utriiii;  * 
**  I  am  an  Angel,  and  thou  art  the  King ! ' 

King  UolMTt,  who  was  stoiuiiug  near  thi 

thrtuM*. 
Lift<*<l  hiA  vyvi,  and  lo  !  he  wan  ahme  ! 
Hut  all  app»n-lli*d  oa  iu  davK  of  «iKI, 
With   enuiued    uiAUtle    aud    with  cloth  t>f 

gtihl  ; 
And  when  his  court ien  came,  tbej  found  I 

hiiu  tht^re  | 

Kneeling  ii|ion  the  Hour,  absorbed  in  silent 

pr.i\  IT. 

iNTi:Ki.ri)K 

Axi»  thrn  the  MurH-vnl  Nitr«eman  t<ild 
A  •Vki;:!  of  ihi*  il;i\  «  iif  iild. 
••  nii-n*  i*,"  haul  hi',  ":i  wiinilniu*i  ImmiU 
f)f  l^*i;**tiil«  in  thi'4i]il  Niir"**'  tiin^uf, 
i>f  tlif  tli'ul  kiii'^i  iif  Niirriiw:i_v. 
I^-|^-liil'«  th.it  iinrr  Wi-n*  ttild  nr  !«uiig 
In  iii4ii\  :i  «iUiiikv  tin  "idi*  ntwik 
Of  li-f-Uml.  Ill  thr  aiiiiriit  d.ty, 
|tv   «i;infl*'rili'^  .Vi;;:i-li::tn  nr  N'.llil  : 
'  llt-iriiH|iriiiv;i.i  *  ih  thf  xnliiiiif  imIIi  il  ; 
Ami  |if  «hii  liNik«  iii»y  tiii'l  tht-ri'in 
'I  Im ■  •ttiM  that  I  now  iM-^iii.'* 

And  in  t-.-ii-h  {•:iiim*  tin-  ^tnry  iii.iiie 

I'|Miii  h,^   \i>i!mi   lir  |il.i\i-il. 

A«  :ili  .i|']iri|>i :  itf  ilil*rliiilf, 

}■  r  i-.;mi»  i.t »  i"f  «iiil   Nnr\»i-;j»  «ii  tiiln  ^ 

1  h.i!  l^.-iTitl  III  iitM   'hf  «i  |i.iritf  niiH's 

Aii>l  l<  I'l  t:  •-  M.  iii|  III  |iirft  1 1  iit-Nl, 

I'll* «  mill  ^  .11*1  •  Tn  .r«l.iii;  .ill 

'I'll'*  *!r  II. ^'i    .it,  1    I!  •    I  »  iS  •!  t}\'-  Mii-n 

i\  it!i    II. •  ii^i  •  «  •  f  *•]'{•  II  film      ; 

A*  «i«i  r  «>iiM    !i  ilf>r'iifM'il  vi.tll, 

llt«;'-i!i!t  il    iipI  .liMiiit  tti  f jU. 

f'n  «li  «->«l!'in«  «  •  liiiili  ami  iiiti-rl.ife. 

And  ki><  p  t!.*-  l>iii»r>ri«-d  •>!  ■?!•  «  in  place. 
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THE  2)AGA   OF  KING  OLAF 


TIIK   niALLF.NGi:  OF  THOft 

I  AM  the  God  Thor, 
I  am  the  War  (lod, 
I  am  the  lliunderrr  I 
Here  in  mj  Northlawl, 
My  fastness  and  foctrrMi, 
1(4* ign  I  forever  I 

Here  amid  ik*elierKt 
Utile  I  the  nations ; 
Thii  is  mr  hammer. 
Milliner  the  mighty ; 
(liantsand  si»reerers 
Cannot  withstand  it  I 

lliese  are  the  ganntltti 
When* with  I  wield  it. 
And  hurl  it  afar  off  ; 
This  1%  my  cinlle  ; 
Whenever  I  brace  it, 
Strength  U  rt-ddublcd  I 

I1:e  1i;:ht  tlion  brhoUcil 
Stri*aiii  thmugh  the  kcavMifc 
In  t{a«l»e«  nf  criiiiMHi, 
\»  I'lit  niv  re«l  lieard 

■ 

Itliiwii  by  the  nighc-wind, 
AtTiightiiig  the  uatiooil 

•fnir  14  niT  brother  : 
Mill*'  *yv%  are  the  lightabif : 
Tl.f  vihreU  of  mv  chahol 
\Un\  in  tli«'  thumler. 
'I'ln'  bltivin  iif  my  hamoiff 
Kii:^  111  the  eartlM|aakt  I 

Vi>n*e  niir«  tlie  world  itilL 
lli<«  r'ilnl  It.  uliall  mieii; 
Mi-fLiii-14  14  wrakneftS, 
Stn*iiv;th  14  triuniphaal* 
0>pr  i}ii-  whtilr  earth 

Mill  14  It  Th«irVlHiv  t 

• 

Thiiu  art  s  (mhI  too^ 

(I  (t.i!il*-an  ? 

And  thu4  »ingle-kaaitr4 
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Unto  the  combat. 
Gauntlet  or  Gospel, 
Here  I  defy  thee  1 

II 

KING  OLAF'S   return 

Ling  Olaf  heard  the  cry, 
le  red  light  in  the  sky, 
1  his  hand  upon  his  sword, 
leaned  upon  the  railing, 
is  ships  went  sailing,  sailing 
thward  into  Drontheim  fiord. 

he  stood  as  one  who  dreamed  ; 

le  red  light  glanced  and  gleamed 

the  armor  that  he  wore  ; 

e  shouted,  as  the  rifted 

lers  o'er  him  shook  and  shifted, 

iccept  thy  challenge,  Thor  !  *' 

;nge  his  father  slain, 
^conquer  realm  and  reign, 
le  the  youthful  Olaf  home, 
^h  the  midnight  sailing,  sailing, 
ing  to  the  wild  wind's  wailing, 
the  dashing  of  the  foam. 

thoughts  the  sacred  name 
mother  Astrid  came, 
the  tale  she  oft  had  told 

■  flight  by  secret  passes 

7h  the  mountains  and  morasses, 

he  home  of  Hakon  old. 

;tran^  memories  crowded  back 
een  Gunhild's  wrath  and  wrack, 

a  hurried  flight  by  sea  ; 
m  Vikings,  and  the  rapture 

sea-fight,  and  the  capture, 

the  life  of  slavery. 

.  stranger  watched  his  face 
Esthonian  market-place, 
ined  his  features  one  by  one, 
:,  "  We  should  know  each  other  ; 
iigurd,  Astrid's  brother, 
u  art  Olaf,  Astrid's  son  I  " 

IS  Queen  Allogia's  page, 
honors,  young  in  age, 
)f  of  all  her  men-at-arms  ; 


Till  vag^e  whispers,  and  mysterious, 
Reached  King  Valdemar,  the  imperiouB, 
Filling  him  with  strange  alarms. 

Then  his  cruisings  o'er  the  seas, 
Westward  to  the  Hebrides 

And  to  Scilly's  rocky  shore  ; 
And  the  hermit's  cavern  dismal, 
Christ's  g^reat  name  and  rites  baptismal 

In  the  ocean's  rush  and  roar. 

All  these  thoughts  of  love  and  strife 
Glimmered  through  his  lurid  life, 

As  the  stars'  intenser  light 
Through   the   red  flames  o'er  him   trail* 

As  his  ships  went  sailing,  sailing 
Northward  in  the  summer  night. 

Trained  for  either  camp  or  court, 
Skilful  in  each  manly  sport, 

Toung  and  beautiful  and  tall ; 
Art  of  warfare,  craft  of  chases. 
Swimming,  skating,  snow-shoe  races, 

Excellent  alike  in  all. 

When  at  sea,  with  all  his  rowers, 
He  alone  the  bending  oars 

Outside  of  his  ship  could  run. 
He  the  Smalsor  Hum  ascended. 
And  his  shining  shield  suspended 

On  its  summit,  like  a  sun. 

On  the  ship-rails  he  could  stand. 
Wield  his  sword  with  either  hand. 

And  at  once  two  javelins  throw  ; 
At  all  feasts  where  ale  was  strongest 
Sat  the  merry  monarch  longest. 

First  to  come  and  last  to  go, 

Norway  never  yet  had  seen 
One  so  beautiful  of  mien, 

One  so  royal  in  attire, 
When  in  arms  completely  furnished, 
Harness  gold-inlaid  and  burnished. 

Mantle  like  a  flame  of  fire. 

Thus  came  Olaf  to  his  own. 
When  upon  the  night-wind  blown 

Passed  that  cry  along  the  shore  ; 
And  he  answered,  while  the  rifted 
Streamers  o'er  him  shook  and  shifted, 

**  1  accept  thy  challenge,  Thor  ! " 
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THOKA  OP  RIMOL 

^'Tborm  of  Rtiiiol  t  bide  me !  hide  in<*  I 
Dani^r  and  ftliaiue  and  death  betiiic  me  ! 
For  Oiaf  the  Kidk  i»  bantiii{(  me  duwn 
Through   tU*ld   aiid  forest,   throogh  thorp 
and  town  I  '* 
Than  cried  Jarl  Hakon 
To  Thorn,  the  faireftt  of  women. 

**  Ilakon  Jarl  I  for  the  lore  I  bear  thee 
Neither  shall  thame  nor  death  come  near 

theel 
Bat  the   hiding-place  wherein  thou  most 

lie 
la  the  care  nndemeath  the  swine  in  the 
•tv.'* 
Thus  to  Jarl  Ilakon 
Said  Thora,  the  fairest  of  women. 

So  Hakun  Jarl  and  his  base  thrall  Karker 
Crouchrd    iu   the  care,   than   a  dungeon 

darker, 
As  Olaf  came  riding,  with  men  in  mail. 
Through  the  forest  ruads  into  Orkadale, 
Demanding  Jarl  Hakon 
Of  Thora,  the  fairest  of  women. 

**  Rich  and  booorrd  shall  be  whoerer 
The  hriul  of  ilakon  Jarl  shall  diMeirrr !  ** 
llakim  heard  him,  and  Karker  the  slave, 
Through  the  bfeathing-holes  of  the  dark- 
some care. 

Alone  in  hrr  chamber 

Wept  Thora,  the*  fairest  of  women. 


And    Hakon  answared^  **li««i 

king! 
He  will  lar  round  llij  atek  • 
ring.'' 
At  the  ring  on  hm  flngvr 
Gazed  Thora,  the  funat  of 

At  dajbreak  sleot  Hnkott,  wi 

encumbered. 
But  screamed  and  drew  np  kis 

slumbered  ; 
The  thrall  in  the  darkaeas  phngt 
knife, 
;  .Vnd  the  Karl  awnkeaed  so  as 
!  life. 

But  wakeful  and  weeping^ 
Sat  Thora,  the  fairest  of  wa 

At  Kitlarfaolm  the  prieala  art  all 
Two'gfaastlj  heads  on  the  fibbai 

>ng; 

One  it  Jarl  llakoo's  and  oaa  is  1 

And  the  people  are  ahoating  froi 

and  walls ; 

While  alone  in  her  dmaibai 

Swoons  Thora,  the  fairsat  o 


IV 


Ql'KEN  SIGRID  THE  HAVi 


Queen  Sigrid  the  Hangktj 

aloft 

In  her  chainlirr.  that  looked  09\ 
ami  cT%*it. 
Heart's  drarrst, 
Whr  do»t  thou  sorrow  aot 


Said  Karker,  the  craftT,  **  I  will  not  slav 

thrr  ! 
For  all  the  king's  gold  I  will  ncTrr  betrar 

l»H^  f  - 

**  Tbrn    whr  do*t    thou   turn   S4>   |>ale,   O 

<'huri. 
And  titrn  sipiin  bUuk  as  thr  rarth  ? **  said 
thr  Kjirl. 
Mi»rr  l>al«*  ami  tnnrr  faithful 
Was  'llMirs,  the  faarest  of  vitHnrn. 

Fitim    a    drram    in    the     utj^ht    th<*    thrall 

started.  iA\iii^. 
*  Rruttwl  mv  iM't-k  a  gold  ring  King  UUf 
la}  mg  !  '* 


The  tliMir  with  tassrls  of  Hr  was  I 
Filling  the  ruum  with  tbeir  flag 

She  lieanl  the  birds  sing,  aka  a 

shine. 
The*  air  of  summer 


Like  a  «wi»r«l  without 

nst'T  l.tr 
lirtwefii  hiT  own  kingdom  aad 


H>ic  ( )Uf  thr  King  had  swd  far 
'llu'    »wiinl    wouhl  be 
U*  sikjuiued. 
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laidens  were  seated  around  her -knee, 
ng  bright  figures  in  tapestry. 

Qe  was  singing  the  ancient  rune 
rynhilda's    love  and  the    wrath    of 
Gudrun* 

hrough  it,  and  round  it,  and  over  it 

aU 

ed  incessant  the  waterfalL 


lueen  in  her  hand  held  a  ring  of 

«)ld, 

the  door  of  Lady's  Temple  old. 


Dlaf  had  sent  her  this  wedding  gift, 
ir  thoughts  as  arrows  were  keen  and 
swift. 

id  given  the  ring  to  her  goldsmiths 

twain, 

miled,  as  they  handed  it  back  again. 

Mgrid   the   Queen,  in   her  haughty 

way, 

'  Why  do  you  smile,  my  goldsmiths, 

say?" 

hey  answered  :  ''  O   Queen  I  if  the 

truth  must  be  told, 

Dg  is  of  copper,  and  not  of  gold  !  ** 

^htning  flashed  o'er  her  forehead  and 
cheek, 
ily  murmured,  she  did  not  speak  : 

his  gifts  he  can  faithless  be, 
will  be  no  gold  in  his  love  to  me." 

^tep  was  heard  on  the  outer  stair, 
I  strode  King  Olaf  with  royal  air. 

^d  the  Queen's  hand,  and  he  whis- 
pered of  love, 
vore  to  be  true  as  the  stars  are  above. 

le  smiled  with  contempt  as  she  an- 
swered :  "  O  King, 
ou  swear  it,  as  Odin  once  swore,  on 
the  ring  ?  " 

3e  Ring  :  **  Oh  speak  not  of  Odin  to 

me, 
^fe  of  King  Olaf  a  Christian  must 

be." 


Looking  straight  at  the   King,  with  her 

level  brows. 
She  said,  <*  I  keep  true  to  my  faitn  and  my 

vows." 

Then  the  face  of  King  Olaf  was  darkened 

with  gloom. 
He  rose   in  his  anger  and  strode  through 

the  room. 

**  Why,  then,  should  I  care  to  have  thee  ?  " 

he  said,  — 
**  A  faded  old  woman,  a  heathenish  jade  I  " 

His  zeal  was  stronger  than  fear  or  love. 
And  he  struck  the  Queen  in  the  face  with 
his  glove. 

Then  forth  from  the  chamber  in  anger  he 

fled. 
And  the  wooden  stairway  shook  with  hia 

tread. 

Queen  Sigrid  the  Haughty  said  under  ber 

breath, 
«This    insult.   King  Olaf,   shall    be    thy 
death  !  " 
Heart's  dearest. 
Why  dost  thou  sorrow  so  ? 


THE  SKERRY  OF  SHRIEKS 

Now  from  all  King  Olaf 's  farms 

His  men-atTartDS 
Gathered  on  the  Eve  of  Easter  ; 
To  his  house  at  Angvalds-ness 

Fast  they  press, 
Drinking  with  the  royal  f eoster. 

Loudly  through  the  wide-flung  door 

Came  the  roar 
Of  the  sea  upon  the  Skerry  ; 
And  its  thunder  loud  and  near 

Reached  the  ear, 
Mingling  with  their  voices  merry. 

"  Hark  !  "  said  Olaf  to  his  Scald, 

Halfred  the  Bald, 
"  Listen  to  that  song,  and  leam  it ! 
Half  my  kingdom  would  I  g^ve. 

As  I  live, 
If  by  such  songs  you  would  earn  it ! 
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**  Kur  of  all  till*  riini*»  aud  rhvnu's 

iH  all  tlliir«. 
Bent  I  iikr  till'  tK-«*aii\  HirffpN. 
^Vlu*ll  till*  oltl  har|H-r  braVfH  anil  nM*ka, 

Hi*  hicirv  liM'k<i 
Fltiwiii^;  ami  Hajiliiii);  in  the*  iturf^rft  !  " 

Half  ml  aniiwiTiMl :   **  I  am  cidlt><l 

'Hii*  riiu|i|tuniMi ! 

Niithiii);  biiiiliTt  iiit*  ur  «):iiiiitH  iin-. 
Ilvarki'ii  ti»  liir,  tlii'li,  i>  KiU};, 

Wtiilr   I  hlli;* 

Tbtf  K'^'*^  Ot-caii  Niii^  tlu&t  ItauiitA  iiie.** 

**  1  will  lif:ir  Vfiiir  mhi^  mililiiiic 

S4IIIII*  iitlitT  llliir/* 
Savii  till*  iln>wo\  iiiiiiiurrli,  yawninf;. 
Ami  n-(in-H  ;  i-iu-h  liiii);}iiii^  );ui"«t 

Apjil.iiiii^  till*  if":  ; 
Thru  tbrv  filffp  till  (lu\  in  tU^ 


•• 


bjviufi  Kallda  and  his  mcu  ! " 
AiiftWf*nMl  tbrn 
From  the  yani  a  aturdy  farmer  ; 
While  tlM*  iiirii-at-amis 
Fillrd  the  |iLir«*, 
,  Busiljr  buckliiif;  un  tbvir 


From  the  f^iti'fl  they  MiUicd  fufth* 

Suuth  and  north. 
Scoured  tlu*  inlnml  coast  aroaad 
Seizing  all  tbo  warliM'k  baud, 

KiMit  ami  tiand 
On  the  Ski*rrv*«  rocks  ther 


iWlllUf^. 


PaiMU^  up  ami  ilnwn  tbr  yanl. 

Saw  (III-  «i-.i'iiii»t  iiloulx  rri't'p'.u); 
0*fr  tlif  «.iiiil«,  ninl  it{i  tli«-  bill, 

( i.ithi'riii^  hliM 
Koiiitil  till-  bi>ii*i*  fibtn*  tbi'V  wvn.*  slcepiu};. 

It  «ia4  ni*t  tbf  («>;;  lif  viw, 

N'l-r  lii:«t«   ll.iw. 
T)i:it  a)N>\f  tlif  l.iiitl^r:i|M*  l>riMMli-d  ; 
It  «»■•  I-.^^iiiil  Kuliiia'n  t-n-w 

( ii  u.trliN  U«  Mm 
With  tbi  ir  r.ip*  til  (larkii«">'H  hnuili  i|  ! 

Ki  Ml  III  I  :il.  1   riilllil  tbt'  III  111^'  tlll'V  ^tl, 

\Vi  .uihl;  '•liiw 
MaL;:>'  •  iri'lf«  t»*  i-nriiiiiluT 
Ami  .iii|iri*<iii  III  llii  ir  riii;; 

<  H.ii  il»i    Kii  ,;. 

A«  111-  b«  Iplt- ^%  III  ^  ill  ^luiiilnT. 

'Ilit-ri  .itliw.irt  llif  i:i|Mir«  dun 

\  i  •    \    toll  r  «it!i 
Xn  i!iii  •!  «     )•  ■•[!•  I>r'>iii  f  r  Ilk  f>f  »plt*it<i' r  ! 
Ill  i\f    r  r<  I.  t>>rii.i  :%]•]-■  iti  il 

I  ■  ■    u  I-  '•  -  1.  «  wi  ir>l. 
Awf  .1  .i«  T'.i    W  .'i-^  lit  l.iMl>ir. 

Hi.ri!..!  1  .  I}..   ;  .:».!  tf.  i;  :-!  ind. 

I'},-  \    i;r.  ;■•  ■!    iii-t  •:  ir»  •!, 
Kmiii  i  .tU'iil  «  111  •^'«  !•<  iirr't.iil\    ; 
truUi  h.«  wiii'ii'W   i  *t  it  i;  I. '•*«!. 

VimI,    III:  i.-<  'i 
**  Willi  Aff  '.iif-M-  vtraa^i    |ifii|ilf'  '.'  "  maul  br. 


I  And  at  rvt*  the  kini*  aj^in 

('alli'fl  bin  train. 
And,  with  nil  tin*  candjp^  baraia^ 
Silent  Kkt  aii'l  bi-:inl  once  uc»re 

The  kuUrn  mar 
( >f  the  ocean  tidrs  returning. 

Shriek.H  and  crii*»  of  wild  dcapur 

Killiil  the  air, 
Ctmwini;  fainter  a^  tbf>y  li^ieDed  ; 
TIm'U  tb*'  burn* ill);  surp^  alocM 

Sfmmli-il  oil  ;  — 
llms  tin*  Miroi'nTi  were  chfuteacd  I 

**  Siu}:,  < )  Sfaltl.  your  simp  tublime. 

\  ui.r  iN-iMU-rlivnip," 
Criiil  Kiii!;()laf :  -u  will  cheer  at!' 
Ssiid  tilt*  >4-:iM,  with  |iallid  checks^ 

**'Ilii-  >ki  rr\  of  Sbrirkf 
Sing*  too  biiiil  ftir  \ou  tu  bear  Me  !* 


Yl 

TIM'    UKA.IH   CiF   OOnC 

Till*  f:iit"*t<  wfn*  I'luil.  iIm*  ale  wm 

Kin;;  ( >Uf  ftM^iril  Ufr  mml  Um^  ; 

lilt'  liiMr\  >sm1i1ii  iiipthi'r  sangp ; 

llVrbi'.ol  till-  Miii>k\  r.ificr*  raac 

Ib'ail  mit  «  >ir  Morten  uf 


Tlir  iIiKir  iiftuii;;  wdr.  with  r 
\  r!.-««t  •>(  i-«ilil  iiii;li*-.iir  came  », 
Ami  I'll  !lii'  tbn  ibnlil  !»bi«rnn|f 
A  tifii*  •  \i-il  i^'it-*!.  Hidi  rliHik  ami 
l>i-;kil  mil  «  >ir  Mnrtrn  uf  F 


Tbr  Kinc  •■iiUiiiinl.  *' <  I  |piBTbMvl  pil** 
('wtui-  witrui  lb«-c  with  this  cup  of  •!*• 


.^ 
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g  draught  the  old  man  quaffed, 
Liests  looked  on  and  laughed, 
des  Sir  Morten  of  Fogelsang. 


the  King :  **  Be  not  afraid  : 
ne."     The  guest  obeyed, 
at  the  table,  told 
sea,  and  Sagas  old. 
des  Sir  Morten  of  Fogelsang. 

hen  the  tale  was  o'er, 
manded  yet  one  more  ; 
;he  Bishop  smiling  said, 
3  King,  and  time  for  bed." 
des  Sir  Morteu  of  Fogelsang. 

tired  ;  the  stranger  guest 
1  entered  with  the  rest ; 
ere  out,  the  pages  gone, 
garrulous  guest  spake  on. 
des  Sir  Morten  of  Fogelsang. 

from  a  volume  reads, 
lieroes  and  their  deeds, 
I  cities  he  had  seen, 
gulfs  that  tossed  between, 
des  Sir  Morten  of  Fogelsang. 

lis  lips  in  music  rolled 

il  of  Odin  old, 

I  mysterious  as  the  roar 

n  a  distant  shore. 

des  Sir  Morten  of  Fogelsang. 

learn  from  runes  and  rhymes 

',  gods  in  elder  times, 

still  the  great  Scalds  teach 

better  is  than  speech  ?  " 
des  Sir  Morten  of  Fogelsang. 

bis,  the  King  replied, 

\  by  thy  tongue  belied  ; 

as  I  so  enthralled 

iga-man  or  Scald." 

des  Sir  Morten  of  Fogelsang. 

said,  *'  Late  hours  we  keep  ! 
is,    O    King !    't  is    time    for 

• 

he  King,  and  when  he  woke 
as  gone,  the  morning  broke, 
des  Sir  Morten  of  Fogelsang. 

the  doors  securely  barred, 
the  watch-dog  in  the  yard, 


There  was  no  footprint  in  the  g^rass, 
And  none  had  seen  the  stranger  pass. 
Dead  rides  Sir  Morten  of  Fogelsang. 

King  Olaf  crossed  himself  and  said  : 
"  I  know  that  Odin  the  Great  is  dead  ; 
Sure  is  the  triumph  of  our  Faith, 
The  one-eyed  stranmr  was  his  wraith." 
Dead  rides  Sir  Morten  of  Fogelsang. 


VII 

IRON-BEARD 

Olaf  the  King,  one  summer  mom, 
Blew  a  blast  on  his  bugle-horn. 
Sending  his  signal  through    the   land  of 
Drontheim. 

And  to  the  Hus-Ting  held  at  Mere 
Gathered  the  farmers  far  and  near. 
With  their  war  weapons  ready  to  confront 
him. 

Ploughing  under  the  morning  star, 
Old  Iron-Beard  in  Triar 
Heard  the  summons,  chuckling  with  a  low 
laugh. 

He  wiped  the  sweat-drops  from  his  brow, 
Unharnessed  his  horses  from  the  ploue^h, 
And  clattering  came  on  horseback  to  King 
Olaf. 

He  was  the  cbnrliest  of  the  churls  ; 
Little  he  cared  for  king  or  earls  ; 
Bitter  as  home-brewed  ale  were  his  foam- 
ing passions. 

Hodden-gray  was  the  g^rb  he  wore, 
And  by  the  Hammer  of  Thor  he  swore  ; 
He   hated  the   narrow   town,    and  all   its 
fashions. 

But  he  loved  the  freedom  of  his  farm, 
His  ale  at  night,  by  the  fireside  warm, 
Gudrun    his    daughter,    with     her    flaxen 
tresses. 

He  loved  his  horses  and  his  herds. 
The  smell  of  the  earth,  and  the  song  of 
birds. 
His  well-filled  bams,  his  brook  with  its 
watercresses. 
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Ilugv  and  cuiuberacimc*  wait  his  frmme  ; 
His  Iwani,  fruiu  which  he  tiiok  bis  nanic, 
FriMtv  mhI  tirrce,  like  that  uf  Iljiuer  the 
(iiant. 

So  at  the  llu»-Tin(f  he  appeared, 
'Ilir  fariniT  uf  Yriar,  Iruti-lWanl, 
On  hunehack,  iu  an  attitude  detiauL 

And  to  Kiuff  OUf  he  rriv^i  aloud, 
Out  of  thr  uiiddlf  cif  the  crowd. 
That    toMMMl    ahout    hiiu    like    a    stomijr 
ocean  : 


**  Surh  aaeriftoeii  idmlt  th«Ni  bnn|^ 
To  Oiliu  and  to  'I'hur,  ()  Kiu^, 
Am  othrr  kiU)^  \m\v  done  iu  their  devotioii ! 


♦» 


Kinf*  OUf  an«wi'n*«I  :    **  I  rt»innuind 
'HuA  liiiid  til  U'  a  (hribtiiui  land  ; 
Here  u  inv  liuihop  who  the  fulk  l»a|itiicft  !     | 

**  Hut  if  vnu  aifck  me  to  n'%tore 
Yiiur  rcirrilir«'«.  ntaiiird  with  ^ore, 
Tht'U  will  1  iilTiT  human  ii:irritii-e!i  ! 

**  Not  filavr^  ami  |M>:u«;iiitrt  hhsill  thcT  be, 
Hut  men  of  III  lit'  am)  hijrh  dr^n-e, 
8ueh   nti'U  an   1  )rm   of    K\ra  and  Kar   uf 
(irvtin^  ! " 

Then  to  their  Ti'mplc  Ktmiii-  hf  in. 
Ami  liiud  hchiii<l  huu  lit-anl  thr  din 
Of  hia  ni«'ii-:it>arnM  and  tin*  {H-x'^ant!*  tie  reel  v 
li|;htiii^. 

TliffTP  in  the  Teni|ili',  earned  in  11014I, 

TIm'  IIM4LP*  of  ^n-ilt  <  h{:n  HtiMal, 
And  titht-r  ;;t«isi  with  Thor  mipreme  unum^ 

tiM'Ill. 

Kiiii;  <  >I.if  mniiti*  thiMii  with  tin*  hUile 
Of  iii«  |iii;«c  iiimr':4ii*.  ifMld  inliiid. 
Ami  dii«ii\*.inl  «iiiiiti-nMl  tn  thr  |iavfnit*iit 
tiLiii,;  : lit- 111. 

Al  tin-  *;iiir  iiiniiifnt  ri»*«"  withimt. 
\  niiii  tli«-  I  ••lid  iiii.iii*  iTi»«i<),  .1  <).>iiit, 
A  niiii|*li  d  *i>ii:.iii-t  Iriuiiiph  .iiitl  III  wAiliiifi^. 

And  tht-ri*  u^h-ii  tin'  triiii{»Ii<l  pLiiii 
1  lie  fariiii-r  Ir<ii-lM  .trd  I.i«    •l.iiii. 
Ilniviay     U:i«i«ii     ihi      A«ta..iil     ai<tl    thr 

a»taiiii.^. 


King  Olaf  from  the  doorwaj  ■poht : 
**ChuoM  ye    betwera    two   tufi,  1 

folk. 
To  be   baptiied  or  givm   ap  !•  alMg 

ter!" 

And  seeing;  their  leader  itArk  aad  4mi 
The  people  with  a  mnmnr  mid^ 
**  O  King,  liaptixe  nt  with  thy  holy 


So  all  the  Dronthrim  land 
A  Chrifttian  land  in  name  aod  imm^ 
In  the  «ild  god*   no   inort    bclitfiiy  ■ 

truAting. 

And  an  a  blcMNl-atonemeBt«  tooa 
King  Olaf  wed  the  fair  (lodrwi ; 
And  thuft  in  peace  ended  the  DmiU 
liu»-Ting  I 


YIII 

Gl-I>KrN 

On  King  OlafV  britlal  niglrt 
Shineit  tlie  nitMin  with  trndrr  light* 
And  aertM!!  the  rhamber  at! 
I  til  tide  of  di 


At  the  fatal  midnight  boar, 
Wht'ii  all  evil  things  hare 
In  thr  glim  flier  of  the 
^tuniU  <iiidnin. 


Clt>«e  against  Imt  heaving 
S'methiii^  in  hi-r  haw!  ia 
Like  nil  irii-li-,  it.«  »hern 
Is  e«*ld  and  kern. 


On  till-  rnirn  are  fise«|  brr  eTM 

Winn   lit  r  Ui  II  nlcnfl  father 
Antl  :i  lull  I-  ri-mi»tf*  and 
Nlit*  M*i'iii«  tt>  hear 

Wlint  A  IthIhI  ni;;lit  i«  thia  I 
('i*li(  Will  U*  till-  ilai:p'r*»  kua  ; 

l«a<li'ii  with  till-  ehill  uf  death 
I«  it4  lirr^th. 


Like  till  •1rif!ini*  vnnw  ahe  •' 
Ti>  till'  •-••u«-h  whi-nn  Olaf 
Soddfiii)  hi-  w-iLf  «  ami  8tiri» 

His  r\r«  luret  hrra. 
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that,"  King  Olaf  said, 
so  bright  above  my  head  ? 
*€  standest  thou  so  white 
lie  moonlight  ?  " 

e  bodkin  that  I  wear 
night  I  bind  my  hair  ; 
ae  falling  on  the  floor  ; 
nothing  more." 

have  ears,  and  fields  have  eyes  ; 
achery  lurking  lies 
th  the  fairest  hair  ! 
nn  beware  I " 

arliest  peep  of  mom 
g  Olaf  *s  bugle-horn  ; 
rer  sundered  ride 
igroom  and  bride  I 

IX 

lANGBRAND  THE   PRIEST 

(tature,  large  of  limb, 

ace  and  russet  beard, 

omen  stared  at  him, 

n  Iceland  he  appeared. 

'*Look  I  "they  said. 

With  nodding  head, 

oes  Thangbrand,  01af*s  Priest." 

•ayers  he  knew  by  rote. 

Id  preach  like  Chrysostome, 

Fathers  he  could  quote, 

even  been  at  Rome. 
k  learned  clerk, 
A  man  of  mark, 
Thangbrand,  OIaf*s  Priest. 

larrclsome  and  loud, 

patient  of  control, 

3  in  the  market  crowd, 

ous  at  the  wassail-bowl. 

Everywhere 

Would  drink  and  swear, 

Qg  Thangbrand,  Olafs  Priest. 

ise  this  malcontent 

he  King  no  longer  bear, 

and  he  was  sent 

rert  the  heathen  there. 

And  away 

One  summer  day 

is  Thangbrand,  Olaf's  Priest. 


There  in  Iceland,  o'er  their  books 
Pored  the  people  day  and  night, 
But  he  did  not  like  their  looks. 
Nor  the  songs  they  used  to  write. 
**  All  this  rhyme 
Is  waste  of  time  f  " 
Grumbled  Thangbrand,  Olaf's  Priest. 

To  the  alehouse,  where  he  sat, 

Came  the  Scalds  and  Saga-men  ; 
Is  it  to  be  wondered  at 
That  they  quarrelled  now  and  then, 
When  o'er  his  beer 
Began  to  leer 
Dnmken  Tlumgbrand,  OlaTs  Priest  ? 

All  the  folk  in  Altafiord 

Boasted  of  their  island  g^rand  ; 
Saying  in  a  single  word, 
'*  Iceland  is  the  finest  land 
That  the  sun 
Doth  shine  upon  I  " 
Loud  laughed  Thangbrand,  Olaf's  Priest. 

And  he  answered  :  **  What 's  the  use 

Of  this  bragging  up  and  down. 
When  three  women  and  one  goose 
Make  a  market  in  your  town  I " 
Every  Scald 
Satires  drawled 
On  poor  Thangbrand,  OlaTs  Priest. 

Something  worse  they  did  than  that ; 

And  what  vexed  him  most  of  all 
Was  a  figure  in  shovel  hat. 

Drawn  in  charcoal  on  the  wall ; 
With  words  that  go 
Sprawling  below, 
"  This  is  Thangbrand,  Olafs  Priest " 

Hardly  knowing  what  he  did, 

Then  he  smote  them  might  and  main, 
Tliorvald  Veile  and  Veterlid 
Lay  there  in  the  alehouse  slain. 
"  To-day  we  are  gold, 
To-morrow  mould  ! " 
Muttered  Thangbrand,  Olafs  Priest. 

Much  in  fear  of  axe  and  rope. 

Back  to  Norway  sailed  he  then. 
"  O  King  Olaf  I  little  hope 

Is  there  of  these  Iceland  men  I " 
Meekly  said. 
With  bending  head. 
Pious  Thangbrand,  Ohif  s  Priest. 
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RAin  TIIK   sTRONfi 


"  All  the  cilil  pNlii  ari'  ilr.i«l, 

All  thr  Willi  «:irliN-k.t  tUtl  ; 

Hut  till*  \\'liitr  C'liriHt  livt'A  mid  n-ip^ns, 

Aiitl  ilin>ii^)itiiit  my  «n<lr  fltmiuiiis 

IIU  Ci(Mi|N-l  >hall  U-  •'pn'Uil  !  ** 

(hi  tlif  Kraiii:i-li«tM 

Tbii.t  NWuH'  Kiii^  0].if. 

Rut  Mill  ill  iln-:iins  nf  tht*  iiij^hl 
Ik' lit' 111  III'  the  rriiiiMili  li^lit, 
Ami  lii-urti  till*  vttiiT  th;it  ilftUMl 
Iliui  who  «i:i.'«  iTiifitii'it, 
Aim!  rlmllni^rtl  hiiii  tu  tlu*  tight. 

Til  >:i;iiril  tin-  liinlio|i 

Kill};  iiLii  ciiiifvvki'tl  it. 


Ami  Si>:iinl  thr  lit<«liii|i  Kaid, 

**  Thi-  t»lil   ffiwl^  HFt*  lint  lU-Uil, 

Knr  ilif  t:ri-at   rtmr  Atill  r«-i^ii!i, 
Aiiil  uiiinii:;  till-  •l.irN  uinl  'I'li.inri 
Tlu*  i*M  \%iti  lirr.ifl  ^tl^  isk  t|irrail. 
TliiM  !••  km;;  ( M.if 
>ajtl  ^:;;iinl  ti:«-  lli«hop. 


•I 


•*  Vat  iinrth  in  tin-  >.illiii  Kinnl. 

I(\  r.ipiiir,  tin-,  uiiil  <«wiini, 

Lmi-*  tlif  \  :kiii^,  Uaii«l  ll.f  Stfi'ii};  ; 

All  thf  (mnIih-   1«Ii  «  U-lnti;; 

Tu  llllll  ikllil   111*  lii-.ltlli  It  IjnnK*.** 

I  }il|4  Ml  l:t  nil  o|H-.ikill^ 

Sli^linl   till'    HiHlinp. 

**  A  narlm  k.  »  wi/urtl  i>  lit*, 

Atiii  tlif  li-nl  nf  fill-  hiihI  iiiiii  thr  Mra  ; 

Alul  w  liii  lii'\iT  W'i\   Ih-  «.»:!<. 

!!••  l..i«  I  \«  r  lainriii;;  K=*l»^. 

li\  III*  •  r  if t  III  »"ri  fr\ 

|{i  r»    •r.i-  ii;;!!  uf  lli**  rn*** 
M.kli    i|i\nii*|\    Kll:^(M.tf. 

••  W.'li  f  •.  *  il.if  «(■  i...»h  ailiiir, 
Mr  M..r -Lij  »  <  ».l;!i    II,. I    1  |,..r  ; 
Ni  il  «  iiii..  •   %  il  \f  ^  111!, 
'I  h  it     1.1   tl.t    .Itl   ^''-i'   :iri'  lit  .!•!, 

AutI  !!  ■    «  I* '  «  L  *   III   !•••  initn  .'* 
I  'tiitli  I  ^  ■■  .':     »!•.:•  r 
•^Aiil  ^ipjiini  II. •    \\  -:i>i|i 

Tlirn  Kmi;J  <  ''    f     ft  -i  ;il  —  I'l  ■ 

**  I  «ii4  :.iik  with  th.«  Uii^hti    Uaud, 


And  alunf^  th«  Saltpu  Kiord 
i'lrmi'h  th«'  (f«w|j«l  with  mj  ftwonl. 
Or  be  bruii);ht  Uu-k  in  my  ■krood  I' 

So  iMirthward  from  woat^ia 

Sailed  King  OUf  I 


XI 


BISHOP   siCfl'KO  OF   ^A1.TBN  FIOIO 


Ixinil  thf  an  (fry  « ind  wms  wAiliag 
Afl  Kill);  i  M<iif*s  KhitiA  cmme  aailiag 
North wunl  out  nf  Prunthrim  havctt 
Tu  the  iiiuuth  of  Salteu  ("ioffd. 

'Iliuu^h  th(*  Hyini;  MMi-«prmy  drracki 
Korv  aud  aft  tin*  rowers   beacbctk 


Not  a  hiii^li.*  he.irt  ia  crmrca 
( >f  the  chaiupiont  there 


All  withiNit  the  Fiord  waa  4aiett 
iiut  witliiii  it  hti»nii  and  riot. 
Such  an  fill  Ills  Vikinf*  cruiiea 

Kami  the  Mrung  waa  wont  to  nkk 

And  the  Mea  thruuf^h  all  iU  tid»-wmjB 
Swept  the  n'eliuy;  veMeli  aiilvwai 
As  till*  h'uveii  an-  »we|it  throagfa 
When  the  tloud-gatea  open 

*•  T  in  the  warhick  !  *t  U  th«  de 
Kaud  !  "  I'Heil  Si'pird  to  tbr 
*■  ilut  th«*  l^ml  i«  not  affrightMl 
Kv  the  witi-hcnift  of  his  f( 


To  till'  Oii|i*%  Ihiw  tie  a.«cendff^ 

liy  h:o  I  }ii>ri«liT<«  ;»lt«'nilrd, 

Kuumi  liiiii  wrn-  thi*  ta|wn  ligMadf 

Ami  thf  nai-ri'd  im-riiar 


On  thi'  Ikiw  •»:tHi«l  Ilinhop  Sigard. 
Ill  lii4  niU«.  UH  oiii*  traii«tigttivdt 
.\n(l  tilt-  t'riii  iT:s  hr  planted 

Il:^h  aiiiiil  thr  nun  and  mirt. 

Tlirn  with  hnli  w.kt*T  sprinkM 
All  till-  «li:p  :  till  iu;iH«.U>IU  liaklfd: 
I^iinl  ilif  ii.«>iik«  anmiid  hiiu  rhaaMi 
Ltiuil  hi-  rt  .111  tlii'  I'.vangvlML 

A«  ilitii  tin    1  ;    ;•{  thi'V  iUrted« 
<  Ml  i-ai  li  «.•!•-  tSi-  «4ti  r  |MUted  ; 
iKiMii  a  1 1.1111  Iiki  -il«t-r  iiiiiltea 

Mi-aihU  rtiwrd  King  OlaTl  ik>f 
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med  all  night  the  tapers, 
lite  Christ  through  the  vapors 
ross  the  Fiord  of  Salten, 
(Ugh  John's  Apocalypse,  — 

they  reached  Raud*s  dwelling 
3  isle  of  Gelling  ; 

I  was  at  the  doorway, 
rlimmer  of  light  was  seen. 

or,  carved  and  gilded, 
gou-ship  he  builded  ; 
grandest  ship  in  Norway, 
^  crest  and  scales  of  green. 

•way,  softly  creeping, 
where  Raud  was  sleeping, 
ists  they  burst  asunder 
d  bar  that  held  the  door. 

ith  sleep  and   ale   they  found 

II  from  his  bed  and  bound  him, 
ared  with  stupid  wonder 

look  and  g^rb  they  wore. 

Olaf  said  :  "  O  Sea-King  I 
bave  we  for  speaking, 
reen  the  good  and  evil  ; 
tized  !  or  thou  shalt  die  I " 

I  the  heathen  scoffer 
'*  I  disdain  thine  offer; 
r  I  God  nor  Devil  ; 
ad  thy  Gospel  I  defy  I " 

en  his  jaws  distended, 
•antic  struggles  ended, 
ng  Olaf's  horn  an  adder, 
d  by  fire,  they  forced  to  glide. 

K)th  was  as  an  arrow, 

ed  through  bone  and  marrow  ; 

;  a  groau  or  shudder, 

he  Strong  blaspheming  died. 

ed  they  all  that  region, 
p  and  fair  Norwegian, 
IS  the  salmon,  leaping, 
streams  of  Salten  Fiord. 

iples  Thor  and  Odin 
and  ashes  trodden, 


As  King  Olaf,  onward  sweeping. 

Preached  the  Gospel  with  his  sword. 

Then  he  took  the  carved  and  gilded 
Dragon-ship  that  Raud  had  builded, 
And  the  tiller  single-handed 

Grasping,  steered  into  the  main. 

Southward  sailed  the  sea-g^lls  o'er  him. 
Southward  sailed  the  ship  that  bore  him, 
Till  at  Drontheim  haven  landed 
Olaf  and  his  crew  again. 


XII 

KING  OLAF'S  CHRISTMAS 

At  Drontheim,  Olaf  the  King 
Heard  the  bells  of  Tule-tide  ring, 

As  he  sat  in  his  banquet-hall, 
Drinking  the  nut-brown  ale. 
With  his  bearded  Berserks  hale 

And  tall. 

Three  days  his  Tule-tide  feasts 
He  held  with  Bishops  and  Priests, 

And  his  horn  filled  up  to  the  brim  ; 
But  the  ale  was  never  too  strong, 
Nor  the  Sagarman's  tale  too  long, 

For  him. 

O'er  his  drinking-horn,  the  sign 
He  made  of  the  cross  divine. 

As  he  drank,  and  muttei^ed  his  prayers ; 
But  the  Berserks  evermore 
Made  the  sign  of  the  Hanmier  of  Thoi 

Over  theirs. 

The  gleams  of  the  fire-light  dance 
Upon  helmet  and  hauberk  and  lance. 

And  laugh  in  the  eyes  of  the  King ; 
And  he  cries  to  Half  red  the  Scald, 
Gray-bearded,  wrinkled,  and  bald, 

"  Sing  ! " 

"  Sing  me  a  song  divine, 
With  a  sword  in  every  line, 

And  this  shall  be  thy  reward." 
And  he  loosened  the  belt  at  his  waist. 
And  in  front  of  the  singer  placed 

Uis  sword. 
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**(^uvni-t»iUT  of  lluktiD  till*  (fuud, 
M'krn'Vkilb  at  a  iktrttki*  lit*  bcwitl 

'Vhv  uiilUtuiii'  ilir(Mi;;li  autl  tbrouf^h. 
Ami  h'uui-bn'adih  i>f  'Ihtinilf  tin.*  >tttiu^, 
View  iirilhrr  mi  limad  iior  im>  lung, 

Nur  to  true.*' 

Then  the  ScjU«1  ttmk  hU  har|i  ami  Miiig, 
Ami  luuil  tliniii>:li  tlir  iiiii'«ii'  niii^ 

'Ilic  utiuml  «it  liiat  shiiiiiiK  wuni  ; 
Ami  tb«'  liar|»-Htriii^-«  a  •  luiipir  inmli-, 
Ai  if  tbrv  wiTf-  iktrui'k  with  i\w  bUule 

Of  a  kwtinl. 

And  tlu'  !i«TM'rk:«  muml  aUmt 
Briikr  ftirtli  initi  u  !»htiiit 

Tliat  uiiiilf  tbr  mfttTK  riiij;  : 
Tbrv  Ann  it  I*  with  tbi'ir  li-tH  nn  tbt*  iNjanl. 
Ami  fkbfuiti-il.  *'  l^iii^  li\o  tbr  ^wurU, 

Ami  tbi-  Kiiij;  !  " 


Hut  tbi'  Kin;:  Miiil,  **  O  mv  Ktm. 
1  liii»«  ibi-  bn;:bl  wiinl  in  unv 

Of  tb\  iuia«iin><»  utiii  tbv  rhvmes. 
Anil  ILilin-il  tbf  N-;ilii  rt|ilii(l, 
**  In  antitlit-r  't  h;l<«  uitiliijihcd 

Tbrt't-  linii-H." 


•I 


Tb<-n  Km*;  <  Hai  r.»iM'il  tbr  bill 
Of  intii,  i'rM<«^«bu|i«-il  aiitl  ^lU, 

Ami  «44itl.  "  llii  ii<it  n  tuM  : 
Count  ui-U  till-  i^.iiii  anil  tlii-  lii^«. 
Tbur'A  b;iiiiiiti  r  ur  (  bii«t'.i  critM  . 
h«HiM-  : 

Ami  Hallnil  tbi-  Nubl  fskiil.  **'nu» 
In  tbt-  ii.iuii-  iif  tbf  l.(tr«l  1  ki^t*. 

Wbii  I'll  It  w;i*  •Till  ilh-«l  ?  " 
Aiii)  -k  «bi>  .t  vti  nt  ri'iiinl  tbf  imartl. 
**  In  !fii-  ii.ii:  •'  ••(  Clifi^t  tbr  I^ml. 

\\  b..  .!>.  .1  !  " 

'Pirfi  ii\i  r  !ln-  «ia«tt'  nf  «niiW4 
'I  br  T'  ■■  •■.■i  i^    *'m  ti|iri»«f-, 

1  !  t-i.i|.«!.  'i.,'  iln\  •.  ;  iiii«t4  r^Tralwl, 

I.ik-*  •'  •  1  ••  T  i:  ..i  ti..  II..**. 

<  ••ii<  I  i!fi 

( >ii  flu    ■ !.  :.!.^'  u  i!l  :i  \  i«t 
Ami    <f    lll••'*^    I  r   ■    «   w  t«  I- t»t 

^  r  TI.  r^ .   I     ■  .f  •»..   1  !!t  il  vKiiinl. 
Anil  III  fi'iii   r.  '  ■  'i|i*  if   ill 
llii-  !'..  '  ,  ''^.  .{•  »•  L  "  Wa^-L^  :  ! 

l..  ibr  I^.nl!  '• 


XIII 
THE   Bl' 1 1.  DING  OF  THE  LONG  SUPCS? 

Thorbrrfc  Skafting,  master-baiUtr. 

In  bU  iibip-vanl  br  tbr  trm. 
Whittling,  ftaid/*'  It  would  brwiM« 
.Vuy  nnin  but  'Hinrbcrg  Skafting. 

Any  man  but  in«  !  ** 


Near  bim  lay  thr  Pngoo 

Huilt  i>f  filil  by  Kami  tbe  SUvagi 
Ami  King  Olaf  liad  nimniawM 
III*  Hboubl  biiibi  aniitbrr  H 

Twi«*«  ai  large  ami  long. 


Thrrrfiiiv  wbintled  Thorberg 

A 4  br  ^it  mitb  half-c]aM<d  «v 
And  bU  brad  tuninl  ftidewmyt, 
Tbat  nrw  %rHjU*l  fur  King  Olaf 
Twice  tbe  I>ragon*i  tiae. 


liuund  hint  buMlv  hewed  and 
Mullrt  huge  ami  bcavy  tarn 

Wurkuirii   Uuglutl   and   MWg 
iin-«l ; 

Whirrril  tbr  ubeeK.  that  into 
Spun  tbr  nbuiing  tlax  ! 


All  tbiH  tuninit  lM*anl  tbe 

It  wHJi  uiiiHif  lu  bu  ear  ; 
Kanry  wbi«|N-rrd  all  thr  fa»ter, 
*'  Mrn    ^ball    hear    uf    Tburbtrg 

Ktir  A  bund  ml  rear  !  ** 


Wtirknirn  ^wrating  at  tbe  f<ii^ 

K.i.ibiiinril  in  ill  b«ilt  and  bar, 
I.ikr  SL  w:krliM-k*H  iiaiinij^bt  urgiet 
Nniiikril  ami  bubbb-d  tbr  black  flftUffB 
With  tbr  Uiihng  t^r. 

I>iil  tbr  warliM-kn  niin;;le  in  it, 

rimrUTt;  Skaftiii^.  an>  rane? 
(\iiilil  \iHi  lint  U*  gtinr  a  uiinutr 
Itiit  *i>fiii>  iiii*i-bi>-f  uiuftt  lir  duiagt 

riruiiik;  ba<l  to  «i 


'T  w.i«  .i:i  :11  wiml  that  rame  wafting 
1  •'•«!i.   b."  b>>tlir«tt-ail  wivffdi  of 

Til  bi«  f.iriii  wti'iit  'rh«»rberg 

Oft  r*'|M--ktini;  t«i  bi«  work 
liuibi  ir  thua 
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delays  retuming 
the  master  back  by  night ; 
-yard  longing,  yearning, 
,  and  did  n^t  leave  it 
e  morning's  light. 

I  see  my  ship,  my  darling  I " 
!  morrow  said  the  King  ; 
DOW  from  keel  to  carlmg ; 
xras  seen  in  Norway 
wondrous  thing ! 

•yard,  idly  talking, 
ship  the  workmen  stared  : 
ill  tneir  labor  balking, 
ides  had  out  deep  gashes, 
jlank  was  spared  I 

to  the  evil-doer  I " 

ji  oath  King  Olaf  spoke ; 

rds  to  his  pursuer  I 

rrath  his  face  grew  redder 

lis  scarlet  cloak. 

3  master-builder,  smiling, 
red  thus  the  angry  King : 
ipheming  and  reviling, 
I  Thorberff  Skaftins^ 
las  done  this  thing !" 

ipped  and  smoothed  the  plank- 

9  King,  delighted,  swore, 
lauding  ana  much  thanking, 
;r  is  now  my  Dragon 
he  was  before  ! " 

i  and  four  extended 
g^rass  the  vessel's  keel ; 
it,  gilt  and  splendid, 

^re-head  ferocious 

ts  crest  of  steel.    * 

launched  her  from  the  tressels, 
ship-yard  by  the  sea  ; 
)  grandest  of  all  vessels, 
was  built  in  Norway 
>  fine  as  she  I 

>erpent  was  she  christened, 
le  roar  of  cheer  on  cheer  f 
o  the  Sa^  listened 
lame  of  Thorberg  Skafting 
lundred  year  ! 


XIV 
THB  CREW  OF  THE  LONG  SSRFENT 

Safe  at  anchor  in  Drontheim  bay 
King  Olaf 's  fleet  assembled  lav, 

illjid,  striped  with  white  and  bine* 
Downward  flattered  sail  and  banner. 
As  ali^ts  the  screaming  lanner  ; 
Lustily  cheered,  in  their  wild  manner. 

The  Long  Serpent's  crew. 

Her  forecastle  man  was  Ulf  the  Bed ; 
like  a  wolfs  was  his  shaggy  head. 

His  teeth  as  large  and  white  ; 
His  beard,  of  gray  and  msset  Mended, 
Bound  as  a  swallow's  nest  descended ; 
As  standard-bearer  he  defended 

Olaf  s  flag  in  the  fight 

Near  him  Kdbiom  had  his  place, 
Like  the  King  in  garb  and  nee, 

So  gallant  and  so  hale  ; 
Every  cabin-boy  and  varlet 
Wondered  at  his  doak  of  scarlet ; 
Like  a  river,  frozen  and  star-lit. 

Gleamed  his  ooat  of  maiL 

By  the  bnlkhead,  tall  and  dark. 
Stood  Thrand  Bame  of  Thelemairk, 

A  figure  gannt  and  grand  ; 
On  his  hairy  arm  imprinted 
Was  an  anchor,  asnre-tinted  ; 
Like  Thor's  hammer,  huge  and  dinted 

Was  his  brawny  hand. 

Einar  Tamberskelver,  bare 
To  the  winds  his  golden  hair. 

By  the  mainmast  stood  ; 
Graceful  was  his  form,  and  slender, 
And  his  eyes  were  deep  and  tender 
As  a  woman's,  in  the  splendor 

Of  her  maidenhood* 

In  the  fore-hold  Biom  and  Bork 
Watched  the  sailors  at  their  work : 

Heavens  I  how  they  swore  I 
Thirty  men  they  each  commanded, 
Iron-sinewed,  homy-handed. 
Shoulders  broad,  and  chests  expanded, 

Tugging  at  the  oar. 

These,  and  many  more  like  these. 
With  King  Olaf  sailed  the 
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Till  the*  WBtcra  vast 
Fillt*<l  tlii'iii  with  B  VBf^o  dfV«»tion, 
With  till*  fn*«nluiii  and  tlii*  nu'iion. 
With  the  mil  and  n«ir  uf  ocraii 

And  tbi*  suiiudiii^  blast. 

Wbi*n  they  landiNl  from  th«*  floet. 
How    tbry    ruart-d    thruugh    i>ruDth«ini'« 
htriTt* 
lioistrniiu  a<«  the*  pilt*  ! 
How     thrv    Uiiglwd     and    itauiiied     and 

iMmmli'il, 
Till  thv  taviTii  rtMif  iTMiiindfd 
And  thi*  biwt  liHikfd  t>ii  iLHtuundcd 
Aji  thrv  drank  tbi*  jAv  I 

Never  taw  tbo  wild  Ntirth  Soa 
^Mltfb  a  fpilUnt  oiiin|iuny 

Sail  it«  biUowA  blur  ! 
NeTiT,  will  If  tlu'V  cruUoil  and  f}n;irTf*lI<-l, 
(Md  Kuii;  <tonu,  or  Hlur-TiM>tb  llaralil, 
Uwnril  a  hliip  mi  will  ap|ian;ll4fd, 

Uuaatcd  Aucb  a  crvw  t 


XV 

A    I.ITTLI     HIl;l»    IN    TIIK   AlH 

A  littlr  birtl  in  tbc  air 

la  Mnpiii;  of  Tb>n  tbr  fair. 

Tbf  *i*ti-r  of  .Nvrntl  tbr  Hane  ; 

And  tbr  Mint;  ''f  tbi*  ^rrulnuH  binl 

In  tbr  itrrrt*  uf  tbc  town  i^  b«'ard. 

Anil  n-|MMtiM|  A'^iri  ami  ai;ain. 

Ilfii*t  up  vuiir  %;iiU  iif  «ilk. 

Ami  (li-r  awa\  frt*in  f.u:b  utbt'r. 


Til  Kin;;  Ibiri^l.if.  it  14  «aii|, 
W.U  the  U-:iutif-il    Tbyri  Will, 

\ml  a  *<irrii«fMl  bridt*  went  ^bf  ; 
AimI  aftrr  A  «t*«'k  anil  a  il.iv 
hbf  U.k%  (1«n|  :i«.t\  and  away 

(r«iiii  lii%t<»viii  bv  tbi*  «ii*rni%  «^a. 
liiik^t  up  \iiur  «:kiU  nf  «ilk. 
Ati'l  i!'->   iiM-i^k  frtim  •-.It  li  otb**r. 

I'brt   «.ii,  tK.it   t)iriiii:'b   bf  it   and  thn>u^}i 

'I*liniii;;ti      wi  .il<|,    tbi-V    |k:i\,      .tint    tbnii^ii 
•  ..l.I. 

Il\  flav  .itiil  l>%   iii.'li!.  tbf\   *av. 
SIh   lui  ill  •!  :  an<l  !iit*  j;>>««ip«  n-jMirt 
bhr  ba«  r>ini*-  tit  Kir^;  4  M-iT*  miirt, 

And  tbi-  tiiwn  1^  u'.\  in  ili«ui.»v. 


Hoiat  up  your  laib  off  aalk. 
And  tle«  awav  from  each 


It  U  whisperml  King  Olaff  baa 

Has  Ulkcd  with  thr  beautiful  Qofva  ( 

And  tlify  wondrr  bow  it  will  cad  ; 
For  iiurt*ly,  if  here  abe  rroiaia. 
It  is  war  with  Kinff  Svrnd  Ibe  Daac, 
And  Kin^  Hun«laf  tbo  Vrad  ! 
HoiAt  up  your  ftaib  of  silk. 
And  flee  away  from  cacb  oCbtr. 

<  )b,  i^^atr^t  wondor  of  all  I 

It  iA  publi.Hbfd  in  handrt  ami  ball. 

It  man  like  a  Hame  that  ia  faumcd  t 
The  Kin|;  —  yi*a,  Olaf  the  King  — 
Ilaa  wfddrd  lirr  with  bia  ring. 
And  Tbrri  i<t  Quern  in  tbe  land  ! 
HoiMt  up  your  MuU  of  silk* 
And  lice  away  from  cacb  otbif. 


XVI 

Ql'ELN  1  llVkl  AND  Tin:  ANGELICA  STAU 

Northward  over  DroatbcuB, 
Flfw  the  clanioroui  ■ca-gulli^ 
S»n)z  tiif  lark  and  linnet 
From  tbr  uieadows  green  ; 

W«*foinf;  in  hrr  chamber, 
I^iiiily  anil  unbappT, 
Sat  tbf*  l^rottniu);  Tbyn, 
^^at  Kin);  (ilaT*  Queca. 


In  at  all  tbr  uindowi 
Str«Mniifl  tbr  plra*ant  la 
On  tbi'  riii'f  alNivr  brr 
Stiftlt  I'tititMl  till*  do  re  ; 


Ibit  tbf  Miuml  !kbf*  hrard 
Ntir  tbf  ikiin^bim*  brriird. 
For  tbf  tbiiuehtA  «if  Tbyri 
\Vi*r«-  m>t  tbou);ht»  uf  lova> 

TbfU  Kiiii:  olaf  nitrrvd. 
lU-.iiitifiil  a«  ninniinp, 
l.ikf  till'  nun  at  Carter 
MxMif  bi«  bappv  fare* 

In  lr.«  b.-inil  III'  rarrir«t 
Ani^'lii- 1-  iipr«Mit«-d. 
Wilb  tlrlit  J.III4  fmer^iiM 
Filling  all  the  plare. 
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Like  a  rainy  midnidbt 
Sat  the  Drottnine  Thyri, 
Even  the  smile  of  Olaf 
Could  not  cheer  her  gloom ; 

Nor  the  stalks  he  gave  her 
With  a  gracious  gesture, 
And  with  words  as  pleasant 
As  their  own  perfume. 

In  her  hands  he  placed  them, 
And  her  jewelled  fingers 
Through  the  green  leaves  glisfcened 
Like  the  dews  of  mom  ; 

But  she  cast  them  from  her, 
Hanehty  and  indignant, 
On  the  floor  she  threw  them 
With  a  look  of  scorn. 

*'  Richer  presents,"  said  she, 
^'Gave  Kmg  Harald  Gorroson 
To  the  Queen,  my  mother, 
Than  such  worthless  weeds  ; 

"  When  he  ravaged  Norway, 
Laying  waste  the  kingdom, 
Seizing  scatt  and  treasure 
For  her  royal  needs. 

**  But  thou  darest  not  venture 
Through  the  Sound  to  Vendland, 
My  domains  to  rescue 
From  King  Burislaf  ; 

"  Lest  King  Svend  of  Denmark, 
Forked  Beard,  my  brother, 
Scatter  all  thy  vessels 
As  the  wind  the  chaff." 

Then  up  sprang  King  Olaf, 
Like  a  reindeer  bounding. 
With  an  oath  he  answered 
Thus  the  luckless  Queen  : 

**  Never  yet  did  Olaf 
Fear  King  Svend  of  Denmark  ; 
This  right  hand  shall  hale  him 
By  his  forked  chin  ! " 

Then  he  left  the  chamber, 
Thundering  through  the  doorway, 
Loud  his  steps  resounded 
Down  the  outer  stair. 


Smarting  with  the  insult. 
Through  the  streets  of  Drontheim 
Strode  he  red  and  wrathful. 
With  his  stately  air. 

All  his  ships  he  gathered. 
Summoned  all  his  forces, 
Making  his  war  levy 
In  the  region  roimd. 

Down  the  coast  of  Norway, 
Like  a  flock  of  seagulls, 
Sailed  the  fleet  of  Olaf 

Through  the  Danish  Sound. 

With  his  own  hand  fearless 
Steered  he  the  Long  Serpent, 
Strained  the  creaking  cordage, 
Bent  each  boom  and  gaff  ; 

Till  in  Vendland  landing. 
The  domains  of  Thyri 
He  redeemed  and  rescued 
From  King  Burislaf. 

Then  said  Olaf,  langhing, 
"  Not  ten  yoke  of  oxen 
Have  the  power  to  draw  us 
Like  a  woman's  hair  I 

"  Now  will  I  confess  it. 
Better  things  are  jewels 
Than  ang^uca  stalks  are 
For  a  queen  to  wear." 


XVII 
KING  SVEND  OF  THE  FORKED  BEARD 

Loudly  the  sailors  cheered 
Svend  of  the  Forked  Beard, 
As  with  his  fleet  he  steered 

Southward  to  Vendland  ; 
Where  with  their  courses  hauled 
All  were  together  called. 
Under  the  Isle  of  Svald 

Near  to  the  mainland. 

After  Queen  Gunhild's  death. 
So  the  old  Saga  saith, 
Plighted  King  Svend  his  faith 
To  Sigrid  the  Haughty  ; 
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And  tu  avcn^  hii  britlts 
Sootbing  bcr  wuunded  pride, 
Ovpr  th«*  waU*n  witlp 
King  ( >Uf  MMigbt  be. 

Still  ou  htT  MHiniful  face, 
RluAbiuj;  wiib  dn*p  disfrrmce, 
Bon*  nUv  tbe  crinuMin  tmoe 

Of  OUf*»  ipiuntlft  ; 
I«ike  n  iiuUif^iiiuit  star, 
bUxinf^  in  bravm  Alar, 
Krd  abuiie  tbi*  uii)^ry  scar 

UndtT  bvr  fruutlvt. 

Oft  to  Kinf;  Swnd  the  vpakr, 
**  Kur  tbi  III*  own  bunur'»  Mfckv 
Sbalt  tbtm  iiwift  \fnp;anci;  take 

On  tb«»  vib*  i'f»waru  !  " 
Until  tbt*  Kin^  at  laftt, 
(iiutv  and  uviTi'UJ»t, 
Liki*  A.  t«*inpt*jitutiuii  Itlait 

'rhrfat4.*ni>d  and  luwerrd. 

Stiun  \x%  tin*  Siirin^  iipjM'arpd, 
S*.-riiil  I  if  tbi*  r'<irkr«t  I  Wan! 
lliub  bin  rvd  »taiubinl  n*ared« 

rla^r  fur  battb*  ; 
Wbili*  ••vtTv  wurlikr  I^anr, 
Srixiii;;  liis  arm*  apiin. 
I^ft  all  un*uiwn  tbi*  (crain, 

I'libttuMMl  tlM*  rattlr. 

Likrwinf  tbi*  Swi*di^b  Kinf* 
Suniiiioni'd  in  bantr  a  'Filing, 
Wf*a|Mm%  ami  nirn  tu  bring 

In  aid  «tf  iVnniark  ; 
Knr  tbfl*  N<ir«t'niaii,  t4iu, 
Att  till*  war-ti«lini^  tirw, 
Sailml  witb  a  rbint* n  rn*w 

Kroiu  Ijiplaiid  and  Km  mark. 

S<i  ii|Hiii  Kantrr  i|a_T 

Kiib  d  tbf  tlirtT  kin(*«  awaT, 
Out  i<f  tbt'  «bt*lu-n*«l  liar. 

In  tb«*  bri^'bt  «*-aMin  ; 
Witb  tlit-iii  l.:irl  Nii:v:ibl  ranir, 
Kj»t;i-r  fur  «|Miil  jkV.A  faiup  ; 
l*ilv  l!i.it  %\\\\\  :i  tialiir 

NttMi|M-d  !••  «iirb  lr«-:iMili  ! 

Safr  iimlrr  ^\ald  at  la«t, 
Nitw  wrrv  I  111- It  aiii-btir«  ra«t, 
Safr*  friiiii  tbf  «^a  wvX  bla«t| 
I'liftiril  tbi-  thrtr  king*  ; 


Wbtle,  with  a 
^H>utbward  llarl  Sigrmld 
Un  a  f«Mil  emuid  bent* 
Unto  the  Sn^kiagm. 


Tbeoct*  to  bold  oo 
Unto  King  Olafs  forec* 
Lying  within  the  boAiM 

Mouth*  of  Stet-havcB ; 
Him  to  enanarv  and  briag 
Unto  the  I>aniah  king. 
Who  hi*  drad  cor 

Forth  to  the  imwn  I 


XVIII 


KING  OI.AP  AMI  EARL  SICTALD 


On  the  grar 
King  Olaf  Htaada, 
Northward  and 
lit*  |H>inta  with  hia 


Witb  rddv  and  whirl 
llif  M*a-tidea  curl, 
Wajiliing  the  lawdaW 
Of  >ig^ald  the  lUrL 

The  marinen  KhoQt, 
The*  shiiM  Kwing  aboat* 
The  yanU  are  all 
The  aaiU  flutter  oaL 

Tlie  war-hivmii  are  piay*^ 
The  ani*bor«  are  weighed. 
Like  m(itb«  in  the 
'llip  MtiU  tlit  and  fada. 

Tlic  M-a  in  like  lead* 
Tbf*  barUir  lies  dead, 
K%  a  nirftf*  on  the 
Wb«»«r  npirit  kaa  dad  I 

On  that  fatal  dav, 
Thr  bi«tcinp«  tay, 
St-vrnty  vr^arla 
NuIahI  iiut  of  the  hay. 


Itiit  iitMin  •raltrrpd 
« »Vr  thr  tnllowa  ihej  fM% 
Wbilr  SigTald  and  Olif 
Sail  Mdr  by  uda. 
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Cried  the  Earl :  "  Follow  me  ! 
I  your  pilot  will  be, 
For  I  know  all  the  channels 
Where  flows  the  deep  sea  ! " 

So  into  the  strait 
Where  his  foes  lie  in  wait, 
Gallant  Kine  Olaf 
Sails  to  his  fate  ! 

Then  the  sea-fog  veils 
The  ships  and  their  sails  ; 
Queen  bigrid  the  Haughty, 
Thy  vengeance  prevails ! 


XIX 

KING   OLAF'S   war-horns 

ke  the  sails  ! ''  King  Olaf  said  ; 

er  shall  men  of  mine  take  flight ; 

r  away  from  battle  I  fled, 

r  away  from  my  foes  ! 

jet  God  dispose 

y  life  in  the  fight  !  " 

ad  the  horns  I  "  said  Olaf  the  King ; 
;uddenly  through  the  drifting  brume 
tlare  of  the  horns  began  to  nng, 
the  terrible  trumpet  shock 
)f  Regnarock, 
.e  Day  of  Doom  ! 

}T  and  louder  the  war-horns  sang 
the  level  floor  of  the  flood  ; 
le  sails  came  down  with  a  clang, 
here  in  the  midst  overhead 
lie  sun  hung  red 
Irop  of  blood. 

ng  down  on  the  Danish  fleet 
together  the  ships  were  lashed, 
it  neither  should  turn  and  retreat ; 
t  midst,  but  in  front  of  the  rest, 
lie  burnished  crest 
i  Serpent  flashed. 

Olaf  stood  on  the  quarter-deck, 
bow  of  ash  and  arrows  of  oak, 
ilded  shield  was  without  a  fleck, 
elmet  inlaid  with  gold, 
Ind  in  many  a  fold 
his  crimson  cloak. 


On  the  forecastle  Ulf  the  Red 
Watched  the  lashing  of  the  ships  ; 
"  If  the  Serpent  lie  so  far  ahead. 
We  shall  have  hard  work  of  it  here," 

Said  he  with  a  sneer 
On  his  bearded  lips. 

King  Olaf  laid  an  arrow  on  string, 
"  Have  I  a  coward  on  board  ?  "  said  he. 
**  Shoot  it  another  way,  O  King  ! " 
Sullenly  answered  ITlf, 
The  old  sea-wolf  ; 
"  You  have  need  of  me  I " 

In   front  came   Svend,  the   King  of   the 

Danes, 
Sweeping  down  with  his  fifty  rowers  ; 
To  the  right,  the  Swedish  king  with  hia 

thanes ; 
And  on  board  of  the  Iron  Beard 

Earl  Eric  steered 
To  the  left  with  his  oars. 

"  These  soft  Danes  and  Swedes,"  said  the 

King, 
*'  At  home  with  their  wives  had  better  stay. 
Than  come  within  reach  of  my  Serpent's 

sting  : 
But  where  £ric  the  Norseman  leads 

Heroic  deeds 
Will  be  done  to<lay  ! " 

Then  as  together  the  vessels  crashed, 
Eric  severed  the  cables  of  hide. 
With  which  King  Olafs  ships  were  lashed* 
And  left  them  to  drive  and  drift 

With  the  currents  swift 
Of  the  outward  tide. 

Louder  the  war-horns  g^rowl  and  snarl, 
Sharper  the  dragons  bite  and  sting  ! 
Eric  the  son  of  Hakon  Jarl 
A  death-drink  salt  as  the  sea 

Pledges  to  thee, 
Olaf  the  King ! 


XX 

EINAR   TAMBERSKELVER 

It  was  Einar  Tamberskelver 

Stood  beside  the  mast ; 
From  his  yew-bow,  tipped  with  silver, 

Flew  the  arrows  fast ; 
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Ainird  Bt  Kric  una  vail  io^;, 

A«  lie  hat  cuncraled. 
Half  Itrbind  thi*  i|uartfr-railing, 

Half  brbiiid  his  shield. 

FifNt  an  arrow  Mnirk  the  tiller, 

•luHt  alNi\e  hiA  hf»ti  ; 
**  >ing.  1>  Kvviiid  SkaldaiipiUer, 

Tha-n  Earl  Kric  Miid. 
'*Nu^  the  iM'iif:  uf  Hakon  dying, 

>tiif;  hiii  funeral  wnil  !  *' 
And  autithrr  arrow  tl\iu^ 

(•raxed  his  ciut  uf  mail. 


Tuminf^  to  a  I  upland  yconian. 

At  the  armw  |iaAM*<l, 
Said  Earl  Krir,  **  >h4Mit  that  Uiwiiian 

Ntaiiiliii^  hy  the  uuut." 
Sounrr  than  the  wonl  wa.i  »puken 

Klew  the  ye<»uian'»  uluift  ; 
£inar\  Ui«%  in  twMin  wa»  hrukeii, 

Einar  unly  laughed. 

••  Wliat  wu  dial  ?  "  Mid  Olaf,  stiuuhng 

On  ill*'  i{uartrrHlii-k. 
**  Suniethiu)'  h«-artl  1  like  the  stnuitliug 

Of  a  nhatti'red  wnvk.*' 
Einar  ihrii,  the  armw  takinj^ 

Kmni  the  hwi^M  ned  htrin^. 
An»»rn-d,  **'rii:ii  wn^  Nitrway  bn-akioj; 

Kroui  tliv  liaml,  O  Kin::  ! " 


••TImmi  art  hut  n  iN»ir  ditiner," 

Mnti^htwny  (  Maf  Mint  ; 
*'Take  III}  Iniw.  nnd  f>Hift«-r,  Einai, 

Ix  t  tilt    lllillft^  In-  ^|N*il  " 

Of  hi*  |N.ia«  the  fain-Ht  rhiNif«in(*. 

Ut-:u'hi*«l  lit'  fnnii  »lHi\f  ; 
Kin.ir  ^Aw  the  MiMMl.dni|it  ivizitii* 

Thn*ii|;li  lii«  irt«ii  );li*%i*. 

Hut  tilt'  Iniw  i»n«  tliin  and  narrnw  : 

At  the  tir«t  a«Miy, 
OVr  it*  ht-ail  hi-  ilnw  the  nrrnw. 

FT  III:;:  tin-  !->■»  riwa)  ; 
>.itii.  i«.?}i  h'lf  nipj  iiii;;ry  trni|M'r 

I  lu^llill^    III    )k.s   i  III  i-k. 

**OUf  *  f<<r  ««•  ^Ti  .it  a   K.iiii|v'r 
Arr  l:.\   \>*ms  V»t  mi  ak  !  " 

riirri,  i«:t}i  Kliiilt-  iif  jiir    h  f:  iiit 

i  >ii  lii«  I"  inlli-**  li|i, 
K-ih-'l  h*-.  I:.:lit  ati<l  M-lf-n  haul. 


LocMe  hia  gulden  lucks  w«l« 

liright  luA  amor 
I^ake  Saint  Micharl  o 

Lucifer  hn  Manwd. 


XXI 

KINO  OLAF'S  DFJiTH-DROIB 

All  day  haa  the  battle  ngMl, 
All  day  have  the  abipa  riifBgc<L 
But  nut  yet  ia  aaauami 
The  T«ng«aace  of  i-lrie  the  EatL 

The  drek«  with  blood  are  red, 
'I1ie  am>ws  uf  death  are  sped, 

'Hie  HhiiM  are  fille<l  with  tor  d 

And  the  »pean  the  cbanpioas 

They  drift  as  wrei'ki  oo  tbe  tidtw 
Tlie  grappling-irons  are  plied. 
The  iNinruerB  climb  up  the  side, 
Tbe  lihuuta  are  feeble  and  few. 


Ah  !  nerer  nhall  Nonrmv  _^ 

Set'  her  ftailum  cume  back  o'er  the 
Thf'V  all  lit*  wounded  or  sbuB, 
Or  aiileep  in  tbe  billows  blae  t 


On  the  deek  »tar»ds  OUf  tbe 
Arviuud  hini  whistle  and  sing 
The  !i|N*ar«  tliat  the  fiiemen  diagi 
And  thr  httines  tbe%  burl 


In  tlie  niiiUt  «»f  the  stones  sad  tbe 
KoUntirik.  thf  mar»l>al»  a|iprari, 
lii«  fihirld  111  the  air  be  upnran* 
\\\  the  Mile  uf  King  OlAf  br 

Ovfr  thf  slipjH'ry  wrrek 
Of  thi-  1^'iic  N'r|N*nt'!«  deck 
>wr«-|i«  Wrw  with  hardly  a  c 
His  lip^  H  ith  an|;vr  air  pale  ; 


Hr  hi'WA  with  hit  aie  at  ibe 
Till  It  falU.  with  tlie  sails  ore 
Lik**  a  ^ii«iw-efi%-err«l  pine  lu  tbe 
Pini  fi*re«t»  of  Orkailale. 


S«>ekiii(;  Kiiii*  <  >Uf  then, 
Hf  ru«hi-H  aft  With  ki« 
A»  a  huiiti'r  int«>  the  drn 
Of  the  U*ar,  when  be 


sUadsalliT- 
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Jarl  Hakon  I  "  he  cries  ; 
his  wondering  eyes, 
gures  arise, 
in  warlike  array ! 

Q  speaks  in  the  ear 
a  word  of  cheer, 
that  none  may  hear, 
le  on  his  tremulous  lip  ; 

aised  high  in  the  air, 

f  golden  hair, 

leteors*  glare, 

ave  leaped  from  the  ship. 

en  in  the  hoats 
q's  shield  as  it  floats, 
n  their  hairy  throats, 
Olaf  the  King  !  " 

the  opposite  side 
r  shiela  on  the  tide, 
iet  in  the  wide 
's  eddying  ring. 

a  wonderful  tale, 
^  stripped  off  his  mail, 
:  the  hrown  sea-kale, 
1  beneath  the  main  ; 

f  grew  old  and  gray, 
'  night  or  by  day, 
n  of  Norroway 
31af  seen  again  t 


XXII 

i   NUN   OF   NIDAROS 

convent  of  Drontheim, 
in  her  chamber 
\strid  the  Abbess, 
nighty  adoring, 
hing,  entreating 
rgin  and  Mother. 

ard  in  the  silence 
ice  of  one  speaking, 
it  in  the  darkness, 
ts  of  the  night-wind, 
)uder,  now  nearer, 
)st  in  the  distance. 


The  voice  of  a  stranger 
It  seemed  as  she  listened. 
Of  some  one  who  answered 
Beseeching,  imploring, 
A  cry  from  afar  off 
She  could  not  distinguish. 

The  voice  of  Saint  John, 
The  beloved  disciple, 
Who  wandered  and  waited 
The  Master's  appearance. 
Alone  in  the  diurkness. 
Unsheltered  and  friendless. 

**  It  is  accepted, 

The  angry  defiance. 

The  challenge  of  battle  t 

It  is  accepted, 

But  not  with  the  weapons 

Of  war  that  thou  wieldest  t 

**  Cross  against  corselet. 
Love  against  hatred. 
Peace-cry  for  war-cry ! 
Patience  is  powerful ; 
He  that  o'ercometh 
Hath  power  o'er  the  nations ! 

**  As  torrents  in  summer. 
Half  dried  in  their  channels, 
Suddenly  rise,  though  the 
Sky  is  still  cloudless. 
For  rain  has  been  falling 
Far  off  at  their  fountains  ; 

**  So  hearts  that  are  fainting 
Grow  full  to  overflowing. 
And  they  that  behold  it 
Marvel,  and  know  not 
That  God  at  their  fountains 
Far  off  has  been  raining  I 

**  Stronger  than  steel 
Is  the  sword  of  the  Spirit ; 
Swifter  than  arrows 
The  light  of  the  truth  is. 
Greater  than  answer 
Is  love,  and  subaaeth  I 

"  Thou  art  a  phantom, 
A  shape  of  the  sea-mist, 
A  shape  of  the  brumal 
Rain,  and  the  darkness 
Fearful  and  formless  ; 
Day  dawns  and  thou  art  not  f 
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**  'l*hr  dawu  U  out  distAUty 
Nur  in  tlu*  iiigbt  itarlnw  ; 
Lure  ia  rU'nuil  ! 
(•uci  is  utiU  (iuci,  and 
1!U  faitb  iIiaII  uut  fail  lu  ; 
Christ  ii  eUTual  1 " 


INTEKLL'DE 

A  HTRAIX  of  iuu»ic  cluaM^  the  tale, 
A  low,  tuuiioUiuuua,  fuiH'ral  wail, 
Tlkat  with  it»  cwleiioe,  wild  and  swrrt, 
Made  the  luiij^  ^^tr**  lu^*^'  cuiupl«te. 

**  Thank  (lod/*  tht*  'Ilieului^ian  said, 
**  The  rvi|;u  of  viulfuoi*  is  dead, 
i  >T  dyin|(  Hunrly  f rt>iu  the  world  ; 
While  Ix>vr  triuiii pliant  r«-i);n»  instead, 
And  in  a  brighter  ftky  oVrhfoil 
HiN  bleiuied  luniHTk  an*  unfurled. 
And  niu»t  tif  all  tlmnk  <>od  for  thiii : 
lilt*  war  and  waAto  of  i'lii!»hing  creeds 
NiiW  eiul  in  wiinU.  and  iint  in  di'rds, 
Aiitl  no  mil'  !«ii(Ti-r'*  ll»^^,  tir  blfeiN, 
For  thoU|;bt9  that  nifU  cult  ben'^iet. 

**  I  »taiid  witb«iut  biTr  in  tbr  |Hirfb, 

I  hrar  the  U-U*  iiii|4i«liiiUi«  dm, 

I  hear  tin-  ur^^ii  |mm1  within. 

I  iM'ar  tlif  |ir:i\iT.  Mitb  «t>nU  that  tcoreh 

Likf  fi|iark%  fniiii  uii  inverted  tureb, 

I  lM*ar  tlir  M*nniiii  ii|Min  ^in. 

With  tbrratriiui^^  of  thi>  laot  account. 

Anil  all.  tranttUtf'd  in  tin*  air, 

Ka-.i4  h  iiir  but  a«  «Mir  drar  l^ir«r«  Praver, 

Anil  3L^  tbe  ^»er^lon  on  the  Mount. 

*'  Mu«t  It  Im*  Calvin,  ami  n«it  ("brUt? 
^Iii*i  it  U-  .\t)uiiia»ian  crtfiU, 
Or  liiiU  «at4-r,  InmiW*.  ami  U*aiU  ? 
Mii«t  Htrti^i^'liii^  »iiuU  n>niaiii  ci>ntent 
W  illi  i-iitiiirtU  aiul  drrri*r*  iif  Tr^'Ut  ? 
Anil  «•  III  ■■  !•••  •  f.»iiii;b  fi«r  tbfM- 
Tlt«-  I   t.r.<{:iii  (  linn  h  tlir  _\par  rniliallini 
H  lib  i>\i  r^ri-t  ti«  aiiil  lNiii^b«  uf  |iuIliM, 
Anil  fiiU  ttii-  Air  «itb  litaiiirn  7 

'*  1  kiiii«  t}.a!  ^tiiUilrr  Itiari**-!* 
I'luaiik*  (iiiil  that  )«-  i«  lii't  like  me  ; 
In  111%  liiiiiii!ui;itiii  tirt  ««i-<l. 
I  uiil\   •tainl  ami  U.tt  II. \    lirr;iBt, 
Ai^tl  I'r.*^  fur  buiUAii  (l.aril\. 


**  Not  to  one  ehurch  do—,  bat 
Tbe  Yuice  propbctio  apttka  fi«i 
And  unto  each  the  piunuM 
Diversifled,  but  atill  tbe 
For  him  that  oTercumctb  art 
The  new  name  written  on  the 
Tbe  raiuent  white,  the  ctovbi  tht 
And  I  will  give  him  the  Morm^ 


"  Ah  I  to  how  manj  Faith  has 
No  evidence  of  thingi  unieen. 
But  a  dim  shadow,  that  recnata 
The  creed  of  tbe  I'hentaiiarta, 
For  whom  no  Man  uf  Suiruwa  dic4« 
For  whom  tlie  Tragedv  UiTiae 
Was  hut  a  lyudiol  an«f  a  ain. 
And  Christ  a  phantom  cnicUUd  I 

**  For  otbem  a  diviner  creed 
Is  hring  in  the  life  thev  lead. 
The  passing  of  their  beantifnl  fcft 
Blesses  the  pavement  of  the  atTMC, 
And  all  their  looks  and  woids  repeal 
Old  FuUerV  ^viuff,  wise  and  awcel« 
Not  as  a  vulture,  but  a  dove, 
Tbe  llolv  (ibost  came  from  abovv. 

**  And  this  briufps  bark  to  me  a  Inia 
So  sad  the  bearrr  wrll  mav  qnail. 
And  (|Uf?ttiiin  if  piiirh  tbin|pi  caa  be  ; 
Yet  in  the  cbrunicles  of  Spain 
I  iKiun  tbe  dark  |»ap's  nans  tbit 
And  nau^bt  can  wash  them  wbi 
.^  fearful  is  the  tragcdj.** 


Till    TMIOIOCIANS  TALE 

Ii'kylEMADA 

iii«i.<rir.     bf-m  W  I  Mtro,  i*rirff 

JJii."* 


In  the  hemic  days  when  Fe 

And  I^lirlU  nil'i'd  the  S 

Anil  Tiiri{ui'nia«la,  «ith  his  snbcir 

Kuletl  ihrm  a«<irand  Imiuisitor  al 

In  a  KTvml  ca.«ilr  iirar  Valladolid, 

Moali'd    and   bi|»h  and  bv  fair 

bi.l. 
There   ilwrit,   as    from   the   ci 

Irani. 
An  old  llid«al^  proud 
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ifl  perished,  with  his  towers 

Qns  save  this  one  alone  ; 
rible,  perhaps  't  were  best 
forgotten  with  the  rest ; 
ce,  our  eyes  can  see  therein 
I  triumphant  o'er  the  sin  ; 
e,  with  its  gloom  and  glow, 
verhead,  the  death  below. 

in  counted  each  day  as  lost 
feet    no   sacred   threshold 

banced  the  passing  Host  to 

.    prayed   devoutly   in    the 

d  ;  and  with  each  mutinous 

tasts  at  Ephesus,  he  fought.  * 
ition    scourged    himself    in 

essions,  with  his  head  down 

pus  Christi  oft  was  seen, 
Sunday  bore  his  bough   of 

}n  was  to  hunt  the  boar 
3d    thickets  of    the  forest 

;ling  mules  to  hurry  down 
bull-fight  in  the  neighbor- 

[  with  lighted  taper  stand, 
re  burned,  or  banished  from 

thin  him  a  tumultuous  joy  ; 

se  delight  is  to  destroy 

d   shouted  with  a  trumpet 

id  let  the  I^rd  find  out  his 


it  old  castle  in  the  wood, 
in  the  dawn  of  womanhood, 
1  their  convent  school,  had 

th   their  bloom   the   forest 

n   of   their   dead    mother's 

le   came   into   that   gloomy 

is  heart  as  dim  and  sweet 
1  a  solitary  street. 


Where  the  same  rays,  that  lift  the  sea,  are 

thrown 
Lovely  but  powerless  upon  walls  of  stone. 
These  two  lair  daughters  of  a  mother  dead 
Were  all  the  dream  had  left  him  as  it  fled. 
A  joy  at  first,  and  then  a  growing  care, 
As  if  a  voice  within  him  cried,  <*  Beware  I " 
A  vague  presentiment  of  impending  doom, 
Like  ghostly  footsteps  in  a  vacant  room. 
Haunted  him  day  and  night ;   a  formless 

fear 
That  death  to  some  one  of  his  house  was 

near. 
With  dark  surmises  of  a  hidden  crime. 
Made  life  itself  a  death  before  its  time. 
Jealous,  suspicious,  with  no  sense  of  shame, 
A  spy  upon  his  daughters  he  became  ; 
With  velvet  slippers,  noiseless  on  the  floors, 
He  glided  softly  through  half-open  doors  ; 
Now  in  the  room,  and  now  upon  the  stair. 
He  stood  beside  them  ere  they  were  aware; 
He    listened   in  the    passage   when    they 

talked. 
He  watched  them  from  the  casement  when 

they  walked. 
He  saw  the  gypsy  haunt  the  river's  side. 
He  saw  the   monk  among  the  cork-trees 

glide; 
And,  tortured    by  the   mystery  and  the 

doubt 
Of  some  dark  secret,  past  his  finding  out, 
BafiQed  he  paused  ;  then  reassured  again 
Pursued  the  flying  phantom  of  his  brain. 
He  watched  them  even  when  they  knelt  in 

church  ; 
And  then,  descending  lower  in  his  search, 
Questioned  the  servants,  and  with   eager 

eyes 
Listened  incredulous  to  their  replies  ; 
The  g^psy?    none  had  seen  her  in  the 

wood  I 
The  monk  ?  a  mendicant  in  search  of  food  I 

At  length  the  awful  revelation  oame, 
Crushing  at  once   his   pride  of  birth  and 

name  ; 
The  hopes  his  yearning  bosom  forward  cast 
And  the  ancestral  glories  of  the  past, 
All  fell  together,  crumbling  in  disgrace, 
A  turret  rent  from  battlement  to  base. 
His  daughters  talking  in  the  dead  of  night 
In  their  own  chamber,  and  without  a  light, 
Listening,  as  he  was  wont,  he  overheard, 
And  learned  the  dreadful  secret,  word  by 

word  : 
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Ami  hurry inj;  from  hiii  rastlr,  with  a  crj 
He  ruiM-d  hu  huitlA  to  thr  iinpityiiig  iikv, 
Krpratinf^  uuc  drvad  wtinl,  till  btub  auii 

irre 
Caught     it,    and     nhuddering     aniiwerpd,  ! 

"  llervnv  !  *' 

WrappMl  in  hii  cloak,  hU  hat  drawn  o*er 

his  ftwr. 
Now  hurraing  forward,  nuw  with  lingering 

|iaie, 
Ilr  walke<l  all  night  thr  allcVH  of  hin  park. 
With  one  uiim*«'u  coin^wnion  in  tlie  dark. 
The  dcnitui  who  within  him  l^y  in  wait 
And    hr  hi^   preM*ni*«    turned    his  love  to 

liatr. 
Forever  nnittfriiig  in  an  undertone, 
•*  Kill !  kill  !  and  let  the  Lord  hud  out  hiA 

faf 

I'pon  the  morrow,  aftor  early  Mass, 

\\  hile  irt   the  dew  was  glistening  on  the 

gr.i.*s 
And  all  the  wimmIs  uert*  nmAi«*al  with  binU, 
llie  old  lliil:il^ii,  littering  fearful  wunU, 
Walkeit   hmiifwartl  with  the  I'riest,  and  in 

hin  riNiiii 
Summo!ii*«i  hi4  tix'nihling  daughters  to  their 

diMini. 
When  ({uc<tt lulled,  with  hrief  an«wen  they 

repht-il, 
Ntir  when  a4'fU4«*il  e\. Tiled  t>r  deiiifd  ; 
Kx|MMtul:ttiiin«,  *t:i^'*itiii.ile  :i|i|ie.iU, 
All   tliat   the   hiiiiian  heart   iinitt   fears  or 

fi-^'N, 
In    vain    tlir     iViest     with    raniest    voiee 

e««:iVfil  ; 
In  vain   tli*-   f. it  her  thr«'ateneil.  wept,  ami 

pra\*'il  : 
I'fitil  nt  1a«t  he  said,  with  hnu^'htx   inii-ii. 
••  The  ||i>1\  t  »ftire,  then,  nni^t  lusm  If  !  " 

An«I  ntiw  the  f  trin«l  Ini|iii*it<ir  nf  Spain, 
\\  ith  .ill  tl.i-  fiff\   hiirM'iiii'ii  iif  hi«  trniii. 
Iliii  nwfiil  n.in-.f  rv'tiiiiiiiliiit*,  lik**  tlie  |il:i«t 
Of  fiiiHT  tl  triMip"!'.  .1*  he  ••nw:iril  p.-i.^M-d, 
<'»iiie  til  V  til  iil'.l.i.  ;in<i  thi-r«'  U't^iii 
'I'll  liirrx  ttii-  *     K  .Ifw  n  with  fire  niiil  Ikih. 
'I'll  liiiii  Oil'  11  '{.il^'ii  tii-rit,  :itiil  :it  the  j^.itr 
I^-iii:iiii|i>l  .^iiiliti)i-f  III!  :ifT:iir«  i>f  «late. 
Anil  in  .1  ■»•'•  ri-t  ihiinlN-r  «tiMMl  U-f.ire 
A  ifi"ii«'r»lile  i,'r.»\  l"ir«l  i-f  f'«iiri« 'if"-, 
Pn-«"«<«l  in  ll.f  }i<»«l  und  h;»)>it  nf  a  fnar  ; 
Out  iif  |:i«  t\*-%  tl.i.«hf-«l  a  •  Mimiitiiin;;  tirv. 
And  ih  hi«  tiiftml  iIm'  ni\«tu-  h>«rii  he  hfltl. 


Which  poison  ami  all 

pelled. 

He  beard  in  silence  tbe  Hidalgo's  talk, 
I1ien  answered  in  a  v 

3uail  : 
the  Church !  wbea  A 
To  sacrifice  bis  onU  aoa 


I-tt 


and  thi 


He  did  not  pause  to  parler  nor  | 
Hut  bastenetl  to  obey  the  Lord's 
In  him  it  was  accounted  rigb 
The  Holy  Church  expecU  of  lbe«  ■ 

A  sacred  freniv  seiied  the  faftWi^a 
And   Men-v  from   that  ho«r  ia 

vain. 
Ah  !  who  will  e*er  belicTe  the 
II is  daughters  be  accused, 

dav 
They  both  were  cast   into 

gloom, 
'Huit  dismal  anteehamber  off 
Arraigne<l.  condemned, 

the  Hanie, 
The  secret  torture  and  the  pabKc 


Then  to  the  Grand  Inquisitor 
The  llitlalgo  went  more  eagei 
And  saifl  :  **  When  Abraham 

s(»n. 
He  clave  the  wood  wherewith 

done. 

Hv  hii  example  taught,  let  mm  %am  kiiv 
W  I  mm!  frtim  the  forest  for  ibt  offMilSi 
And  the  deep  voice,  withoat 

plie«l  : 
" ."Nin of  the (  hunh  !  by  faith 
Complete  thy  jvarnAce,  eTeo  aa 
The  Chiiri'h  aluMdvcs  tbv 

all  piilt  !  '* 

Tlien  tluA  ni«Mt  wretched  fslhsr 
mav 

m 

Into  the  i»cmhU,  that  nmnd  haa  cosllshf; 
Where  onre  hi*  daughters 

hiNHt  played 
With  their  >«»ung  niocher  ia  the 

»haile. 
Niiw  all  the  h'sves  bad  fallea  ;  thi 

bare 
Mmle  a  |i»qie(iial  moaning  ia  the 
\nil  «enMinin;:  fn>m  their  ev 


r 


The  raten«  v^iileil  athwart  the  akT^^*^ 
With  III*  iiwii  hands  he   lupped 

and  iMiiind 
Kagot%.  that  rrark led  with  ffotoi 
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on  his  mules,  caparisoned  and  gay 
h  bella  and  tassels,  sent  them  on  their 
way. 

n  with  his  mind  on  one  dark  purpose 
bent, 

in  to  the  Inquisitor  he  went, 

.  said  :    *<  Behold,  the  fagots  I  have 

brought, 
now,  lest  my  atonement  be  as  naught, 

at  me  one  more  request,  one  last  de- 
sire, — 

h  my  own  hand  to  liirht  the  funeral 

[  Torqaemada  answered  from  his  seat, 
n   of  the  Church  !     Thine  offering  is 

complete  ; 
serrants  through  all  ages  shall  not 

cease 
nagnify  thy  deed.    Depart  in  peace  I " 

m.  the  market-place,  buUded  of  stone 
scaffold  rose,  whereon  Death  claimed 

his  own« 
he  four  comers,  in  stem  attitude, 
r  statues  of  the  Hebrew  Prophets  stood, 
ing   with   calm    indifference   in    their 

eyes 
»n  this  place  of  human  sacrifice, 
nd  which  was  gathering  fast  the  eager 

crowd, 
h  clamor  of  voices  dissonant  and  loud, 
I  every  roof  and  window  was  aUve 
h  restless  gazers,  swarming  like  a  hive. 

church-bells  tolled,  the  chant  of  monks 

drew  near, 
d  trumpets  stammered  forth  their  notes 

of  fear, 
ne  of  torches  smoked  along  the  street, 
re  was  a  stir,  a  rush,  a  tramp  of  feet, 
I,  with  its  banners  floating  in  the  air, 
rly  the    long    procession  crossed   the 

square, 

I,  to  the  statues  of  the  Prophets  bound, 

victims  stood,  with  faj?ots  piled  around. 

n  all  the  air  a  blast  of  trumpets  shook, 

I  louder  sang  the  monks,  with  bell  and 

book, 
I  the  Hidalgo,  lofty,  stem,  and  proud, 
ed  his  torch,  and,  bursting  through  the 

crowd, 
bted  in  haste  the  fagots,  and  then  fled, 
t  those  imploring  eyes  should  strike  him 

dead  I 


O  pitiless  skies  1  why  did  your  clouds  re- 
tain 

For  peasants'  fields  their  floods  of  hoarded 
rain? 

O  pitiless  earth  I  why  opened  no  abyss 

To  bury  in  its  chasm  a  crime  like  tins  ? 

That  night,  a  mingled  column  of  fire  and 

smoke 
From  the  dark  thickets  of  the  forest  broke, 
And,  glaring  o'er  the  landscape  leagues 

away. 
Made  all  the  fields  and  hamlets  bright  as 

day. 
Wrapped  in  a  sheet  of  flame  the  castle 

blazed. 
And  as  the  villagers  in  terror  gazed. 
They  saw  the  figure  of  that  cruel  knight 
Lean  from  a  window  in  the  turret's  height. 
His  ghastly  face  illumined  with  the  glare. 
His    hands    upraised  above    his    ^ad  in 

prayer. 
Till  the  floor  sank  beneath  him,  and  he  fell 
Down  the   black  hollow  of  that  burning 

well. 

Three  centuries  and  more  above  his  bones 
Have  piled  the  oblivious  years  like  funeral 

stones  ; 
His  name  has  perished  with  him,  and  no 

trace 
Remains  on  earth  of  his  afflicted  race  ; 
But  Torquemada's  name,  with  clouds  o'er- 

cast, 
Looms  in  the  distant  landscape  of  the  Past, 
Like  a  burnt  tower  upon  a  blackened  heath. 
Lit  by  the  fires  of  burning  woods  beneath  I 


INTERLUDE 

Thus  closed  the  tale  of  guilt  and  gloom. 

That  cast  upon  each  listener's  fiioe 

Its  shadow,  and  for  some  brief  space 

Unbroken  silence  filled  the  room. 

The  Jew  was  thoughtful  and  distressed  ; 

Upon  his  memory  thronged  and  pressed 

The  persecution  of  his  race. 

Their  wrongs  and  sufferings  and  disgrace  } 

His  head  was  sunk  upon  his  breast. 

And  from  his  eyes  alternate  came 

Flashes  of  wrath  and  tears  of  shame. 

The  Student  first  the  silence  broke. 
As  one  who  long  has  lain  in  wait. 
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With  tiurpuae  to  rrUlUt«, 

AikI  Uius  be  dealt  the  Bv«*nfpn|;  stroke. 

**  In  such  li  coinpaitT  as  tliiA, 

A  tail*  Ml  traipr  M*rin!i  aiiii-iA, 

lliat  by  it»  tfiriblr  cuntrul 

OVruuwtri>  aud  dragK  down  the  soul 

Into  a  fatbonib'M  ab%M. 

'ilie  Italian  Talm  that  you  diMlaiOy 

Sunir  iiirrry  Nij^bt  (»f  Mrafiarulc, 

Or  Maebiavt*lli*ii  lWl|ibai;iir, 

Wuuld  fhrrr  un  and  driipbt  lu  nicire, 

Ciive  i^ivattT  |»lfa;«un-  and  IrM  |«in 

Than  yuur  grim  trap'dim  of  S|iaiu  I  ** 


Ami  brn*  thi*  I'oet  raiMsl  his  hand, 
%Vith  ikiicb  «-ntrraty  and  ouniniand, 
It  st4i|iiMMi  diMMiHiHiun  at  it^  l>irth. 
And  said  :  *'  TIi«>  »ti>r>-  I  shall  tell 
Haft  ini'anin^  in  it.  if  nut  mirth  ; 
liiktrn,  and  hi'ar  viliat  unce  befrll 
The  tuerry  birds  of  Killingwurth  ! 


Ac 


the  Sonnd   Um  faiids  cf 
iled. 
Speaking      scmie 

■trmnge  and  sweoi 
Of  tropic  isle  remote,  and 
The  village  with  the  chcOTB  of  all 
Hcet; 
Or    quarrrlling    togeU»r»    la«gW< 
railed 
Like  foreign  sailor*,  laadad  m  Iht 
( )f  seaport  town,  and  with  ontlaadiik  hm 
Of  oatlis  and   gibberish  frifhlmmg  giik 
aud  boys. 


tt 


THI     J'OKT'S  TALi: 

inr  i:iKi>^  or    kii.i.iniiWoktii 

It    was  the  s«-ason,  wbrn  thnm^h  all  the 
laiiil 
The    inrrli*   and  niavi«  build,  and  build- 
iiij:  *inir 
TliiMe  lti%f-lt  lyri«'«.  writtm  by  Hist  band, 
Whiini  .Naiitn  CmmIuumi  ciilU  tlir    lUithe- 
hrart  Kiiil:  : 
Whrn  nn  the  Uiu^b*  the  purplr  buds  el- 
lwand. 
Tb**    UiiiniTi    tif    tbr    Tnni^anl    tif    the 
Spnni:. 
Aiiil  n%iib-i«,  n*ji*ii*iii;;,  ni<h  iiml  b-ap, 
Aud  mjkM'  tb**ir  lluttrriii^;  M^nalti  fn»m  tbr 
*tt'i-p 

Tlir  r-'^iii  aitd  tb«'  bliirbinl.  piping  bfiiil, 
1  ill*  •!  -ill  Mtf  btiMMiuiiii};  tirt-liariU  with 
ill*  .r  K'ivf  ; 
Tin*   ■pirrui**  rli(r|M-i1  a*  if  ibfi  mIiM  wrn* 
|>r«iiiii 
'Dii  ir    r  II  f    111    llulv    Writ   tkluMild    turn- 

■ 

tn'lii-il  l«-  : 
A»"l  )i!ii.,rr\  I  T>n%,  »«^t-iiili|*-d  in  .-»  «-riiwd. 
<  laiiiiir*  •!      Ihnr    piti  I'U^    pr.i_\i'r     iur<-*- 
ftaiilU. 
Kniivi  in^  «  h< ■  bt  Af^  tbr  ry\  vu^  i*ry ,  ainl  \.\\*\  : 
*tiiir    iM,    O     l^ird.   tbi«    iiji\,   iiur   d^iU 

bn  .Ml :  ■• 


Thus  cane  the  jocand  Spring  In 
worth. 
In  falNilous  days,  •onw  hnadn 

And   thrifty   farmers,   as   thej   lilU 

earth. 
Heard    with   alarm   the   enwing  «f 

crow, 
That  niincled  with  the  nniTvrMl 

Ca«iandra-like,  prognostientuig 
They  shook  tlu'ir  braiU, 

drrailful  wnrds 
To  swift   destruction  thn 

birds. 


And  a  tnwn-tneeting 
way 

To  sft  a  price  upon  the  gniltj 
C  >f  tbe«i*  iiiaraudem,  who,  in  1m«  nf  pip; 

I^viiMl    black -mail    upon 

.\nd   mrntii'ldii,   and   beheld 

ni:iy 
Thi*  awfitl  M\Tit^row,  with  kin 

»bn*iN  ; 
'Difl*  skrb'tiin  that  waited  at  tbm 
Whrndiy    tbi-ir    sinful 

crraftrtl. 


'Hirn    fmin    bi^   h« 
wbiti-. 
With  till  ted  t*4iliiiiinB, 
l*br  .s«|iiir«>  r:init*  forth,  au, 
ilnl  *it;bt  ! 
Sbiviv  ilrwi-ndinj;.  with 
Tbrrt*  Hi|;bl«  nf   iit«-|ill,  nor  I 
rii;ht, 
iKtiati  tbr  biHi;  Ktrpct  be 
1*  bii  «aiii, 
"   \  t4iwn  that  lNiat|«  inhabi 
i'an  bavr  lu.*  lark  uf  good 


Ukm 
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Tbe  Fftnon,  too,  appeared,  a  man  aastere. 
The  inatinet    of  whose  nature  was  to 
kiU; 
Tlie  wxatb  of  God  he  preached  from  year 
to  year, 
And  read,  with  fervor,  Edwards  on  the 
WiU; 
His  favorite  pastime  was  to  slay  the  deer 

In  Summer  on  some  Adirondao  hill ; 
E'en  now,  while  walking  down  the  rural 

lane, 
fie  lopped  the  wayside  lilies  with  his  cane. 

From  the  Academy,  whose  helfry  crowned 
The  hill  of   Science  with  its  vane  of 
brass, 

Came  the  Preceptor,  gazing  idly  round. 
Now  at  the  doads,  and  now  at  the  green 
nass. 

And  all  absorbed  in  reveries  profoand 
Of  fair  Almira  in  the  upper  class. 

Who  was,  as  in  a  sonnet  he  had  said. 

As  pore  as  water,  and  as  good  as  bread. 

And  next  the  Deacon  issued  from  his  door, 
In  his  voluminous  neck-cloth,  white  as 
snow  ; 
A  suit  of  sable  bombazine  he  wore  ; 

His   form  was  ponderous,  and  hb  step 
was  slow  ; 
There  never  was  so  wise  a  man  before  ; 
fie  seemed  the  incarnate  *'  Well,  I  told 
yon  so  I " 
And  to  perpetuate  his  great  renown 
There   was  a  street  named  after  him  in 
town. 

These  came  together  in  the  new  town-hall, 
With  sundry  farmers  from  tbe  region 
round. 
The  Squire  presided,  dignified  and  tall. 
Hi.  air  unpreMive  and    hi.  reaMning: 
sound  ; 
HI  fared  it  with  the  birds,  both  great  and 
small ; 
fiardly  a  friend  in  all  that  crowd  they 
found. 
But  enemies  enough,  who  every  one 
Charged  them  with  all  the  crimes  beneath 
the  sun. 

When  they   had    ended,   from    his  place 
apart 
Rose    the    Preceptor,    to    redress     the 
wrong, 


And,  trembling  like  a  steed  before  the 
start. 
Looked  round  bewildered  on  the  expect- 
ant throng  ; 

Then  thought  of  fair  Almira,  and  took 
heart 
To  speak  out  what  was  in  him,  clear  and 
strone. 

Alike  regardless  of  their  smile  or  frown. 

And  quite  determined  not  to  be  laughed 
down. 

"  Plato,  anticipating  the  Reviewers, 

From  his  Republic  banished  without  pity 
The  Poets  ;  in  this  little  town  of  yours. 
Yon  put  to  death,  by  means  of  a  Com- 
mittee, 
The  ballad-singers  and  the  Troubadours, 
The  street-musicians  of    the    heavenly 
city, 
The  birds,  who  make  sweet  music  for  ns 

all 
In  our  dark  hours,  as  David  did  for  SauL 

"The  thrush  that  carols  at  the  dawn  of 
day 
From  the  green  steeples  of    the  piny 
wood  ; 
The  oriole  in  the  elm  ;  the  noisy  jay, 

Jargoning  like  a  foreigner  at  his  food  ; 
The  bluebird  balanced  on  some  topmost 
spray. 
Flooding    with    melody    the    neighbor- 
hood ; 
Linnet  and  meadow-lark,  and  all  the  throng 
That  dwell  in  nests,  and  have  the  gift  of 
song. 

« Ton  slay  them  all  t  and  wherefore  ?  for 
the  gain 
Of    a  scant   handful    more   or  less  of 
wheat, 
Or  rye,  or  barley,  or  some  other  grain. 
Scratched  up  at  random  by  industrious 
feet. 
Searching  for  worm  or  weevil  after  rain  I 
Or  a  few  cherries,  that  are  not  so  sweet 
As  are  the  songs  these  uninvited  guests 
Sing    at    their    feast     with    comfortable 
breasts. 

*<  Do  you  ne'er  think  what  wondrous  beings 
these? 
Do  you  ne'er  think  who  made  them,  and 
who  taught 
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The  dialect  tbev  ipeak,  where  melodiei 

Alone  mrv  tbr  iutrrpreten  of  tliouj^fat  ? 
WboM  honsehctld  wonU  are  wuagt  in  nanj 
kevs. 
Sweeter   thmn   initrument   of   man  e*er 
caught  ! 
Whose  habitations  in  the  trre-tupt  even 
Are    half-wav     houses    on    tho    road    to 
heaven  ! 

**  Think,  every  morning;  when  the  sun  peeps 
thruuf^h 
The  dim.   Iraf- latticed    windows  of  the 

IffUV.'.  I 

How  jubilant  the  luippv  birdfi  renew 

Their  old,  nii'ludioii:*  nnulripUi  uf  Itivr  f 
And  when   yuu   think   of   this,  rcmeinber 

tiNI 

T  is  always    uiominf*   somewhere,  and 

abuT«> 
The  awakrning  cuutinents,  from  shore  to 

ikhiin*. 
Somcwhi-n*  tht*  bird*  an*  sinf^ng  evermore. 

**  Think  uf  vour  woods  and  orchards  without 
binf*. ! 
Of  em|ity  nf»t»  that  cliii);  to  boughs  and 
|N*aiii4 
Ak  ill  an  idnit'ii  lirain  n'in<'iiilM*n*«l  wonls 
Hang    fniptv    'luiil    thi*    cobwfbs  of  his 
«ln-uiii«  !  I 

Will  Mi'at  iif  tliN-kiN  or  lirllnwiiig  of  ht*nU 
Makr   u|i  fitr  thr  lo«t  iiiukii.',  nhi-n  ymir 
li'aiiit 
I  hug   hoiiii*   thi*    »tingr    harvrnt.    and   no 

IlliifV 

Tlir     frmthrrrd    glranrn    fitlltiw    to   your 
diMir '/ 

**  What  f  would  Tou  rather  nee  the  im^eiuuMit 
fttir 
nf  iiiM-<-t«  in  tlir  wiiiilniw«  nf  the  ba^, 
A  nil  br^r  x\ir  l<«iMt  .-ind  tbr  grasjihtiii|M*r 
'llii  ir  nil  1. III!  hi  lit  biiniy-^tinliri  play  ? 
Is  thi«  ini>r«*  I'll  k«  ml  !••  \iiii  th^n  thr  wbir 
iH   in'-tiii'Dk-Urk.   ;iii«l    IhT  nwi^'t  rouiide- 
l4^. 
Or  twilti-r  ''f  \.*.l\r  t:fM-f:in*«.  A»  ynti  takr 
Your    iii»*r..ii^    in    tht'    «hA<lr  «if    bii»b   and 
br^kr   ' 

"  Yuu  rail  tbrin  thit'\r«  and  pillagrr*  ;  but 
kniiM, 
Thr«    an-    ibr    «ir.|*i-d    wanlrlis   uf    «our 
farini. 


Who  from  tho  eomflaldfl  dim  tW 
foe. 
And  from  your  himalg  hmf  a 
harms; 
Even  the  bhuikest  of  them  all,  tkm 
Renders  good  wmrnem  as 
arms. 
Crushing  the  beetle  in  hit  eoal  of 
And  erying  havoo  on  thm  slog  and 


i* 


How  can  I  teach  joar  childiva 

ness. 
And  merry  to  the  weak,  aad 
For  Life,  which,  in  its  weak 

Is  still  a  glram  of  God's 
Or  Death,  which,  seeming 
leas 

The    selfsame    light,  altboi^ 
hence, 
When  by  your  laws,  yoar  ■rtiii. 

speech, 
Y'ou  contradict  the  very  things  I 


rwUa  «r 


With  this  he  tb«ed  ;  aad 
dicm^e  went 
A    munnur,    like    the 
leaves  ; 
The  farmers  laughed  aad 
lifnt 

Tlirir  yrllow  heads  together  liki 
sheaves  ; 
Men  have  w*  faith  in  ftnc^^paa 
Who  put  their  trust  in  bnHnfkl 
lM*rvi*s. 
The  binin  wrre  doomed  ;  and,  aa  iW 

shows, 
A  bountr  offere<l  for  the  beads  of 

There  was  another  audience  oat  ef 
Who  hail  no  voice  nor  vote  in 
laws, 
Hut  in  the  papers  read  his  little 
And  cniwiied  bis  modest 
applause  ; 
'Piey  mntle  biiii  consciooSt 
than  i>a4*h. 
He  still  wai  victor,  vnqnished  in 

rau««". 
>«eetettt  of  all  the  applause  he  van 

(>  fair  Ahnira  at  the  Acadenv  ! 


And  so  the  dreailful 

O'er  flrblt  aiMl  orrhaida, 
land  i-rrtu. 
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The  oeaaelesB  fusillade  of  terror  ran. 
Dead  fell  the  birds,  with  blood-stains  on 
their  breasts, 
Or  wounded  crept   away  from   sight  of 
man. 
While  the  yoong  died  of  famine  in  their 
nests  ; 
A  slaughter  to  be  told  in  groans,  not  words, 
The  yerj  St.  Bartholomew  of  Birds  I 

The  Summer  came,  and  all  the  birds  were 
dead ; 
The  days  were  like  hot  coals  ;  the  yery 
ground 
Was  burned  to  ashes  ;  in  the  orchards  fed 

Myriads  of  caterpillars,  and  around 
The  cultivated  fields  and  garden  beds 
Hosts  of  devouring  insects  crawled,  and 
found 
No  foe  to  check  their  march,  till  they  had 

made 
The  land  a  desert  without  leaf  or  shade. 

Devoured  by  worms,  like  Herod,  was  the 
town. 
Because,  like  Herod,  it  had  ruthlessly 
Slaughtered  the  Innocents.   From  the  trees 
spun  down 
The  «uiker-worms  upon  the  passers-by, 
Upon   each  woman's  bonnet,   shawl,  and 
gown, 
Who  shook  them  off  with  just  a  little 
cry; 
They  were  the  terror  of  each  favorite  walk. 
The  endless  theme  of  all  the  village  talk. 

The  farmers  grew  impatient,  but  a  few 
Confessed   their  error,  and   would   not 
complain, 
For  after  all,  the  best  thing  one  can  do 

When  it  is  raining,  is  to  let  it  rain. 
Then  they  repealed  the  law,  although  they 
knew 
It  would  not  call  the  dead  to  life  again  ; 
As  school-boys,  finding  their  mistake  too 

late. 
Draw  a  wet  sponge  across  the  accusing 
slate. 

That   year    in   Killingworth    the  Autumn 
came 
Without  the  light  of  his  majestic  look, 
The  wonder  of  the  falling  tongues  of  flame, 
The  illumined  pages  of  his  Doom's-Day 
book. 


A  few  lost  leaves  blushed  crimson  with 
their  shame. 
And  drowned  themselves  despairing  in 
the  brook, 

While  the  wild  wind  went  moaning  every- 
where, 

Lamenting  the  dead  children  of  the  air  I 

But  the  next  Spring  a  stranger  sight  was 
seen, 
A  sight  that  never  yet  by  bard  was  sung. 
As  great  a  wonder  as  it  would  have  been 

If  some  dumb  animal  had  found  a  tongue  I 
A  wag^n,  overarched  with  everg^reen. 
Upon  whose  boughs  were  wicker  cages 
hung. 
All  full  of  singing  birds,  came  down  the 

street, 
Filling  the  air  with  music  wild  and  sweet. 

From  all  the  country  round  these  birds 
were  brought. 
By  order  of  the  town,  with  anxious  quest, 
And,  loosened  from  their  wicker  prisons, 
sought 
In  woods  and  fields  the  places  they  loved 
best. 
Singing  loud  canticles,  which  many  thought 
Were  satires  to  the  authorities  addressed, 
While   others,  listening  in    g^en    lanes, 

averred 
Such  lovely  music  never  had  been  heard  I 

But  blither  still  and  louder  carolled  they 
Upon  the  morrow,  for  they  seemed  to 
know 

It  was  the  fair  Almira's  wedding-day. 
And  everywhere,  around,  above,  below. 

When  the  Preceptor  bore  his  bride  away, 
Their  songs  burst  forth  in  joyous  oveiv 
flow. 

And  a  new  heaven  bent  over  a  new  earth 

Amid  the  sunny  farms  of  Killingworth. 


FINALE 

The  hour  was  late  ;  the  fire  burned  low. 
The  Landlord's  eyes  were  closed  in  sleep. 
And  near  the  story's  end  a  deep, 
Sonorous  sound  at  times  was  heard, 
As  when  the  distant  bagpipes  blow. 
At  this  all  laughed ;  the  Landlord  stirred. 
As  one  awaking  from  a  swound, 
And,  gazing  anxiously  around. 
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Protested  that  he  hiul  nut  tlvpt, 
but  uuIt  ihut  his  eyrs  aiiii  krut 
His  ears  atteutive  to  esfck  wuru. 

Tbrn  bU  bfimi*.  and  Mid  **  Coud  Nigbt." 
Alonp  rvniaiut'd  tbv  druw«y  S«|uire 
To  rake  the  rinlterti  uf  tbv  tire. 
And  ijUfncb  tbe  wan  in);  |>arlur  li||[bt ; 
Wbile  fruni  tin*  wiiulowx,  here  and  tbere,^ 
The  arattt'ivtl  Uinpjt  a  inoim'nt  f(l«auied, 
Awl  the  illiiuiini>«l  hu^trl  M^eued 
The  iH>natellatii'n  uf  tin*  liear. 
iXiwnwanl,  athwart  the  iniftty  air. 
Sinking  and  !M>ttin^  tnwartl  the?  nun. 
Far  off  the  vilU^  cluck  struck  uoe. 


r\kr  sii:«>Ni) 

I'Kl.I.l  I)K 

A  coi.n,  unintvmijitt'd  r.uii, 

That  wa»brd  each  .suuthrni  windov-pane, 

AimI  iiiaili*  a  ri«i-r  uf  thi'  msul  ; 

A  M'^i  uf  iiii«i  that  uvrrtluwid 

IIm*  htHiM*.  thf  lMrn«.  tin*  ^iIiIimI  vane, 

And  dniviiii-d  the  iipUnil  and  the  plain, 

lliruuf^h  whii-h  the  uak-tn-m,    bruad    and 

hi;;h. 
Like  pli:%iitiiin  »lti|i4  wriit  drift inj;  hy  ; 
And,  hull  if  II  In  hi  ml  a  ^.ttrrv  bcreen, 
l*he  sun  unM>i-ii,  nr  only  iwi-n 
As  a  f:iiiit  i^illiir  in  the  ^ky  ;  - 
Thii4  ruhl  :inil  riiliirlf««  anil  ^r»y, 
llir  mum  tif  that  antuniiiJil  dav, 
A«  if  rrliii-t.int  til  h«*;;iti. 
I^Awnn*]  iiti  th**  ••ilriit  >iiilhtiry  Inn, 
Ami  all  tliff*  )pit'«t«  iliat  in  it  lay. 

Kiill  lati*  iht'v  ftli'iit      'PirT  tliil  not  ht-ar 

■  ■  ■ 

I  Ur  t'lullfii^i*  of  ^ir  t  liaiilii  Icrr, 

W  hi»  iiri  I  hi*  f-ni|itv  lhrr«hinir-H«jur, 

Ih««laiiifiil  ••(  thf  raiti  liiit^idi*. 

\\  i«  «!rii(tiii^'  With  a  lii.trti:il  Rtrulr, 

A^  if  'ilMiii  ti:«  liii^h  tif  «iir«' 

1  iif  f.tiiHiii*  '  »ihtil*Mi>r«l  *'i  thi*  Stptirv, 

Auil  «aiii,  "  II*  ht>!<l  i!if .  .iml   a«liii)ri'  t  ** 

Onlr  lh«*  l*iM'f  «••  rtifil  t**  hr:ir. 

Ill  ilriiw*--  <-r  >iri-:tM  ,  iimri-  iif.ir  and  nrar 

At*r«M4  ifii   lnif'it  r-i  iii'l  I'f  ^irt  |i, 

Tli«*  h'mwiri^  .  f    I  ''!.!)if«itiiir  liiirn. 

That  ):tiit:->*'>l  !li*  •li«iittl  il.-«\  li«  M-tirn  : 

A    •|i1a«)i    •'(    h>mti%    Af]>l    T  .^h   *>(    wllff'U 

llifx>u^h  «aitil  Aifii  iiiirr  likf  •traudtn|{  keel*. 


I 


As  from  the  riMul 
The  Mail  drove  up  the  little 
Aud  stopped  besiuc  tho  tavcn 
A  moment  stopped,  ami  tKea  mnm 
With  crack  of  whip  aud  batk  off^ttf 
Plunged  forward  throagk  i1m  mm  m 
And  all  was  silent  as  beforv,  ^ 
All  silent  save  the  dripping 


Then  one  by  one  the  ipiesta 
And  greeted  with  a  smile  IIm  Sqaiiew 
Who  sat  before  thr  parlor  fire, 
Reading  the  pa|Mcr  fresh  from 
First  the  Sicilian,  like  a  biri, 
Itefure  his  form  appeared,  was 
Whistling  and  singing  down  tke 
'llieu  eanic  the  Student,  with  a 
As  placid  an  a  meailow-brook  ; 
:  The  llieohigian,  still  perplexed 
!  With  thuughu  of  this  vorUI  and  iJbe  ifll| 
'I  he  Pu«*t  then,  as  one  who  sc«a« 
Walking  in  vUiuns  and  in  drtaae ; 
Tbrn  the  Musician,  like  a  fair 
lly|ierion  fmm  wlrase  golden  bttir 
'llie  railiaxice  uf  the  momiog 
And  la!«t  the  arumatic  Jew 
i  >f  Alicant.  « hi i.  as  be  threw 
The  diNir  wide  «»|M*n,  oo  the  air 
Hreatbeil  niuml  about  him  a 
<  H  dainank  runes  in  full  bloom. 
Making  a  garden  uf  the 


The  bn*BkfaHt  ended,  each 
Tlie  iirt>niptingii  uf  his  various 
ll«-!iiae  the  Hre  in  ftileoce  smoki 
'l*he  ta«-itum.  iui|*aiuiive  Jew, 
Ixnt  in  a  pleaMint  rcvery  ; 
While,  by  bin  gravitv  prorokffdi 
His  |Mirtrait  tin*  Sicilian  drew, 
An«l  wrute  )M*iMath  it  **  tldrrhw 
At  tlie  Ke«|  llune  in  Sndbury.* 

Ily  f  Ar  the  buMeiit  of  them  all. 
The  'nieolii|*ian  in  the  hall 
Waji  feedim;  ndiiu»  in  a  CAfr,«» 
Twi>  i'nr|iiilent  .ind  laiy  biras, 
Vmcrant«  and  pilfeivr*  at  best. 
If  line  niii^ht  tni»t  the  ht«ller*s 
Chief  nmtrtinif  lit  i>f  their  aivail 
T«i»  |Mi«-t«  uf  thr  (»uldrn  Age, 
llrir«  t*i  a  Uiundlr^i  heritage 
Of  tir|ti«  and  « I r«- hards  east  aj 
AihI  «iin«hnie  uf  lunK  sunUDer 
Thiiiit;h  iiiitla«e«|  ihiw  and  di 
Such  was  the  IbcolugiMi's 
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lile  the  Stadent  held  disoourse 

.e  MusioiaD,  on  the  scarce 

be  legendary  lore 

the  nations,  scattered  wide 

t  and  seaweed  by  the  force 

3taation  of  the  tide  ; 

i  repeated  o'er  and  o'er, 

lange  of  place  and  change  of  name, 

id,  transformed,  and  yet  the  same 

beard  a  hundred  times  before. 

it  at  the  window  mused, 

7,  as  in  a  dream  confused, 

ntenance  of  the  Sun,  discrowned, 

^gard  with  a  pale  despair, 

V  the  cloud-rack  trail  and  drift 

it,  and  the  trees  uplift 

afless  branches,  and  the  air 

rith  the  arrows  of  the  rain, 

Lrd  amid  the  mist  below, 

ices  of  distress  and  pain, 

unt  the  thoughts  of  men  insane, 

iful  cawings  of  the  crow. 

»wn  the  road,  with  mud  besprent, 
inched  with  rain  from  head  to  hoof, 
i-drops  dripping  from  his  mane 
[  as  from  a  pent-house  roof, 
horse,  his  head  down  bent, 
(lowly,  limping  as  he  went. 

Dg  Sicilian  —  who  had  grown 

nt  longer  to  abide 

ler,  greatly  mortified 

ompletely  overthrown 

IS  for  angling  in  the  brook, 

ining  o'er  the  bridge  of  stone, 

h  the  speckled  trout  glide  by, 

it  through  the  inverted  sky, 

nd  and  round  the  baited  hook  — 

3ed  the  room  with  rapid  stride, 

using  at  the  Poet's  side, 

forth,  and  saw  the  wretched  steed, 

1  :  *'  Alas  for  human  greed, 

th  cold  hand  and  stony  eye 

ms  an  old  friend  out  to  die, 

bis  food  from  gate  to  gate  ! 

ngs  a  tale  into  my  mind, 

if  you  are  not  disinclined 

1, 1  will  now  relate." 

}  assent  ;  all  wished  to  hear, 
bout  many  a  jest  and  jeer, 
•y  of  a  spavined  steed  ; 
tn  the  Student  with  the  rest 


Pat  in  his  pleasant  little  jest 
Out  of  Malherbe,  that  Pegasos 
Is  but  a  horse  that  with  tSi  speed 
Bears  poets  to  the  hospital ; 
While  the  Sicilian,  self-possessed. 
After  a  moment's  interval 
Began  his  simple  story  thos. 


THE  SICILIAN'S  TALE 

THE  BELL  OF  ATRI 

At  Atri  in  Abrazzo,  a  small  town 
Of  ancient  Roman  date,  but  scant  renown. 
One  of  those  little  places  that  have  ran 
Half  up  the  hill,  beneath  a  blazing  sun, 
And  then  sat  down  to  rest,  as  if  to  say, 
''I  climb  no  farther  upward,  come  what 

may,"  — 
The  Re  Giovanni,  now  unknown  to  fame. 
So  many  monarchs  since  have  borne  the 

name. 
Had  a  great  bell  hang  in  the  market-plaoey 
Beneath  a  roof,  projecting  some  small  space 
By  way  of  shelter  from  the  sun  and  ram. 
Then  rode  he  through  the  streets  with  all 

his  train. 
And,  with  the  blast  of  trumpets  lood  and 

long. 
Made  proclamation,  that  whenever  wrong 
Was  done  to  any  man,  he  should  but  ring 
The  great  bell  in  the  square,  and  he,  the 

King, 
Would  cause  the  Syndic  to  decide  thereon. 
Such  was  the  proclamation  of  King  John. 

How  swift  the  happy  days  in  Atri  sped, 
What  wrongs  were  righted,  need  not  here 

be  said. 
Suffice  it  that,  as  all  things  must  decay. 
The  hempen  rope  at  length  was  worn  away, 
Unravelled    at    the   end,   and,  strand  by 

strand, 
IxxMcned  and  wasted  in  the  ringer's  hand, 
Till  one,  who  noted  this  in  passing  by, 
Mended  the  rope  with  braids  of  briony. 
So  that  the  leaves  and  tendrils  of  the  vine 
Hung  like  a  votive  garland  at  a  shrine. 

By  chance  it  happened  that  in  Atri  dwelt 
A  knight,  with  spur  on  heel  and  sword  in 

belt. 
Who  loved  to  hunt  the  wild-boar  in  the 

woods, 
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Wbu  loved  hu  falcoos  with  thrir  crimtoii 

hoods. 
Who  loved  hU  houndi  and  hones,  and  all 

ii|N>rtii 
And  urudigalities  of  canifM  aiid  courts  ;  — 
Loved,   or  bad   loved   theiu  ;  for  at   last, 

j^ruwn  iiM, 
His  only  passion  wms  the  love  of  gold. 

He  sold  his  hontes,  sold  his  hawks  and 
hounds. 

Rented  his  vineyards  and  his  garden- 
grounds,  I 

Kept  but  one  ftteed,  bis  favorite  steed  of 

•11.  I 

To  starve  and  shiver  in  a  naked  Ktall, 

And  day  by  day  sat  brooding  in  his  cluur,     ; 

Devising  plans  how  best  to  hoard  and  spare. 

At  length  be  Nai«l  :   **  What   is  the  use  or 

nri'il 
To  keep  nt  luy  own  t*ost  this  lazy  iiitee<l, 
Kjiting  bi^  bead  off  in  my  stables  be  re,  ! 

Wbru  ri'iit^  are  low  and  provender  is  dear  ? 
I^t  bini  gi>  fet'il  u|Min  tb<*  public  wayi  ; 
I  wnnt  liini  oidv  f«>r  the  b«ili(l:ivii.** 
So  the  old  iktre«l  wa.H  turiiP4|  iiitn  tlie  heat 
Of  tlie  long,  liiiirly,  nilfiit,  ttbaileb-MH  utreet  ; 
Anil  wamli-riMl  in  niiburlMn  \.iw%  forlorn. 
Harked  nt  by  dog!»,  and  t«iru  by  brier  and 

tboni. 

One  aftenHM>n,  as  in  tliat  sultrv  rliine 
It  i«  the  riiktoiii  in  the  ituninirr  tini«'. 
With    iMiltrd  tliNirs    ami    wimlow-ftbuttcri 

rli»M-d, 
The  iuliabitjiiit*  of  Alri  iilept  tir  doird  ; 
Wbrn  •iiddrnlv  himmi  tbi'ir  M'Iivi-^  fi-ll 
Thr  btuil  slsrni  «•!  tbr  an-ii^ing  1n-1I  ! 
Tlie  .*^wmIii-  started  froui  hm  drrp  n'jMwe, 
Turni-d  iiii  bi<*(^iurb,  snil  li^trnrtl,  nnd  then 

r«»*t' 
Anil  iliiiiii«-i|  ]i'.%  ro1ie«.  anil  with  relurtant 

pa*'*' 
Wnii  p.iiitiiii;  fitrtli  into  the  insrki'l-pl:i4'e. 
Wbrrr  thi'  ^ri-.-kt  U  \\   ii|miii  it«  i'r«M«>iieaiii« 

•  n  nil,;;. 
\tr\lrr%t:U'^  Wilh  IM-r^imfrilt  li»lnji|i«. 

In  bAlf-arMi-iiUtr  Mri^nn.  ibi*  olil  «<>nt»  : 
**  .*^iiiif  iiiir  b.itli  •I'iiM-  a  viron^,  balii  dom* 
a  urtiiijj  •  " 

Hat  err  br  rr.»rbr-«l  tbrlrt-|frr'«  Ii^bt  ari*a<le 
He    Miw,    **r    iboii^bt   be  »a«i,    beneath  it* 
ftbstle. 


No  shape  of  human  form  of 

Hut  a  poor  steed  dejected  and  ffarloffB, 

Who  with  uplifted  bead  aad  eafet  mjm 

Was  tugging  at  the  Tinee  of  hnamj, 

««  Domeneddio  !  *'  cried  the  Sfwlk 

"  This  U  the  Knight  of  Atri*a  stcod  of 

He  calls  for  justice,  being  m 

And  pleads  his  cause  as  Umdlj  aa  tkm 


Meanwhile  from  street  and  laae  a 

crowd 
Hail  rolled  together  like  a 
And  told  the  story  of  the 
In  ftve^nd-twcnty  different  «aja  at 
With  much  gesticulation  and  aMoal 
To  heathen  g«id»,  in  their  eiccaaive 
The  Knight  was  called  and  q 

reply 
Did  not  i*onfess  the  fart«  did 
Treate«l  the  matter  as  a  plrasant 
AimI  set  at  naught  the  Si 
Miiintaining.  in  an  angry 
That  he  should  do  what  pleaiod 

his  own. 


tka 


And  thereupon  the  Syndic  gimvelv  M 
'Hii*  proclamation  of  the  King  ;  Wmm 
*'  Tride  go4'th  forth  on 

Hilt  t*«»nieth  back  on  foot. 

Fame  is  the  fragrance  of  he 

i  If  Howers  of  chivalry  and  aol  of 

Tlieite  ar«'  familiar  proverb*  ;  b«|  1 

Tbev  never  vet  have  reached 

far. 
Wliat  fair  renown,  what 

pute 
(*an  come  to  vou  from  staiiif  Ikis 

brute  ?' 
He  who  nerves  well  and  Speaks 

mi»re 
'lluin  ibrv  who  rlamor  loudeel  at 
Till* re f on-  tbr  law  deerrrs  tlmt  aa 
>H'rve4l  vou  in  %iiuth,  heaeefoclli 

take  bred 
To  romfort  bi«  old  age,  and  to 
.*«lirltrr  in  kuU.  and  fooil  and  Aeld 


llie  Knight  withdrew 

all 

1^1  hiiin*'  ibr  «lred  in  triumph  to 
Tbe  Kin^  lii-:inl  and  approved, 

III  jjlfr. 

And  crinl  iil«>ud  :  » lUghl  veil  i 
ttie  ! 
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Chnzob-bells  at  best  bat  ring  us  to  the 

door  ; 
Bat  go  not  in  to  mass  ;  my  bell  doth  more  : 
It  Cometh  into  court  and  pleads  the  caase 
Of  creatares  dumb  and  unknown  to  the 

laws ; 
And  this  shall  make,  in  every  Christian 

climCy 
The  Bell  of  Atri  famous  for  all  time." 


INTERLUDE 

"  Yks,  well  your  story  pleads  the  cause 

Of  those  dumb  mouths  that  have  no  speech, 

Only  a  cry  from  each  to  each 

In  its  own  kind,  with  its  own  laws  ; 

Something  that  is  beyond  the  reach 

Of  human  power  to  learn  or  teach,  — 

An  inarticiuate  moan  of  pain. 

Like  the  immeasurable  main 

Breaking  upon  an  unknown  beach.'' 

Thus  spake  the  Poet  with  a  sigh  ; 
Then  added,  with  impassioned  cry, 
As  one  who  feels  the  words  he  speaks. 
The  color  flushing  in  his  cheeks. 
The  fervor  burning  in  his  eye  : 
**  Among  the  noblest  in  the  land, 
Though  he  may  count  himself  the  least, 
That  man  I  honor  and  revere 
Who  without  favor,  without  fear, 
In  the  great  city  dares  to  stand 
The  fnend  of  every  friendless  beast. 
And  tames  with  his  unflinching  hand 
The  brutes  that  wear  our  form  and  face, 
The  were-wolves  of  the  human  race  !  " 
Then  paused,  and  waited  with  a  frown, 
Like  some  old  champion  of  romance. 
Who,  having  thrown  his  gauntlet  down, 
Elxpectant  leans  upon  his  lance  ; 
But  neither  Knight  nor  Squire  is  found 
To  raise  the  gauntlet  from  the  ground. 
And  try  with  him  the  battle's  chance. 

^  Wake  from  your  dreams,  O  Edrehi ! 

Or  dreaming  speak  to  us,  and  make 

A  feint  of  being  half  awake, 

And  tell  us  what  your  dreams  may  be. 

Out  of  the  hazy  atmosphere 

Of  cloud-land  deign  to  reappear 

Among  us  in  this  Wayside  inn  ; 

Tell  us  what  visions  and  what  scenes 

lUnroinate  the  dark  ravines 

In  which  you  grope  your  way.     Begin  ! " 


Thus  the  SicUian  spake.    The  Jew 
Made  no  reply,  but  only  smiled, 
As  men  unto  a  way  waid  child. 
Not  knowing  what  to  answer,  do. 
As  from  a  cavern's  mouth,  o'ergrown 
With  moss  and  intertangled  vines, 
A  streamlet  leaps  into  the  light 
And  murmurs  over  root  and  stone 
In  a  melodious  undertone  ; 
Or  as  amid  the  noonday  night 
Of  sombre  and  wind-haunted  pines 
There  runs  a  sound  as  of  the  sea  ; 
So  from  his  bearded  lips  there  came 
A  melody  without  a  name, 
A  song,  a  tale,  a  history. 
Or  whatsoever  it  may  be. 
Writ  and  recorded  in  these  lines. 


THE  SPANISH  JEW'S  TALE 

KAMBALU 

Into  the  city  of  Kambalu, 
By  the  road  that  leadeth  to  Ispahan, 
At  the  head  of  his  dusty  caravan. 
Laden  with  treasure  from  realms  afar, 
Baldacca  and  Kelat  and  Kandahar, 
Rode  the  great  captain  Alau. 

The  Khan  from  his  palace-window  gazed. 
And  saw  in  the  throng^g  street  beneath. 
In  the  light  of  the  setting  sun,  that  blazed 
Through  the  clouds  of  dust  by  the  caravan 

raised. 
The  flash  of  harness  and  jewelled  sheath. 
And  the  shining  scimitars  of  the  guard. 
And   the   weary  camels  that  bared  their 

teeth. 
As  they  passed  and  passed  through  the 

gates  unbarred 
Into  the  shade  of  the  palace-yard. 

Thus  into  the  city  of  Kambalu 
Rode  the  great  captain  Alan  ; 
And  he  stood  before  the  Khan,  and  said  : 
*'  The  enemies  of  my  lord  are  dead  ; 
All  the  Kalifs  of  all  the  West 
Bow  and  obey  thy  least  behest ; 
The   plains  are  dark  with  the   mulberry- 
trees. 
The  weavers  are  busy  in  Samarcand, 
The  miners  are  sifting  the  gulden  sand. 
The  divers  plunging  n>r  pearls  in  the  seas. 
And  peace  and  plenty  are  in  the  land. 
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**  lUldacca's  Kftlif.  bdcI  he  alone, 
Ruae  iu  revolt  lif^aiiMt  thy  thnme  : 
Ilia  tnraMirea  an*  at  thy  |ialare-«loorp 
With  tlie  awunU  atitl  the  shawU  and  the 

J'ewi'lii  br  »un*  ; 
y  is  diut  o'er  the  deaert  bluim. 

**  A  mile  outiide  of  lialdai'ca*!  gate 
I  left  my  forci>»  tu  lie  in  wait, 
Conceali-<l  by  forvntB  and  hilluckft  of  sand. 
Ami    forward  daabcd    with   a   handful   of 

inrn. 
To  lure  the  old  ticer  from  his  den 
Into  the  ambu»b  I  liail  |ilanntrd. 
Kre   we   reai'bed   the   town  the  alarm  was 

sprrad, 
Kor   we    hfttrd  the  M>und  of  gongs   from 

within  ; 
And  with  chisb  of  (•vnil>al.'(  and  warlike  din 

* 

TV*  gatfii  Hwang  widi*  ;  and  we  turned  and 

HftI  ; 
And   the   garrison   sallied  forth  and  pur- 

SUfCl, 

With  the  gray  old  Kalif  at  their  head. 
And  abi»\«' tbt'ni  the  lianmTof  Mohammed: 
bo  we  siiannl  them  all,  and  the  town  was 
subdued. 

"  As  in  at  the  gate  we  roile.  U-bold, 
A  t4miT  that  i«  «':ilb-d  tbi*   Towi-r  of  (lold  ! 
Kor  tbrn*  tlie  Kalif  bail  bidden  bis  wrallb, 
Ilea|MMl  »nd  hoartb-il  ami  pilnl  on  high, 
Like  Aarkft  of  wheat  in  a  granary  ; 
And  thither  the  niiM*r  i-rept  by  stealth 
To  fi^l  I  if  ttir  g(»bl  tliiit  gavt'  bini  health. 
And  t«»  gair  and   gluul   with   his  hungry 

On  jrwrU  that  glranird  like  a  glow>wonn*s 

ii|aark. 
Or  thr  ryrs  nf  a  |»antbrr  in  the  dark. 

'*  I  Mid  tit  the  Kalif  :  *  Thou  art  old, 

Tliiiu  b.\«t  iiM  iici-il  iif  Ml  iiiurb  gold. 

Tbtiu  ^b•Mllli«t  nut  b.iTr  brn|ird  and  hidden 

it  bi-n*. 
Till  till*  bnr.itb  of  K'lttlr  mmn  hot  snd  near, 
lint  Usk\tr  Miwii  tbr«i<i)*b  tbf  laiid  tb«->r  uim«« 

Tti  «|iriii^  iiitu  «biniLg  bl:%dr«  nf  *«iiinU, 
And  krrft  tlnlir  buiPT   ^iai*rt  SIhI  rlt-af. 
'IltrM*    gr.iiii«    iif    |;-'M    an*    lint    grain*    «if 

«•  bi  «t  ; 
Thr*!*  I«r^  of  «iNpr  tbtni  ran*!  Iml  rat  ; 
'llirftr  jrwrU  anil  |irarU  ainl  |irri*iiius  stones 
i'anutit  rurr  thr  Aft-kiri  in  tbi  buurs. 


Nor  keep  the  feet  of  Death  €mm 
From  climbing  the  stunrsys  of  thy 


**  Then  into  his  dungeon  I  loekad  tk» 
And  left  him  t«i  fe^  there  all  nloa* 
In  the  honey-cells  of  his  goliloa  Uvw ; 
Never  a  prayer,  nor  a  ery,  nor  a  ffvaa 
Was  heard  from  those  maaaiTw  walb 

stone, 
Nor  again  was  the  Kalif  acea  alive  I 


"  When  at  last  we  unlocked  the  door. 
We  found  bim  dead  upon  the  floiv  ; 
The  rings  had  dropp^  fron  his 
hands, 

'Ills   teetn   were  like  hooe*  ia  thm 

'  sands : 

Still  clutching  his  treasore  be  hai 
And  as  he  lay  there,  he  appeared 
A  statue  of  gold  with  a  silver 
His  arms  outstretched  as  if 


f 


This  is  the  story,  strange  aad 
That  the  great  captain  Alaa 
IVld  to  his  brother  the  Tartar 
When  he  rode  that  day  iato 
iiy  the  road  that  leadcth  to 


INTtRLUbE 

**  I  Tnorr.nT  before  your  tale 
llic  Mudrnt  niumiured,  "  we 
>ome  legend  written  by  Jwlab  Rav 
In  his  (teniara  of  Itabvlon  ; 
i  *r  sonirthing  fruni  the  GalistaBt'-' 
'llie  tale  of  thr  Caiv  of  liamadaai 
i  >r  of  that  King  of  Kbormsaa 
Who  MW  in  drvaniii  the  eyet  of  mm 
'lliat  bail  a  hundred  years  been 
Still  moving  r^^tlrss  in  his  bead, 
rmlininMtl.  and  gleaming  with  Ibt 
( >f  |M>wrr,  though  all  ibe  ml 


*'  Hut  bi !  %our  glittering  earavaa 
On  thr  n«il  ibat  Iradrth  to  Is} 
I  lath  Inl  ii«  Ttrthrr  to  the  East 
Into  thr  ri-gioiii  4»f  Cathay. 
Spite  iif  your  Kalif  and  his  goU. 
rira^ant  ban  Itrrn  the  tale  voa  tuld. 
And  full  of  «-i>lor  :   that  at  least 
No  onr  will  i|iirfttion  or  gainsay. 
And  \rt  on  pinb  a  diimal  day 
Wr  ni*rtl  a  iiirrnrr  talr  to  clear 
The  dark  and  heavy 
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,  Lordlings,  while  I  tell, 
a  preface,  what  befell 

cobbler,  in  the  year  — 
ir  ;  it  was  Ion?  ago  ; 

is  all  we  neea  to  know." 


rIE  STUDENT'S  TALE 

E  COBBLER  OF  HAGENAU 

that  somewhere  and  somehow 
lave  heard  of  Uagenau, 
quaint,  and  ancient  town 
be  green  Alsatian  hills, 
)f  valleys,  streams,  and  mills, 
larbarossa's  castle,  brown 
t  of  centuries,  still  looks  down 
road,  drowsy  land  below,  — 
»wy  forests  filled  with  game, 
blue  river  winding  slow 
meadows,  where  the  hedges  grow 
B  this  little  town  its  name. 

led  in  the  good  old  times, 
t  the  Master-singers  filled 
f  workshop  and  the  guild 
ious  melodies  and  rhymes, 
3  in  Hagenau  there  dwelt 
r,  —  one  who  loved  debate, 
uing  from  a  postulate, 
ly  what  others  only  felt ; 
I  forecast  and  of  thrift, 
shrewd  and  careful  mind 
orld's  business,  but  inclined 
X  to  let  the  next  world  drift. 

!hs  with  vast  delight  he  read, 
euboeen's  rhymes  of  love, 
poetic  fame  bad  spread 
;he  town  of  Uagenau  ; 
e  Quick  Melody  of  the  Plough, 
le  Harmony  of  the  Dove 
eiys  running  in  his  head, 
moreover,  at  his  side, 
is  leathers  and  his  tools, 
the  Fox,  the  Ship  of  Fools, 
ispiegel,  open  wide  ; 
se  he  was  much  edified  : 
;ht  them  wiser  than  the  Schools. 

wife,  full  of  godly  fear, 
t  these  worldly  themes  to  hear; 
ter  was  her  book  of  songs  ; 

music  to  her  ear 


Was  that  which  to  the  Church  belongs. 
When  the  loud  choir  on  Sunday  chantedy 
And  the  two  angels  carved  in  wood. 
That  by  the  windy  organ  stood. 
Blew  on  their  trumpets  loud  and  clear, 
And  all  the  echoes,  far  and  near. 
Gibbered  as  if  the  church  were  haunted. 

Outside  his  door,  one  afternoon, 
This  humble  votary  of  the  muse 
Sat  in  the  narrow  strip  of  shade 
Bv  a  projecting  cornice  made, 
Mendmg  the  Burgomaster's  shoes, 
And  singing  a  familiar  tune  : — 

"  Our  ingress  into  the  world 

Was  naked  and  bare  ; 
Our  progress  through  the  world 

Is  trouble  and  care  ; 
Our  eness  from  the  world 

Will  be  nobody  knows  where  : 
But  if  we  do  weU  here 

We  shall  do  well  there  ; 
And  I  could  tell  yon  no  more. 

Should  I  preach  a  whole  year !  '* 

Thus  sang  the  cobbler  at  his  work  ; 
And  with  his  gestures  marked  the  time. 
Closing  together  with  a  jerk 
Of  his  waxed  thread  the  stitch  and  rhyme. 

Meanwhile  his  quiet  little  dame 

Was  leaning  o'er  the  windowHsill, 

Eager,  excited,  but  mouse-still, 

Grazing  impatiently  to  see 

What  the  great  throng  of  folk  might  be 

That  onws^  in  procession  came. 

Along  the  unfrequented  street. 

With  horns  that  blew,  and  drums  that 

beat. 
And  banners  flying,  and  the  flame 
Of  tapers,  and,  at  times,  the  sweet 
Voices  of  nuns  ;  and  as  they  sang 
Suddenly  all  the  church-bells  rang. 

In  a  g^y  coach,  above  the  crowd. 
There  sat  a  monk  in  ample  hood. 
Who  with  his  right  hand  held  aloft 
A  red  and  ponderous  cross  of  wood, 
To  which  at  times  he  meekly  bowed. 
In  front  three  horsemen  rode,  and  oft. 
With  voice  and  air  importunate, 
A  boisterous  herald  cned  aloud  : 
"  The  grace  of  God  is  at  your  gate  I  ** 
So  onward  to  the  church  they  passed. 
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The  cobliler  tlowly  turned  bU  Uitt 
AimI,  wai^gtDf^  his  lAgmcioua  hemd, 
I'uto  hU  knrf  lioff  houicwife  said  : 
**  T  is  the  luunk  letzvl.     i  bare  beard 
The  cawinpi  of  that  rcrereud  bird. 
iKm't  let  him  cheat  yuu  uf  vour  ffuld  ; 
ludulgcnce  is  not  bought  aod  sold." 

The  church  of  Ilagenau,  that  night. 

Was  full  of  people,  full  uf  light  ; 

An  odor  of  iuceuse  tilled  the  air. 

The  prieikt  intoned,  the  urgun  groaned 

Its  inarticulate  di*ii|Miir  ; 

The  candles  on  the  altar  biased. 

And  full  in  fnmt  tif  it  upraiM'd 

The  red  iTuns  Rtootl  against  the  glare. 

iWluw,  u|Min  thr  altar-rail 

Indulgences  wrn*  M-t  to  »a1e. 

Like  iiall;uU  at  a  Cduniry  fair. 

A  bfa«\  »(riin^-U)x,  intn-bound 

A»il  car^rd  «»ith  tuMiy  a  tpiaint  derice, 

liecnvt-d,  viilh  a  nirliHliiMi!i  suuild, 

The  I'uiu  that  pun'lwMtl  l*aradise. 

'I'hni  fniui  I  III*  pulpit  overhead, 

'iVtii  I  tilt-  inoiik,  with  titTV  glow, 

Thuiitlen-d  iipi<ii  the  rrtiwil  lielnw. 

**(»«««!  |ifiipli'  nil,  draw  near  !"  hr  said  ; 

**  1*111  i-h:LM-  iIhv  litter*,  fti^iied  and  Mraled, 

lir  vihti'h  all  !«iii«.  tliMUirh  uun*\tralcd 

.\nd  uiin-|H-iitetl.  un-  forgiven  ! 

t\Minl  ImiI  the  g^iili,  rttiitit  Imt  thr  luss  I 

Yiiiir  gohl  and  mIvi  r  are  but  dnts*. 

.\nil  \ft  tlii-v  liave  the  wa^   I**  lii-aven. 

I  licir  \iMir  ninth*  r^  anil  Vtmr  ••ires 

('r\  frtirii  thi-ir  ptir<,;:itt trial  hre«, 

.\itil  Will  \i-  ni*t  their  rauMnii  |»ay  ? 

<)  «t  ii«i  li'««  |MMi|ili*  !  when  thf  gate 

Of  bra \ en  i'^  ••|M-ii.  Hill  \e  wail  ? 

Will  y  iM't  i-titer  111  ti»-il.i\  ? 

'!'<»  tiM'Tniw  i(  will  be  tiMi  |:«ir  ; 

I  *l(.itl  l«*  (;iiiir  ii|Nin  ni>  wa«. 

Make  Lt«;f  !  briiii;  nionrv  while  ve  niav  t" 

'Die  iiii.:i  •  •!  «!.ii<l<ltr«  il.  ami  tiirm-tl  |tale  ; 

Alliri  •!  •  \   Ji"| r  •lri\»-ii  li_^  iear, 

W.;!i  II  .ti.i  a  %.A»  .11. •!  m mr  a  te.tr. 
All  .  r..w.lf  I  '..,  'in    ilT.tr-rAil. 
v.*  %»*>•{  ^.  M  T  .it.il  iif  ;;"M 

I-.k*"  |M  il'ti  «  lir"!  \»  '{  iiit-i  4  Mt !!  ; 
\  i.il  •  •■  ti  ! ;  I   '(•  I, .  kii«  M  •  r<    .111  N.I  III. 


'I  !.r  I    . 


k  . 


;•»-•»  «•'■ 


r  •  "» 


ii 


.f>    .iliiiilii;  ih*'  rr«t 
.i|.  i>  i-<'i*  I  !i'  ^t 


Hiding  the  paper  in  her 
And  Mmewara  thmugb  the 
Comforted,  quieted,  cqotert 
She  did  not  walk,  abe  rntker 
A  dove  that  leiUes  tu  her 
When  some  appalling  bird  ol  ptvj 
That  seared  her  has  been 


The  dajs  went  by,  the  monk  wi 
{  The  summer  passed,  the  winter 
Though  seasons  changed,  jret  stall  the 
llie  cuulj  round  of  life  went  on  ; 
The  dailj  round  of  household 


The  narrow  life  of  toil  and  prnver. 
Hut  in  her  heart  the  cobbler's  duan 
Had  now  a  treasure  bej'ond  ptiee^ 
A  secret  joj  without  a  name. 
The  certaintT  of  Faradise. 
Alas,  alas  !  bust  unto  dust  I 
Before  the  winter  wore  awnj. 
Her  bodr  in  the  churchvard  Inj, 
Her  patient  soul  was  with  the  Jnrt  I 
Aftrr  her  death,  among  the  thing! 
That  even  the  |iuur  preserve  with  i 
Some  little  trinkets  and  cheap  ri^p^ 
\  locket  with  her  mother's  hair. 
Her  we<l«ling  gown,  the  faded  tfowM 
She  wort*  u|iun  her  wedding  daj,  ^ 
.\niong  thcM*  memories  of  past 
That  Ml  much  of  the  heart  revcnl, 
Carefully  kept  ami  put  away. 
The  letter  uf  Indulgence  lay 
Folded,  with  sigiiatuir  and 


Meanwhile     the     Priest, 

I  tamed, 
Wailed  and  wondered  that  no 
( if  nia»!*  or  reipiieni  be  heard, 
.\ii  h\  the  l!ol\  Churvb  ordained: 
Then  ti*  till*  Magistrate  i  nniplsintd. 
'Hiat  M«  thi«  wiiuian  bad  been  dead 
A  week  or  ni«>re.  and  nu  mass  iaidt 
It  wan  rank  heri'«\,  or  at  least 
riinteiiipt  nf  t'hun'h  ;  thus  said  the  ni 
.\ihI  Rtr.iiglit  the  cobbler 


I   I 


A  gi»Mi  II  tli'fin  ;  ll«<  It  Wiliiiiri-«, 


He  ranie.  mntiilinj'  in  bis  cause, 
Itiit  niht-r  diMibtful  of  the  laws. 
The  .Iti^tife  friini  hi*  elU>w-ehair 
<t.i\e  III  III  a  l«Mik  that  seemrd  tosaj: 
**'niiiii  «taiib«t  U-fiirr  a  Magistfatt^ 
Tlier^'fun-  tlit  nut  prrtarwate  !" 
Then  a«L«-t|  luni  in  a  business  vaT, 
Kinilh  I'M!  it.lil  ■  "  Is  thy  wife  '  ^* 
The  cobUt  r  wevkljr  bowed  his 
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le  struggling  from  his  throat 
y.    The  Justice  wrote  . 
'wn  in  a  book,  and  then 

he  raised  his  pen  ; 

hath  a  mass  been  said 
tion  of  her  soul  ? 
;he  truth  !  confess  the  whole ! " 
rithout  pause  replied : 
prayer  there  was  no  need  ; 
>ment  when  she  died 
with  the  glorified  I " 

pocket  with  all  speed 
priestly  title-deed, 
he  Justice  he  would  read. 

ead,  amused,  amazed ; 
id  his  mirth  increased  ; 
ihaggy  brows  he  raised, 
ng  at  the  cobbler  gazed, 
,t  the  angry  Priest, 
cesses,  sins,  and  crimes 
nmitted  in  past  times 
re  !     And  furthermore, 
I  all  earthly  taints, 
union  of  the  Saints 
icraments  restore  ! 
weakness,  and  all  trace 
I  censure  I  efface  ; 
ins  thou  shouldst  endure, 
ee  innocent  and  pure, 
ing,  unto  thee 
heaven  shall  open  be  I 
thou  livest,  yet  this  grace 
nent  of  thy  death 
3  continueth  ! '' 

to  the  Priest :  "  I  find 
it  is  duly  signed 

Tetzel,  bis  own  hand, 
lis  in  the  land 
t  may  be  used  ; 
quitted  is  the  accused." 
iobbler  turned  :  "  My  friend, 

didst  thou  ever  read 
Fox  ?  "  —  ♦*  Oh 


e 


yes,  m- 


o.    Don't  forget  the  end." 
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the  end  ?     I  am  ashamed 
mber  Reynard's  fate  ; 
5ad  the  book  of  late  ; 
aanged  ?  '*  the  Poet  said. 


The  Student  gravely  shook  his  head. 

And  answered  :  **  Xou  exaggerate. 

There  was  a  toamament  proclaimed. 

And  Reynard  fought  with  Isegrim 

The  Wolf,  and  having  vanquished  him, 

Rose  to  high  honor  in  the  State, 

And  Keeper  of  the  Seals  was  named  I " 

At  this  the  gay  Sicilian  laughed  : 

«<  Fight    fire    with    fire,    and    craft   with 

craft ; 
Successful  cunning  seems  to  be 
The  moral  of  vour  tale,"  said  he. 
'*  Mine  had  a  better,  and  the  Jew's 
Had  none  at  all,  that  I  could  see ; 
His  aim  was  only  to  amuse." 

Meanwhile  from  out  its  ebon  case 

His  violin  the  Minstrel  drew. 

And  having  tuned  its  strings  anew. 

Now  held  it  close  in  his  embrace. 

And  poising  in  his  outstretched  hand 

The  how,  like  a  magician's  wand. 

He  paused,  and  saio,  with  beaming  face ; 

*'  Last  ni^ht  my  story  was  too  long  ; 

To-day  i  give  you  but  a  song. 

An  old  tradition  of  the  North  ; 

But  first,  to  put  you  in  the  mood, 

I  will  a  little  while  prelude, 

And  from  this  instrument  draw  forth 

Something  by  way  of  overture." 

He  played  ;  at  first  the  tones  were  pure 

And  tender  as  a  summer  night, 

The  full  moon  climbing  to  her  height. 

The  sob  and  ripple  of  the  seas. 

The  flapping  of  an  idle  sail ; 

And  then  by  sudden  and  sharp  degrees 

The  multiplied,  wild  harmonies 

Freshened  and  burst  into  a  gale  ; 

A  tempest  howling  through  the  dark, 

A  crash  as  of  some  shipwrecked  bark, 

A  loud  and  melancholy  wail. 

Such  was  the  prelude  to  the  tale 
Told  by  the  Minstrel ;  and  at  times 
He  paused  amid  its  varying  rhymes, 
And  at  each  pause  again  broke  in 
The  music  of  his  violin, 
With  tones  of  sweetness  or  of  fear, 
Movements  of  trouble  or  of  calm. 
Creating  their  own  atmosphere  ; 
As  sitting  in  a  church  we  hear 
Between  the  verses  of  the  psalm 
The  organ  playing  soft  and  clear. 
Or  thundenng  on  the  startled  ear. 
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lllh  liAI  I. AD  UF  CAKMILIIAN 


At  Straliund,  hx  the  lialtic  Sea, 

Witiiiu  the*  ftaiidv  bar, 
Al  iiiiiM*!  uf  a  nuiiiinrrV  <lav, 
Kfaclv  fur  jMra,  nt  niu-liur  lay 

The  |;uod  »hip  Vaiili-iuar. 

Tb«  »uuU*aiii»  ciaiiocci  iip«in  the  frares, 

Autl  |)Uvt'(l  uluii^  litT  ftidi*  ; 
AimJ  thrvuffh  tli<*  i-abiti  wiiitluvs  streamed 
lu  ri|>|ilrs  of  ):uMcu  lii^ht,  that  •eviued 

Tho  ripple  uf  the  tide. 

Tli«*re  ».it  the  captain  with  hi;*  frieods, 

<  Md  nkippfn  bruwn  and  hale, 
Who    ftiiittkrtl    and    grumbled    u*er    their 

Auii  talked  (if  i(*rtM*r};  anil  of  fog, 
of  calm  and  -iturm  and  gulc. 

An«l  onr  w:i.'«  H|iinnin>;  a  »iailor*s  yam 

AUmt  KLiUttt-rnian, 
Tlie  Ki>In>1i|  I  if  tlit*  •••  a  ;  a  >pright 
Invisible  tt»  iitort.il  '»i);bf. 

Who  «\-r  the  rijjjjinj;  ran. 

S>iiirtinit>H  lir  liAninii'ml  in  th«'  hold, 

>«inM*tiMii*4  niMin  thf  nia>l. 
S*nit'tiinfii  aU-aui.  »oineliitie«  altaft, 
Or  at  th«>  U>w^  hi*  i^.in^  ami  laughrd. 

And  niadf  all  ti;;ht  and  fast. 

I  If  h<'1|MM|  till-  ikiiliir^  at  thfir  wurk, 

Afi'l  t*iili-il  wifli  jo\m1  ilin  ; 
\\<  hf1|rt-d  llp'Mi  hiiiHt  afitl  n-rf  the  haiIa, 
ll<-  If  l|Mi|  lilt-Ill  %(«iw  thr  raAkn  and  hales, 

AipI  Iii-.i\*-  till*  ant-hiir  in. 

|lll*     WiM*     l|ll!>l    till-     l.|/\     llHlt^, 

I  lir  iii!t  r^  if  till*  rr»-iii  ; 
Tfii'iii  !■•  Itirii.'-tit  w:i«  b;^  d*  li|*bt, 
Ahi|  «i>irr\  t)i<  111  l-v  il.ix  .iiiil  ni^lit, 

An>l  |iiUi  li  t)i>  III  l>ti<  k  aii<l  blur. 

AipI  «»•■•   t«<  b.ni  «ib>i«t   iniirtal  v\v% 

KlaU't*  rii:  »ll   III  I;  -l.i 
It   i«  .1  rt  r'..i.ll  •itfli  •  t  'I'-iitli  *   — 

Thr  t*abiii-)»ii   lii-rr  l.f  !'l  \i\n  biTath, 
llr  frit  hi*  bl'MNl  run  ctiM 


The  jolly  skipper  paused  avhila, 

Aod  then  again  benn  ; 
"  There  is  a  Spectre  Ship,**  oooCk  ht, 
**  A  ship  of  the  iVad  that  laUs  Ika  Ml* 

A  lid  IS  called  the  Canuilbaa. 


"  A  ghostly  ship,  with  a  ghoatlj 

In  tempests  she  appears  ; 
And  before  the  gale,  or  against  tbe  gaK 
bhv  sails  without  a  rag  of  aail. 

Without  a  helmsman  stceim. 


"She  haunts  the  Atlantic  north 
Hut  mtMtlv  the  mid-sea. 

Where  three  great   rocks  rim 
liare 

Like  furnace  chimnevs  in  the  air« 
And  are  called  the  ChunDejs 


**  And  ill  Utide  the  luckless  ship 

That  nieet^  the  CarmUhan  ; 
Over  her  dc^ckii  the  seas  will  leApi 
She  niu>t  go  down  into  the  deeo^ 
And  peri»h  mouse  and  ^'~ 


•aidht 


The  captain  of  the  Valde 

Ijiughi-d  lt»ud  with  nierrr 

**  I  should  like  to  see  this  skin,** 

•*  I  should  like  to  find  these  Chi 

'lliat  are  marked  down  in  tW 


*«  I  have  naili-d  right  oTer  the  fpat,"  ht 

"  With  a  good  stiff  bteeie  hehindL 
When  the  m-a  »a«  blue,  and  the  tkf 

clrar,    - 
You  can  fi>llow  my  course  hy 
hen*,  — 
And  nt-vcr  a  rm'k  could  find.* 

And  tlwn  li«'  ^wore  a  dreadful  oalK 

llr  nwun*  \t}  the  Kingdi 
Tliat,  »hotdd  III*  nirrt  the 

lie  would  run  Inf  down,  altboogh  ht 
Kigbt  into  Ktrrnity  ! 

All  this  while  pAAAing  to  and  tw% 

llie  cabin- Ui\  hail  heaid  ; 
He  lingiTrd  at  thr  door  to  bear. 
And  Hnnk  m  all  with  greedv  aaTf 

Ami  iMiiidrrrd  rvrr}   woi^ 

llr  wa«  a  ftini|>Ir  c«>untrT  ladt 
liut  of  a  ruvmg  mind. 
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;  be  like  heaven,"  thought  he, 
)ff  foreign  lands  to  see, 
le  seek  and  find  !  " 

'castle,  when  he  heard 

ers  blaspheme, 

)f  home,  he  thought  of  God, 

other    under   the   churchyard 

d  it  were  a  dream. 

Q  board  that  ship  had  he  ; 
Klaboterman, 
)  Bible  in  his  chest, 
sign  upon  his  breast, 
ings  to  ban. 


Ill 

Endows  have  g^wn  blank 
s  of  the  dead  ; 
glancing  sunbeams  bum 
etters  of  the  stem, 
!  figure-head  ; 

r  Victorious, 

ith  with  disdain 

lage  in  the  tide 

d  float  from  side  to  side, 

te  again. 

ind,'*  those  skippers  said, 
ngs  the  vessel  so  ; 
i  ;  it  freshens  fast, 
say  farewell  at  last, 
for  us  to  go.' 


tt 


the  captain  by  the  hand, 
k  !  good  luck  !  "  they  cried  ; 
IS  like  the  setting  sun, 
id  red,  they  one  by  one 
the  vessel's  side. 

it  down,  the  full  moon  rose, 
r  field  and  flood  ; 
winding  creeks  and  bays 
ea-meadows  seemed  ablaze, 
as  red  as  blood. 

;st  wind  blew  fresh  and  fair, 
wind  could  be  ; 
Odessa,  o'er  the  bar, 
i  set,  the  Valdemar 
udly  out  to  sea. 


The  lovely  moon  climbs  up  the  sky   , 

As  one  who  walks  in  dreams  ; 
A  tower  of  marble  in  her  light, 
A  wall  of  black,  a  wall  of  white. 
The  stately  vessel  seems. 

Low  down  upon  the  sandy  coast 

The  lights  beg^  to  burn  ; 
And  now,  uplifted  high  in  air. 
They  kindle  with  a  fiercer  glare, 
Ajid  now  drop  far  astern. 

The  dawn  appears,  the  land  is  gone, 

The  sea  is  all  around  ; 
Then  on  each  hand  low  hills  of  sand 
Emerge  and  form  another  land  ; 

She  steereth  through  the  Sound. 

Through  Kattegat  and  Skager-rack 

She  fiitteth  Uke  a  ghost ; 
By  day  and  night,  by  night  and  day. 
She  bounds,  she  flies  upon  her  way 

Along  the  English  coast. 

Cape  Finisterre  is  drawing  near, 

Cape  Finisterre  is  past ; 
Into  the  open  ocean  stream 
She  floats,  the  vision  of  a  dream 

Too  beautiful  to  last. 

Suns  rise  and  set,  and  rise,  and  yet 

There  is  no  land  in  sight ; 
The  liquid  planets  overhead 
Bum  brighter  now  the  moon  is  dead. 
And  longer  stays  the  night. 


IV 


And  now  along  the  horizon's  edge 

Mountains  of  cloud  uprose. 
Black  as  with  forests  underneath, 
Above,  their  sharp  and  jagged  teeth 

Were  white  as  drifted  snows. 

Unseen  behind  them  sank  the  sun. 

But  flushed  each  snowy  peak 
A  little  while  with  rosy  light, 
That  faded  slowly  from  the  sight 

As  blushes  from  the  cheek. 

Black  grew  the  sky,  —  all  black,  all  black ; 

The  clouds  were  everywhere  ; 
There  was  a  feeling  of  suspense 
In  nature,  a  mysterious  sense 
I      Of  terror  in  the  air. 
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And  all  on  board  the  ValdeiDAr 

Was  4till  «•  fttill  could  be  ; 
Save  when  the  duiuad  ahip-bell  tolledt 
As  rver  and  aooii  the  mifedy 
And  lurched  into  the 


The  captain  up  and  dovn  the  deck 

Went  itridiug  to  and  fro  ; 
Now  watched  the  cuni|kaAs  at  the  wheel. 
Now  lifted  up  hui  haihi  to  feel 

Which  wa}'  the  wiml  might  blow. 

And  now  he  looked  up  at  the  ftails. 

And  now  u|hiii  the  deep  ; 
In  ewrv  fibre  uf  hia  fraiue 
He  felt  the  »toriu  befurt>  it  came, 

He  had  no  thought  of  aleep. 

Eiffht  tie  Hit  *  and  middenlT  abaft, 

W'ltli  a  great  runh  of  rain. 
Making  the  iM^ean  while  with  spume, 
lu  darkuf!^<i  like  the  day  uf  doom, 

t  tu  came  thr  hurricane. 

The  lightning  tla>hril  from  cloud  to  cloud. 

Ami  rent  the  >kr  in  two  ; 
A  jaggi'il  tUuitf.  a  Ningle  j«'t 
Of  while  tin*,  liki'  a  bayuni't, 

Tliat  pii-rri-d  thr  eyib.ill.i  thmugh. 

Th«'n  all  aniuml  wx«  dark  again. 

And  bUi  kir  ih.in  U  furv*  ; 
Itiit  in  that  «in|;le  t1;i«h  «if  light 
III-  ha«l  Im  hi-ld  a  frarfiil  »ight. 

And  t  hull  gilt  uf  the  i«ath  hr  ttwore. 

Ktir  right  ahrad  lay  thi-  .^hip  of  tin*  I>ea<l, 

Tlic  |;;hi«ttly  t\iriiiiihan  f 
l!i-r  niaj«tA  wm*  ntnp}ied.  brr  }anU  were 

lian*. 
Ami  i-n  hf-r  lMiw«prit.  |M»i«ed  in  air, 

>jt  till-  KlaUilfrtiian. 

Hit  inn  <>f  ;;lpt«t«  waff  all  on  df«-k 
( ^r  i-I.i!!  \m  r.iii;  up  thr  «)iniuil<  , 

'Ihf-     In.  iT^w^.ti'^     whioilr,     the     captain*! 
1.1  ! 

W«  rt   l.k'-  l!»i-  J.  p Hi;  iif  thi"  gale. 
Anil  ihiiii-lrr  ill  !ii^  •  !iiu<i^ 

Anil  r!'**"  >«*liinil  tSt  (^ninlhAn 

I'ht't*'  ftiM*  ii|i  fri'H;  tJi»-  M-a, 
A«  frmti  a  f ■•■inilrri-ii  ^hip  «if  vtun**, 
1  hrri*  I'jiri-  4ii'l  «i'liiilt-r«t|  niaAt«  alone  : 

'l'hir\  Will   ihi*  ('li:iiiiM'\«  Thrre. 


And  coward  daabed  the  Vi 

And  leaped  into  the  dark  ; 

A  denser  mist,  a  ooMar  blaat, 

A  little  shudder,  and  abe  had 

Right  through  the 


She  cleft  in  twain  the 

But  cleft  it  unaware  . 
As  when,  careering  to  her 
The  seagull  seren  with  her 
The  unresisting  air. 

Again  the  lightning  flashed  ; 

They  saw  the  Carmilhaa. 
Whole  as  before  in  hull 
But  now  on  board  of  the  Vi 

ikood  the  Klabotermaa. 


I 


And  they  all  knew  their 

They  knew  that  death 
Some  prayed  who  never  prayed 
And    some    they    wept, 
swore. 

And  some  were  mote  with  fear. 


Then  suddenlr  there 

And  louder  than  wind  or 
A  cry  bur%t  fmm  the  crew  cmi 
As  she    dashed  and    crashed,  a 
wn-rk. 
U|K>n  the  I'hi 


Tlie  ttonn  and  night  ^ 

To  »tn'uk  the  eaikt  began  ; 
The  rabin-bity.  picked  up  at  se^ 
Suri'iveil  the  wreek.  and  only  ha^ 
To  tell  of  the  Carmilhaa. 


thtklll 


INTLRI.UDE 

WiiKX  the  long  murmur  of 
That  grerted  the  Muskiaa's  lay 
Had  »Kiw-ly  liuzrrti  itself  away. 
And  the  litng  talk  uf  Spectfv  Sht^ 
That  ffllitwid  dir«l  u|ion  their  li^ 
Ami  rami'  unto  a  natural  paase« 
*'  IlieM"  tali-«  \i*u  tfll  are  ooe  and  ■! 
i  »f  the  <  )I.l  WnrM.'*  the  Poet  aaid. 
**  Kliiwf  r^  cathrreil  fntni  a  crwMhIim 
I  trad  li-avi-n  that  ni»tle  as  they  fall ; 
l^'t  nil*  pr«-«rnt  \imi  in  their 
Smifthin:;  uf  nur  New  K 
A  tall*,  will  h,  thiMigh  of        ^ 
ILiA  still  tlas  merit,  that  it  yi 
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beshness  of  the  fields, 

S8  as  of  home-made  bread." 

at  answered  :  ''  Be  discreet ; 
door  be  fresh  and  sound, 
bread  be  light  and  sweet, 
h  in  what  mill 't  was  groond, 
^  oven  felt  the  heat, 
old  Cervantes  said, 
oking  after  better  bread 
;hat  is  made  of  wheat  7 
that  people  nowadays 
old  give  little  praise  ; 
e  new  in  prose  and  verse  ; 
hot  bread,  or  something  worse, 
y  morning,  and  half  baked  ; 
some  bread  of  yesterday, 
or  them,  is  thrown  away, 
T  thirst  with  water  slaked." 

see  the  sky  in  May 

0  rain,  and  yet  not  rain, 
face,  before  so  eay, 

ed  with  a  look  of  pain, 
ily  brightened  up  again  ; 
ut  further  let  or  stay 

1  tale  of  yesterday. 


HE  POET'S  TALE 


.ADY    WENTWORTH 

red  years   ag^,   and  something 

Street,  Portsmouth,  at  her  tav- 
door, 

)in,  and  blooming  as  a  rose, 
ress  Stavers  in  her  furbelows, 
cuckoo-clock  was  striking  nine, 
head,  resplendent  on  the  sign, 
it  of  the  Earl  of  Halifax, 
;oat  and  periwig  of  ilax, 
it  leisure  all  her  varied  charms, 
er  bodice,  her  white  folded  arms, 
esolved,  though  he  was  past  his 
ae, 

*  damaged  by  the  lapse  of  time, 
?n  at  her  feet,  and  to  declare 
»n  that  had  driven    him   to  de- 
r. 

lis  lofty  station  he  had  seen 
er   husband,  dressed   in   bottle- 
jn. 


Drive  his  new  Flying  Stage-coach,  four  in 

hand, 
Down  the  long  lane,  and  out  into  the  land, 
And  knew  that  he  was  far  upon  the  way 
To  Ipswich  and  to  Boston  on  the  Bay ! 

Just  then  the  meditations  of  the  Earl 
Were  interrupted  by  a  little  girl. 
Barefooted,  ragged,  with  neglected  hair. 
Eyes  full  of  laughter,  neck  and  shoulders 

bare, 
A  thin  slip  of  a  girl,  like  a  new  moon. 
Sure  to  be  rounded  into  beauty  soon, 
A  creature  men  would  worship  and  adore. 
Though  now  in  mean  habiliments  she  bore 
A  pail  of  water,  dripping  through  the  street, 
And  bathing,  as  she  went,  her  naked  feet. 

It  was  a  pretty  picture,  full  of  g^race,  — 
The  slender  form,  the  delicate,  thin  face  ; 
The  swaying  motion,  as  she  hurried  by  ; 
The  shining  feet,  the  laughter  in  her  eye. 
That  o'er  her  face  in  ripples  gleamed  and 

glanced. 
As  in  her  pail  the  shifting  sunbeam  danced  : 
And  with  uncommon  feelings  of  delight 
The  Earl  of  Halifax  beheld  the  sight. 
Not  so  Dame  Stavers,  for  he  heara  her  say 
These  words,  or  thought  he  did,  as  plain  as 

day: 
'*  O  Martha  Hilton  I      Fie  I  how  dare  yon 

go 
About  the  town  half  dressed,  and  looking 

so  I " 
At  which  the  gypsy  laughed,  and  straight 

replied  : 
"  No  matter  how  I  look  ;  I  yet  shall  ride 
In  my  own  chariot,  ma'am."     And  on  the 

chUd 
The  Earl  of  Halifax  benignly  smiled, 
As  with  her  heavy  burden  she  passed  on. 
Looked  back,  then  turned  the  comer,  and 

was  gone. 

What  next,  upon  that  memorable  day. 

Arrested  his  attention  was  a  gay 

And  brilliant  equipage,   that  flashed  and 

spun. 
The  silver  harness  glittering  in  the  sun. 
Outriders  with  red  jackets,  lithe  and  lank, 
Pounding  the  saddles  as  they  rose  and  sank. 
While  aU  alone  within  the  chariot  sat 
A  portly  person  with  three-cornered  hat, 
A  crimson  velvet  coat,  head  high  in  air, 
Grold-headed  cane,  and  nicely  powdered  hair, 
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Ami   diamond    buckles    sparkling    «t   his 

klHM'S, 

DigniAed,  »UU*ly,  florid,  much  at  ease. 
Onward     the    |iageaut    swept*   and   as  it 

pajwfd. 
Fair  Mistress  Stavvn  court^iicd  low  and 

fast  ; 
For  this  was  (luvrmur  Wvut worth,  driving 

down 
To  Little  iUrlmr,  jii<»t  beyond  tlio  town. 
When*  his  ( I  rent  IIoum.*  stoud  looking  out  ' 

to  ttea, 
A  goodly  place,  where  it  was  good  to  be.       i 

It  was  a  pleaKant  mansion,  an  alnNle 

Near  and  yet  hidden  from  the  |;reat  high- 
road, ' 

Sequestered  amon^  tre«*!i,  a  noble  pile, 

Kamuial  and  eolmiial  in  its  stvie  ; 

(fablt*!!  and  dormer- windows  everywhere. 

And  Ktiieks  of  chimneys  rising  high  in 
air,  — 

Pandiruii  pipes,  ou  whieh  all  winds  that 
bli'w 

Made  mminiful  mu»ic  the  whole  winter 
thmii^h. 

Within,  unwimtfd  »|iK*ndors  met  the  eye. 

I'aiieU,  and  lltHiri  of  iiuk,  and  ta|iestry  ; 

Carred  chimne\-piev.'e»,    where  on    brazen 

doc* 
Ke  re  lied  and  roared  the  Chrisimas  tires  of 

hV^  ; 
I^mn  o|M'nin)»  into  darknt-si  unawares, 
MyntenoiiA  |uk«^up-«.  and  flight «  of  otairn  ; 
Ami  on  tlie  walt«.  in  h«*u\y  ^ildrd  fr:inic'% 
The  anreMnil   Wmt worths  with  (>M->i-ri|f- 

ture  tufcme». 

Such  wn«  thr  mansion  whrrr  tin*  f*rrat  man 

lUilt, 
A  widiiMi-r  and  rhildle««  ;  and  ht*  f>It 
The  lnfit'liiif««.  thf  II iit-i internal  ^liMim, 
TImI  l.ki*  a  pri-««-rii'i-  hauiiti'd  evrry  r«M>m  ; 
^'tir  thmi^lt  iiiit  ^itt-ii  t«>  weaklM'A*.  hi*  ctmld 

f..I 
T)ie    p.iiri    I'f    «iiiiifi<l«,    tlut    arhf    lN*eaiiM> 

thi  \   li>  .kl. 

Tlie   Trar«    r4iii«*    ami    the    vi*:»r«   went, 

m  m 

%r\fU   III    .I'.l, 

And  pa«««  •!  m  •  luud  ami  »iin*liine  u'er  tht* 

II  4^1  ; 
The  dawr.^  tt.t-ir  ^plfiidur  thrnu^h  it«  tliam 

Theiunwl*  liuOii  d  ii«  wi'«tfni  «4iidi>«s  red  ; 


The  ftoow  was  oa  its  roofsi  tk» 

rain  ; 
Its  woodlands  were  in  leaf  and 
Moons  waxed  and  waned*  Ik*  UImi 

and  died. 
In  the  broad  rirer  ebbed  mmd 

tide, 
Shipa  went  to  tea,  and  ahipa 

from  sea. 
And  the  slow  jears  Miled  bj 

to  be. 


ttot  wholly 


fairlakik 


And   all   these  jean  had  Martha 

servMl 
In    the    (;reftt    II 

aenretl  : 
Hy  cUy,  by  night,  the  silrer 
'Iliough  hidden  by  clondav 

shining  through  ; 
A  maid  of  all  work,  whether 

line, 
A  Ner%*ant  who  made  senriee 
Through  her  each  room 

u|M>n  ; 
The   mirnirs    glistened, 

shone. 

The  verv  kmx'ker  on  the  oaler 

If  she  liut  passed,  was  brighlcr 

fons. 


And  now  the  ceaseless  taming  of  the 
Of  time,  that  never  for  an 

iktill. 
(■round  out  the  (ioTemor's 

dav, 
And  powflered  his  brown 

The  r«>biii,  the  forerunner  of  the 
'Ilw  bluebinl  with  his  jocund 
The  refttlfM  Bwallowii  building  in  tke 
Tlie    gtilden    buttercups*    the    gilii^ 

Iravrn, 
Tlie  lilat-%  to^^ing  in  the  winds  of  Ml^i 
All  wrK'timed  thin  nuijestie  holiday  I 
Ha    ga^e   a    uplendid    ba 

plat*-. 
Siirh  M.%  U-ranie  the  CtOTemor  of  the 
Who  n-|tn-M*ntetl  Knglaad  and  the 
And  waA  iiiagnitteent  in  eTerjthin^ 
n«*  hail  in\iti*d  all  bu  fnenda  and 
The    rep|>rn*l>,   the    l^ngdnns^ 

The   S|inrh4«ks  the    IVnhallow^ 

n**l  ; 
Fur  why  n'|M'ai  the  aaoM  of 
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Bat  I  most  mentioii  one  in  bands  and  gown, 
The  rector   there,  the  Reverend  Arthur 

Brown 
Of  the  Established  Church  ;  with  smiling 

face 
He  sat  beside  the  Governor  and  said  grace ; 
And  then  the  feast  went  on,  as  others  do, 
But  ended  as  none  other  I  e'er  knew. 

When  they  had  drunk  the  King,  with  many 

a  cneer, 
The  Governor  whispered  in  a  servant's  ear. 
Who  disappeared,  and  presently  there  stood 
Within  the  room,  in  perfect  wom^hood, 
A  maiden,  modest  and  yet  self-possessed, 
Youthful  and  beautiful,  and  simply  dressed. 
Can  this  be  Martha  Hilton  7    It  must  be  ! 
Yes,  Martha  Hilton,  and  no  other  she  !     « 
Dowered  with  the  beauty  of  her  twenty 

years. 
How  ladylike,  how  queenlike  she  appears  ; 
The  pale,  thin  crescent  of  the  days  gone  by 
Is  Dian  now  in  all  her  majesty  ! 
Yet  scarce  a  guest  perceived  that  she  was 

there, 
Until  the  Governor,  rising  from  his  chair. 
Played  slightly  with  his  ruffles,  then  looked 

down. 
And    said    unto    the    Reverend    Arthur 

Brown  : 
**  This  is  my  birthday  :  it  shall  likewise  be 
My  weddinff-day  ;   and  you  shall  marry 

The  listening  guests  were  greatly  mystified, 
None  more  so  than  the  rector,  who  replied  : 
**  Marry  you  ?    Yes,  that  were  a  pleasant 

task, 
Your  Excellency  ;  but  to  whom  ?  I  ask." 
The  Governor  answered  :    "  To  this  lady 

here  ; " 
And  beckoned  Martha  Hilton  to  draw  near. 
She  came  and  stood,  all  blushes,  at  his  side. 
The  rector  paused.    The  impatient  Gov- 
ernor cried : 
**  Hiis  is  the  lady  ;  do  you  hesitate  ? 
llien  I  command  you  as  Chief  Magistrate." 
The  rector  read  the  service  loud  and  clear : 
**  Dearly  beloved,  we  are  gathered  here,*' 
And  so  on  to  the  end.     At  his  command 
On  the  fourth  finger  of  her  fair  left  hand 
The  Goremor  placed  the  ring ;  and   that 

was  all : 
Martha  was  Lady  Wentworth  of  the  Hall ! 


INTERLUDE 

Well  pleased  the  audience  heard  the  tale. 
The  Theologian  said  :  "  Indeed, 
To  praise  you  there  is  little  need  ; 
One  almost  hears  the  farmer's  flail 
Thresh  out  your  wheat,  nor  does  then 

faU 
A  certain  freshness,  as  you  said, 
And  sweetness  as  of  home-made  bread. 
But  not  less  sweet  and  not  less  fresh 
Are  many  legends  that  I  know. 
Writ  by  the  monks  of  long-ago. 
Who  loved  to  mortify  tlie  flesh. 
So  that  the  soul  might  purer  grow. 
And  rise  to  a  diviner  state  ; 
And  one  of  these  —  perhaps  of  all 
Most  beautiful  —  I  now  recall. 
And  with  permission  will  narrate  ; 
Hoping  thereby  to  make  amends 
For  that  grim  tragedy  of  mine. 
As  strong  and  black  as  Spanish  wine, 
I  told  last  night,  and  wish  almost 
It  had  remained  untold,  my  friends  ; 
For  Torquemada's  awful  ghost 
Came  to  me  in  the  dreams  I  dreamed. 
And  in  the  darkness  glared  and  gleamed 
Like  a  great  lighthouse  on  the  coast." 

The  Student  laughing  said  :    ''  Far  more 

Like  to  some  dismal  fire  of  bale 

Flaring  portentous  on  a  hill  ; 

Or  torches  lighted  on  a  shore 

By  wreckers  in  a  midnight  gale. 

No  matter  ;  be  it  as  you  wiU, 

Only  go  forward  with  your  tale.** 


THE   THEOLOGIAN'S   TALE 

THE  LEGEND   BEAUTIFUL 

"  Hadst  thou  stayed,  I  must  have  fled  I " 
That  is  what  the  Vision  said. 

In  his  chamber  all  alone. 
Kneeling  on  the  floor  of  stone. 
Prayed  the  Monk  in  deep  contrition 
For  his  sins  of  indecision. 
Prayed  for  gpreater  self-denial 
In  temptation  and  in  trial ; 
It  was  noonday  by  the  dial. 
And  the  Monk  was  all  alone. 
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Siuldrnly,  as  if  it  liffbtriHKl, 
An  iin«uut«cl  Kplrndur  hrij^ht^iied 
All  within  hiiu  ami  vith«mt  him 
In  that  narruw  cril  of  stone  ; 
And  he  «av  tbi*  Hleued  Virion 
Of  our  l^>ni,  with  light  Klynian 
Like  a  Tejiturv  wrappe«l  about  Him, 
Like  a  garment  rouml  Ilim  thrown. 

Not  aft  cniritic^  and  ftlain. 

Not  in  agunies  of  |Miiii« 

N«>t  with  hleetling  haiidn  and  feet, 

Did  the  Muuk  hiA  Master  m-«  ; 

Hut  an  in  the  villa^  Atn*4*t, 

In  the  hoUM*  ur  harvrst-Keld, 

Halt  ami  Ume  ami  hliud  He  healed. 

When  lie  walke<l  in  <iiilile«. 

In  an  attitude  iiii|ilunng, 

llandii  n|Min  hi.*  lH»»om  I'mmed, 

Wumlrriii^.  wi)r^hi|i|Hng,  ailohng, 

Knelt  the  Slunk  in  rupture  lost. 

I^tnl.  h«*  ihcm^ht,  in  hraven  that  reigncst, 

\Vh«t  »ni  I.  th»t  ihu%  thiHi  deigneat 

To  n'*r»l  thv'M'lf  til  me  ? 

Who  urn  I.  thut  fr«»ni  the  et*ntre 

Of  thy  fj^htry  thou  tthouhUt  enter 

This  |MMir  (1-11.  uiy  gtiri%t  to  be  ? 

Then  aniiil  hi«  i-xaltatinn, 
I^ud  the  iMMivrnt  U-ll  ;i|i|Nilling, 
Krtiui  it4  Iwlfry  i'iiUiii^^.runiu^, 
Kaiif;  thrtMi)»h  foiirt  and  oorridar 
With  |ier«i«tenl  itrnitioii 
llr  ha<l  ne^rr  hrani  lirfore. 
It  «A«  miw  till'  ai>|Miiiiti*<l  hour 
Whru  aliki*  in  «hiii«*  f>r  nhtiwer, 
Wintrr\  i-nM  **r  Huiiiiiicr'^  heat, 
To  the  roil vr lit  |M»rtAU  raiiie 
All  the  liliiul  :inil  lialt  antl  lame. 
All  tlif  l**i';»ar»  tif  thr  •tm-i, 
^■•r  tlii-ir  ■i.iiU  diile  iif  ffMitl 
I^-Jitt  ihffii  li\  the  lirittlierhoud  ; 
And  tlit'ir  .ilni'iner  «a«  lir 
\\  h<i  ii|Hin  )ii«  Ik-ihIi'iI  kni'<\ 
Kapt  III  ^.N-iil  t.-«t.i*v 
I  >f  lilt  'iM  *f  M  If  «urririili-r, 
Saw  llif   N'l.i.in  iiiii  tilt'  .S|ilrniior. 
1  Ve|i  lii^trr**    iti'l   li*  '•:t.itlMit 

Miiit;I'-<l  nr.ik  ti.i  .iil'>r itmn  ; 
ShiiiiM  )••-  );>•  'ir  «}i>iiil>l  hf  <it.-i^  ? 
ShtHiM  h*'  Ir^ir  tli«-  )-«<r  !••  wail 
llunifrv  «t  rlie  eniit*  •  •  i^fttr, 
Till  tlM-  Vuiuu  |*A»M'd  sway  ? 


Shoald  be  alight  hia  mdiant 
Slight  this  visitant  celcatiml. 
For  a  crowd  of  ragged,  beatial 
Beggars  at  the  cooTeat  gala  7 
Would  the  Vision  there  iwoMia  t 
Would  tlie  Vision  come  agaia  T 
Then  a  voice  within  bis  hreait 
Whispered,  audible  and  clear 
As  if  to  the  outward  ear  : 
"  l)o  thy  dutv  ;  thai  is  beat ; 
Leave  unto  thy  Lord  the  rat  I  * 

Straightway  to  bis  feet  be  itafftad. 
And  with  longing  look  inteal 
On  the  Blessed  Vision  beat. 
Slowly  from  his  cell  departed* 
Slowly  on  his  errand  went. 


I 


At  the  gate  the  poor  were 
Ijouking  through  the  iroa  _ 
With  that  terror  in  the  eya 
That  is  only  seen  in  tboae 
Who  amid  their  wants  a 
Hear  the  soumi  of  doors  tbat 
Ami  of  fi>et  that  pass  them  by  ; 
<iruwn  familiar  with  disfavorv 
(iruwn  familiar  with  the  aavor 
i  >f  the  hrra<i  by  which  mea  die  I 
But  to-day,  they  know  not  vby, 
Like  the  gute  of  Paradise 
Schemed  the  rtmvent  gate  to 
Like  a  sacrament  divine 
Seemefl  ti»  them  the  brrad 
In  his  heart  the  Monk  was  prayi^^ 
'Iliinking  t>f  the  homeless  poor. 
What  the}  suffer  and  endure ; 
What  we  M*r  n«ft,  what  we  aee ; 
And  the  inwanl  ^oii^  was  layiags 
**  WluitMifVer  thing  tlHwa 
Ti»  the  lea«t  of  mine  and  loi 
That  tiMHi  doe^t  unto  me  I  ** 


rnti>  roe  !  but  had  the  Vi 
(\mie  to  hiiii  in  tieggar's  e 
Come  a  nienilirant  imploring, 
Wmild  he  then  have  knelt 
<  tr  have  li^tenril  with  d 
And  have  turiie<l  awav  witb 


Thu4  lii«  etin«rienre  put  the 

Full  of  trtiublrMMiie  ftu 

A*  at  leiij^h.  with  hurriMl  _ 
Towanl«  hi4  rrll  he  turned  bia 
And  beheld  tlic  coaveat  brigbl 
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imatural  light, 

nous  cloud  expanding 

nd  wall  and  ceiling. 

ed  with  awe-struck  feeling 

(hold  of  his  door, 

ion  still  was  standing 

;  there  before, 

onvent  bell  appalling, 

Ifry  calling,  calling, 

him  to  feed  the  poor. 

3  long  hour  intervening 

id  his  return, 

his  bosom  burn, 

ling  all  the  meaning, 

lessed  Vision  said, 

i  stayed,  I  must  have  fled  t " 


INTERLUDE 

the  Legend  more  or  less  ; 
the  moral,  some  the  verse  ; 
bt  it  better,  and  some  worse 
legends  of  the  past ; 
il-coucealed  distress 
cavilling,  at  last 
rian  gravely  said  : 
sh  proverb,  then,  is  right ; 
r  friends  ou  what  you  do, 
1  say  that  it  is  white, 
say  that  it  is  red." 
1  !  '*  quoth  the  Spanish  Jew. 

told  !     We  must  have  seven, 
le  the  Pleiades, 
appens,  as  with  these, 
missing  from  our  heaven, 
the    Landlord?        Bring   him 

• 

t  Pleiad  reappear." 

:ilian  cried,  and  went 
3  seek  his  missing  star, 
find  him  in  the  bar, 
;  landlords  most  frequent, 
ide  the  kitchen  fire, 
stairs,  nor  in  the  hall  ; 
in  to  ask  or  call, 
uo  tidings  of  the  Squire. 

back  with  downcast  head, 
:  "  Well,  our  bashful  host 
given  up  the  ghost. 
)verb  says  the  dead 


Can  tell  no  tales  ;  and  that  is  true. 
It  follows,  then,  that  one  of  yon 
Must  tell  a  story  in  his  stead. 
You  must,"  he  to  the  Student  said, 
"  Who  know  so  many  of  the  best. 
And  tell  them  better  than  the  rest." 

Straight,  by    these  flattering  words    be- 

gpiiled, 
The  Student,  happy  as  a  child 
When  he  is  called  a  little  man. 
Assumed  the  double  task  imposed. 
And  without  more  ado  unclosed 
His  smiling  lips,  and  thus  began. 


THE   STUDENT'S  SECOND  TALE 
THE    BARON    OF    ST.    CASTINE 

Baron  Castine  of  St.  Castine 
Has  left  his  chfiteau  in  the  Pyrenees, 
And  sailed  across  the  western  seas. 
When  he  went  away  from  his  fair  demesne 
The  birds  were  building,  the  woods  were 

grreen  ; 
And  now  the  winds  of  winter  blow 
Round  the  turrets  of  the  old  chateau. 
The  birds  are  silent  and  unseen. 
The  leaves  lie  dead  in  the  ravine. 
And  the  Pyrenees  are  white  with  snow. 

His  father,  lonely,  old,  and  gray. 
Sits  by  the  fireside  day  by  day, 
Thinking  ever  one  thought  of  care  ; 
Through  the  southern  windows,  narrow  and 

tall. 
The  sun  shines  into  the  ancient  hall. 
And  makes  a  glory  round  his  hair. 
The     house-dog,    stretched    beneath     his 

chair. 
Groans  in  his  sleep,  as  if  in  pain. 
Then  wakes,  and  yawns,  ana  sleeps  again, 
So  silent  is  it  everywhere,  — 
So  silent  you  can  hear  the  mouse 
Run  and  rummage  along  the  beams 
Behind  the  wainscot  of  the  wall ; 
And  the  old  man  rouses  from  his  dreams. 
And  wanders  restless  through  the  house, 
As  if  he  heard  strange  voices  call. 

His  footsteps  echo  along  the  floor 
Of  a  distant  passage,  and  pause  awhile  ; 
He  is  standing  by  an  open  door 
Looking  long,  with  a  sad,  sweet  smile. 
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Into  the  room  of  kii  absent  son. 
Tbf  It*  is  the  bed  on  which  he  Uy, 
Thfre  an*  the  picturt's  bri};ht  and  gaj, 
Horses  anil  hounds  and  Kun-lit  M>as  ; 
'i*hrt\'  are  his  |Njw«ler-tUiik  and  pin, 
And  hi.i  huntin^-kni%-es  in  shape  of  a  fan  ; 
The  chair  br  the  window  where  be  sat. 
With  the  chiuded  tif^*r-skin  for  a  mat, 
I^Mikihf^oiit  on  the  l'yn*necfi, 
Liiokiii[^  out  on  M«Hiiit  Martjurtf 
And  the  Scren  Valleys  of  1^ vidian. 
Ah  me  I  he  tunis  away  and  sij^hs  ; 
There  is  a  mist  U'fore  his  eves. 

At  nif^ht,  whatever  the  weather  be, 
Wind  or  nun  or  starrv  lieaven, 
J  nut  as  the  clock  is  striking  M'ven, 
TboM*  who  liNik  from  the  windows  see 
The  villaf^c  Curate,  with  lantern  and  maid, 
Come  throuf^h  the  fr-^teway  fruui  the  {Mirk 
And     croH*     the     courtyard     damp    and 

dark. — 
A  rinf*  of  lif'ht  in  a  rin^;  of  shade. 

An«l  ni>w  at  thr  ulil  man's  side  he  stands. 
Ills  viiicr  i«i  chc«Ty,  hm  heart  cipands, 
He  guKM|M  plrttvantly.  by  the  blaxe 
Of  thi'  tirr  tif  ri^otx.  abiHit  old  d:iy<i. 
And  Card  1 1  ml  Mazariii  au«l  the  Fronde, 
And  thf  Canlinarii  iii«*cc»  fair  and  fond. 
Ami  what  lhr\  ilid,  ami  what  thrv  Haid, 
When  thr\  hranl  hi<«  Finiihi'hcr  was  dead. 

.\nd  afl«T  a  fuiuoe  tli«*  nlil  man  Miy^, 

Hi«  nnml  «till  cnininf;  bmk  ai::iiii 

To  the  I  lilt'    «a<l    thiiiij^lit    that    haunts  his 

briiii. 
••  \n-  tlii-n-  any  tidintr*  frcmi  orrr  sea  7 

Ah,   why    h.t«    ttiat    wi)i|     Uty   pine    frttm 

■I  •• 
111** 

AihI  tlir  (  -.iratf  an^wer^,  liMikinf*  «l<iwn, 

ll.iriiili  ••   iiiil  iltH-iii*  a«  a  lamb, 

**  Ytiiiii;:  MihmI  !  viiuii^  bltMHl  !     It  mu«t  so 

Aii'l    iraw«  friiTii  thf  |mm  krt  nf  hi«  piwn 

A  h.kii'lki  ri  )i  •  t  ':ki   .III  •■rirluiiib, 

\itil  wi|M  s  t..ii  *!•••.  i.ii  Ii «.  .tiiil  thry  play 

I  lit  ir  !.!:.•   ^  iiii«   <■!  I  kii«i{iit-hi't 

111  «i|i-ii  -•   f-  r  .111  I."  ir  ft  «ii, 

I  ill  iIm  •  !  •  k  .1*  I.  ?  •■  «tr'.kf«  liiiiil  and  rlcar 

Kr«iiii  l:  •   ^  ■■!.'•    !«i!-j  .k^'ii|i  U-liiw. 

An>{  ai  r  --^^  tin   -■•.:■*■  ir>l,  iiito  tlir  A^rk 

t  if  iJ.f  w .»  ■!  ii^'  jiM.w  .\i   Ml  ihr  park. 

CuraSi-  ni.'l  '.  II. !•  r'.  •{  «  ippi-ar. 

And  darkiN-u  rei^uA  lu  the  old  chateau. 


The  ship  has  come  back  froai 
She  has  been  signalled  frooi  btlov. 
And  into  the  bi^bor  of 
She  laib  with  her  gallaal 
Hut  among  them  is  m>wh«i« 
The  brave  young  Raroo  of  SC  C 
He  hath  Urried  behind,  I  vmb. 
In  the  beautiful  land  of  Aeadio  I 


And  the  father  paeea  to  and  fro 
Tlirough  the  chambers  of  the  old 
Waiting,  waiting  to  bear  tbe  Iwh 
Of  wheels  on  the  road  thai  rvna 
Of  servants  hurrying  boto  and 
The  voice  in  the  courtyanlt  tho 

stair. 
Waiting  for  some  ooe  wbo  dolli  aal 
but  letters  there  are,  which  thm  m 

reails 
To  the  Curate,  when  he  cowm  at 
Woni  hv  word,  as  an  acolvto 
Repeats  hi  a  prayers  and  tella  hk 
letters  full  of  the  rvlling  Mttg 
Kull  of  a  young  man's  iuy  to  bo 
Abniail  in  thr  world,  aJooo  and  fvw; 
Kull  iif  adventures  and  woadorfol 
Of  hunting  tin*  deer  tbroogb  t 
In  the  niial  grant  of  Pierre  do 

<  }f  nights*  in  the  tents  of  the  Ti 

<  }f  Ma«l4K*awando  the  lodiao  ckM^ 
.\nd  his  daughters,  glorious  aa 
.\nd  l»eautiful  hevond  belief  ; 
And   s<i   stift    the    tooea  of 


I^e 


tiingiie, 
lonU  are  not  spoken,  tkej  an 


t 


.\nd  the  Curate  listens,  and  Hnilaif  ant 
"  Ah  \v^,  ilear  friend  !  in  onr  vonnffWi 

We  Hhoulil  have  liked  to  bant  tho  mm 
.\11  I  lay  am  111  fhiiM*  forrst  sceti^ 
.\iiil  til  «lei'p  III  the  tents  of  tko  Tl 
Hut  riiiw  It  i«  lietter  sitting  beto 
Withm  four  walls,  and  witboot  ikt 
( >f  lik^iii^  iiiir  heart*  ti»  Indian 
Ki*r  man  i«  tire  ami  woman  is  low. 
Ami  the  StimrUidv  c«inica   and 

M..W  •' 
Tlirn  a  |»leam  of  distrust  an 

HUM* 
.*^hinf^  III  tlie  fath«'r*s  gentle  evm^ 
A«  tirr-li^Lt  nil  a  wtmiow-pnno 
f(liiiinirr«  ami  ^aninhri  again; 
Hut  iiaii{;ht  he  an«wer«  ;  be  onlj 
Ami  fiT  a  iiHinirnt  bows  bis  bond  ; 
Thru,  as  their  custom  i>«  Ikaj  pl^f 
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little  game  of  lansquenet, 
Aother  day  is  with  the  deaA, 

ler  day,  imd  many  a  day 
aany  a  week  and  month  depart, 
I  a  fatal  letter  wings  its  way 
s  the  sea,  like  a  bird  of  prey, 
trikes  and  tears  the  old  man's  heart, 
he  yoang  Baron  of  St.  Castine, 
as  the  wind  is,  and  as  wild, 
aarried  a  dusky  Tarratine, 
oarried  Madocawando's  child  I 

stter  drops  from  the  father's  hand  ; 
^h  the  sinews  of  his  heart  are  wrung, 
ters  no  cry,  he  breathes  no  prayer, 
alediction  falls  from  his  tongue  ; 
is  stately  figure,  erect  and  grand, 
I  and  siniks  like  a  column  of  sand 
i  whirlwind  of  his  great  despair. 
^,  yes,  dying  !    His  latest  breath 
rley  at  the  door  of  death 
lessiue  on  his  wayward  son. 
r  and  Tower  on  his  breast 
his  gray  head  ;  he  is  at  rest ; 
Dger  he  waits  for  any  one. 

lany  a  year  the  old  chateau 
enantless  and  desolate  ; 
grasses  in  the  courtyard  grow, 
t  its  gables  caws  the  crow  ; 
the  porter  at  the  gate 
t  to  g^ard  it,  and  to  wait 
oming  of  the  rightful  heir  ; 
her  life  or  sound  is  there  ; 
ore  the  Curate  comes  at  night, 
ore  is  seen  the  unsteady  light, 
4ling  the  alleys  of  the  park  ; 
rindows  of  the  hall  are  dark, 
hambers  dreary,  cold,  and  bare  I 

Dgtb,  at  last,  when  the  winter  is  past, 
birds   are   building,  and  woods  are 
green, 

flying  skirts  is  the  Curate  seen 
ling  along  the  woodland  way, 
ming  g^yly,  *'  No  day  is  so  Ion? 
t  comes  at  last  to  vesper-song, 
tops  at  the  porter's  lodge  to  say 
at  last  the  JBarou  of  St.  Castine 
ming  home  with  his  Indian  queen, 
ming  without  a  week's  delay  ; 
all  the  house  must  be  swept  and  clean, 
all  things  set  in  good  array  I 
the  Bolenm  porter  shakes  his  head  ; 


And  the  answer  he  makes  is  :  "  Lackaday  1 
We  will  see,  as  the  blind  man  said  1 " 

Alert  since  first  the  day  began. 
The  cock  upon  the  village  church 
Looks  northward  from  his  airy  perchy 
As  if  beyond  the  ken  of  man 
To  see  the  ships  come  sailing  on. 
And  pass  the  tsle  of  Ol^ron, 
And  pass  the  Tower  of  Cordouan. 

Li  the  church  below  is  cold  in  clay 
The  heart  that  would  have  leaped  for  joy  — - 
O  tender  heart  of  truth  and  trust  I  — 
To  see  the  coming  of  that  day  ; 
In  the  church  below  the  lips  are  dust ; 
Dust  are  the  hands,  and  dust  the  feet 
That  would  have  been  so  swift  to  meet 
The  coming  of  that  wayward  boy. 

At  night  the  front  of  the  old  chfitean 
Is  a  blaze  of  light  above  and  below ; 
There 's  a  sound  of  wheels  and  hoofs  in  the 

street, 
A  cracking  of  whips,  and  scamper  of  feet, 
Bells  are  ringing,  and  horns  are  blown. 
And  the  Baron  hath  come  again  to  his  owil 
The  Curate  is  waiting  in  the  hall. 
Most  eager  and  alive  of  all 
To  welcome  the  Baron  and  Baroness  ; 
But  his  mind  is  full  of  vague  distress, 
For  he  hath  read  in  Jesuit  books 
Of  those  children  of  the  wilderness. 
And  now,  good,  simple  man !  he  looks 
To  see  a  painted  savage  stride 
Into  the  room,  with  shoulders  bare. 
And  eagle  feathers  in  her  hair, 
And  around  her  a  robe  of  panther's  hide. 

Instead,  he  beholds  with  secret  shame 
A  form  of  beauty  undefined, 
A  loveliness  without  a  name. 
Not  of  degree,  but  more  of  kind  ; 
Nor  bold  nor  shy,  nor  short  nor  tall, 
But  a  new  mineling  of  them  all. 
Tes,  beautiful  Beyond  belief. 
Transfigured  and  transfused,  he  sees 
The  lady  of  the  Pyrenees, 
The  daughter  of  the  Indian  chief. 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  her  hair 
The  gold-bronze  color  of  the  skin 
Seems  lighted  by  a  fire  within, 
As  when  a  burst  of  sunlight  shines 
Beneath  a  sombre  grove  of  pines,  — 
A  dusky  splendor  in  the  aivr 
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Tbr  two  •nuUl  bands,  that  now  are  pretaed 

In  kill,  MtfUi  luadr  to  be  cmrecAfd, 

l*bry  lir  m>  warm  and  M>ft  and  Btill, 

hike  birds  balf  hidden  in  a  nett, 

Tnmtful,  and  innocent  of  ill. 

And  ab  !  be  cannot  believe  hia  ears 

Wbeu  ber  melodious  voice  be  bears 

Speaking  bis  native  Gascon  tongue  ; 

'1  no  ir«>nl!«  sbr  utten  seeui  to  be 

I'art  of  some  |ioem  of  (toudouli, 

Tbev  are  not  spoken,  tbev  are  sung  ! 

And'  tlie  liarou  smiles,  and  says,  **  1  oa  tee, 

I  told  \ou  but  till'  simple  truth  ; 

Ab,  you  may  trust  the  eyes  of  youth  1  *' 

Down  in  the  village  day  by  (Uy 

The  people  gosisip  in  their  way. 

And  stared  to  see  the  Karouess  pan 

(>n  Sunday  morning  to  early  mass  ; 

And  when  nbe  kiieflrtb  down  to  pray, 

'Iliry  wuhdiT,  iiiMi  whLsiter  t4»gether,  and  lay 

**  >iir**lv  tiiiji  i%  no  heatlien  Um  !  ** 

Aiitl  in  ciiunM>  uf  tiin«'  tbr v  learn  to  bless 

Till'  Itarun  and  the  UaroneikS. 

And  incuurM*  cif  time  the  Curate  learns 

A  MH-rvt  Ml  dreadful.  tliMt  by  turns 

lie  IS  ii*e  auti  tin*,  hr  fn'rzes  and  bums. 

'Ilii*  Hnrtiii  at  i'Mnffii.Hiiiii  hath  said, 

'Iliat  t  hi  High  thiB  Will  nail  U*  bin  wife, 

111'  liath  «ii*4l  hrr  a^  tin-  Indiana  mrd, 

III'  luth  iHiii^ht  lirr  fur  a  gun  and  a  knife  ! 

AihI  tli«'  t'ur»t*'  n-pli«'H  .  "i}  priitiigate, 

i}  I'rotligal  Son  !  n-turu  uiut*  more 

Tti  tb«*  i'iM*n  ariiM  ami  tin*  ii|«*ii  dmir 

Of  thf  ('liuit-li,  nr  r\i*r  It  Ih*  tiKi  Utr. 

'Iliank  <itMl,  thy  fath«*r  iliil  lH»t  Ii«r 

'Ilk  «er  what  Ik*  ruiilil  nut  furgivt-  ; 

<  hi  thrr,  M*  rrrkh'M  and  |i«*rvrrM', 

li«-  li*ft  hi«  Mr««ing.  nut  hi«  riirM'. 

lint  tlw  iii*arrr  the  dawn  the    fUrkrr   the 

fiii:l.t. 

And  \'\  IT' •in;:  wrong  all  things  romr  right  ; 
Thin;;**  )i.i%''  Im***ii  iiirinlrtl  that  wi*r«*  wiir««*, 
Afi'l  tit«-  iiiiir««-.  tlii'  iiran-r  t)M*\  ar**  liiiiirud. 
^•■r  tit*'  •  iki   ••(  tli«-  liviii;:  and  tht*  tleatl, 
'\'\.'   I  «}i  tit  )••-  «».il  .^«  (  liri«tiAii«  wi-il, 
.\iti|  .ill  th;i.,;i  <  ••Mii   t"  a  happy  rnd." 

t>  *  in,  that  (••itii«r«t  thr  night, 

III  \i>n  l-liir  «ki,  MTt-nr  anil  purr, 

.\n>l  |HMir«>Ht  l(iiit«-  iriij-artial  lit;ht 

Aliki-  ••;>  iiiiKiiiti.il  and  iin  iiiiMir, 

I'au***  t*ir  a  iin'iiiri.t  in  th\  i*iiiir«i*. 

And  blrM  tbr  bridrgruoui  and  the  bride  I 


()  Gave,  that  from  thy  hidii— 
In  yon  mysterious  mmintain  m 
I^arsuest  thy  wandehnf  way 
And  leaping  down  its  steps  of 
Along  the  meadow-lands 
Stealest  away  to  the  Ado«r, 
Pause  for  a  moment  in  thy 
To  bless  the  bridegroom  am  the 


I 


The  choir  is  singing  the 
The  doors  of  the  church  are 
The  people  crowd,  and  ptees,  aad 
To  see  the  bridegroom  aad  the 
They  enter  and  pass  along  the  aavt ; 
'I*bey  stand  upon  the  father's  giavt ; 
'llie  bells  are  ringinr  soft  and  slow  ; 
The  living  above  and  the  dead  heWw 
(live  their  blessing  on  ooe  and  twaia  ; 
The   warm  wind  blows   from  the  kdb  rf 

S|iain, 
The    binis   are   building,  the 

green, 
And  liaron  Castine  of  St.  Ci 
I  lath  come  at  last  to  bis  own 


FINALE 


"  \unc  piawiite  !  "  the 
When  he  luul  tini*hed  ;  **noi 
As  Koman  at'tors  used  to  say 
At  the  r«»nrluftion  of  a  play  ;* 
And  rtise,  an«l  sprrrnl  his  hands 
And  smiling  bowetl  frtim  side  to 
As  one  n  ho  bears  the  palm  away 


And  generous  was  the  applaose 
Hut  If  Ml  ft>r  him  than  for  the 
That  Hv«'ii  SA  the  tale  wai 
liur^t  friim  its  canopy  of  cbwid, 
.\iid  lit  the  landscape  with  the 
t  >f  afteniiMiii  tm  autumn  day% 
.\iid  tillnl  th«-  rtxim  with  Ughl,! 
The  Kn*  of  Ingn  a  |«ainted  inada 


A  sudtlen  wiml  fnmi  oat  the 
lilrw  all  it«  truniiiets  loud 
'IIm*  wiimIow^  mttled  with  the 
1'hr  iiak-trer^  «h«Hited  as  it 
Ami  «trait;ht.  a«  if  by  fear 

Thr  rloiiil  rnrjiliipnirnt  OO  the 

Hmkr  up.  .^iid  tliittenng  dag 
VAni^hrd  into  thr  firms  meal. 
And  dtiwu  the  vallev  fled 
'Iht  f«ar  of  the  retrsatiag 
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*  up  in  the  blue  sky 
of  clouds,  like  drifted  snow 
[  with  a  faint  Alpine  glow, 
iped  together,  vast  and  high, 
h  a  shattered  rainbow  hung, 
]g  like  the  ruined  arch 
t  aerial  aqueduct, 
a  roseate  garland  plucked 
i  Olympian  god,  and  flung 
I  his  triumphal  march. 

soners  from  their  dungeon  gloom, 
ds  escaping  from  a  snare, 
lool-boys  at  the  hour  of  play, 
at  once  the  pent-up  room, 
hed  into  the  open  air  ; 
more  tales  were  told  that  day. 


PART   THIRD 

PRELUDE 

!ning  came  ;  the  golden  vane 
!nt  in  the  sunset  glanced, 
rkened,  and  then  gleamed  afi;ain, 
the  east  the  moon  advancea 
ched  it  with  a  softer  light ; 
nderneath,  with  flowing  mane, 
e  sig^  the  Red  Horse  pranced, 
loped  forth  into  the  night. 

^hter  than  the  afternoon 
lowed  the  dark  day  of  rain, 
^hter  than  the  golden  vane 
stened  in  the  rising  moon, 
the  ruddy  flre-light  gleamed  ; 
;ry  separate  window-pane, 
by  the  outer  darkness,  showed 
r,  where  the  flamelets  gleamed 
kered  to  and  fro,  and  seemed 
e  lighted  in  the  road. 

le  hospitable  glow, 
old  actor  on  the  stage, 
e  uncertain  voice  of  age, 
png  chimney  chanted  low 
lely  songs  of  long  ago. 

je  that  Ossian  heard  of  yore, 
lidnight  winds  were  in  his  hall ; 
Ly  and  appealing  call, 
.  of  days  that  are  no  more  ! 
*k  as  Ossian  sat  the  Jew, 
ened  to  the  sound,  and  knew 


The  passing  of  the  airy  hosts, 

The  gray  and  misty  cloud  of  ghosts 

In  their  interminable  flight ; 

And  listening  muttered  m  his  beard. 

With  accent  indistinct  and  weird, 

«  Who  are  ye,  children  of  the  Night  ?  " 

Beholding  his  mysterious  face, 
*'  Tell  me,"  the  gay  Sicilian  said, 
**  Why  was  it  that  in  breaking  bread 
At  supper,  you  bent  down  your  head 
And,  musing,  paused  a  little  space, 
As  one  who  says  a  silent  grace  ?  " 

The  Jew  replied,  with  solemn  air, 

*'  I  said  the  Manicluean's  prayer. 

It  was  his  faith,  —  perhaps  is  mine,  ^- 

That  life  in  all  its  forms  is  one, 

And  that  its  secret  conduits  run 

Unseen,  but  in  unbroken  line. 

From  the  great  fountain-head  divine 

Through  man  and  beast,  through  grain  and 

g^rass. 
Howe'er  we  straggle,  strive,  and  cry. 
From  death  there  can  be  no  escape. 
And  no  escape  from  life,  alas  ! 
Because  we  cannot  die,  but  pass 
From  one  into  another  shape  : 
It  is  but  into  life  we  die. 

''  Therefore  the  Manichiean  said 
This  simple  prayer  on  breaking  bread. 
Lest  he  with  hasty  hand  or  knife 
Might  wound  the  incarcerated  life. 
The  soul  in  things  that  we  call  dead  : 
'  I  did  not  reap  thee,  did  not  bind  thee, 
I  did  not  thrash  thee,  did  not  grind  thee. 
Nor  did  I  in  the  oven  bake  thee  ! 
It  was  not  I,  it  was  another 
Did  these  things  unto  thee,  O  brother ; 
I  only  have  thee,  hold  thee,  break  thee  ! ' " 

"  That  birds  have  souls  I  can  ooncede,** 
The  Poet  cried,  with  glowine  cheeks ; 
'<  The  flocks  that  from  their  oeds  of  reed 
Uprising  north  or  southward  fly, 
And  flying  write  upon  the  sky 
The  biforked  letter  of  the  Greeks, 
As  hath  been  said  by  Rucellai  ; 
All  birds  that  sing  or  chirp  or  cry, 
Even  those  migratory  bands, 
The  minor  poets  of  the  air, 
The  plover,  peep,  and  sanderling. 
That  hardly  can  be  said  to  sing. 
But  pipe  along  the  barren  sands,  — 
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All  theM*  have  suulf  akin  Ui  oun  ; 

Su  hAtb  tbr  loTt'Iv  raor  of  Ho  wen  : 

'iliiu  much  I  ipiuit,  but  nothing  more. 

The  nutT  binevs  uf  a  duor 

Are  not  alive lM*cau»4*  tb«»v  rrvak  ; 

Tilia  chiuiuej,  with  iu  drvary  nvir, 

Tbeie  rattling  winduwH,  du  nut  npfak  I" 

*'Tu  me  they  speak/'  the  Jrw  rt'plied  ; 

**  Ami  in  the  tuuncbi  that  »ink  auu  aoar, 

I  hear  the  Toiees  of  a  tide 

That  breaks  upon  an  unknown  shore  ! " 

Here  the  Sicilian  intfrfennl : 
**Tbat  waft  Vimr  dn*ani,  tlien,  as  vou  doied 
A  Uowi'Ut  Biiii'i*,  with  I'ven  half-cloMtl, 
And  munnuri'd  stmivthin);  in  your  beard.** 
The  Hebrew  »wilfd,  ami  un.<iwervd,  **  Nay  ; 
Not  that,  but  sonietbini;  very  near  ; 
Like,  aihI  yet  nut  the  Kami',  may  si-em 
The  viMou  uf  my  witkuig  dn-HUi  ; 
Before  it  whollv-dieik  awav. 
Listen  to  me,  aud  you  shall  hear.*' 


'I  111.   Sl'ANISH   JLWS   TALE 

A/KM  I. 

KlX«f  S>U>MnN,  iH-foH'  bin  ftalact*  piio 
At  evrnifi;;,  on  thf  |iaveuif-iit  tl■^M-llate 
Wa*  w.-ilkii>^  with  a    stnnf^iT    from    the 

Arrayrd  in  rirb  attin*  as  f«ir  a  fi*a«t. 
The  nii};btr  Kuiiji-«-t->>ni;.  a  b  arm  il  m:m, 
And  Kaj:tb  uf  tbr  r*-iiliiM  **t  Hi(iili>»t!in. 
And   nn    tlM*_\     walk  I'll    tbi-    )fiii-«l    liceauie 

Of  a  whitf  tipirr  in  tbi*  t«iil<t:lit  air, 
C»axiii|*  iiiti  lit.  a«  ••»«-  «ho  «iib  »iir]in«e 
His   fitriii    ami    fi'atiires  M'«-nii-il    to  rvci>}»- 

Ami  ill  a  wbi«|H<r  to  the  kiiii;  br  %»u\  : 

**  What    i>    \iiii   iiba|H'.  thai,    |ialliil  as  tU* 

Is  watt  biithT  """i  ^*  >f  '>*'  *<'>i^bt  t«*  tnii'e 
In  tb«*  ill  III  !•:;!»:  the  fratun-s  lA  mv  fat-r  '.* 


1,  •» 


Thf    ki!:^'   I-ktil.    ami    ri-|«lii-il  :  *' I    knuit 

liiiii  mi  il  ; 
It  i«  t)ic    Kit;;*  1  !ii«-'i  t-ill    \.'r.it-l. 
T  u  ll.i-    Ii«atii    Aii^x  I  .  wliat    lia^t   tbtiu   ti> 

*-.\r  . 
And  tlii'  .riiir^t  an^wrrrd  :  **  I^  «t  t»e  Abuuld 

cume  m-ar. 


Ami  apeak   to   me^  aad   takm  avny  if 

breath  I 
iMive    me    from   Atimal,  tmrm    Hi 

demth! 
O  king,  that  haat  domiouNi  o'er  tW 
Bid  it  arise  and  bonr  me  heare  ta  lad.' 


The  king  gnied   upward  at  Um 

•ky, 
WhisperMl  a  word,  and  raiaad  kia 

high. 
And  lo  1  the  signet-ring  of  ch: 
( }n  his  uplifted  linger  see—d  to 
With  hidden  fire,  and 

west 


There  came  a  mighty  viad, 

guext 
And    lifted  him  from  earth, 

passed. 
His   ahming   garments 

blast, 
A  silken  banner  o*er  the  walls 
A  puqile  cloud,  that  gleaOMi 

|H'anrtl. 
Then    said   the   Angel,  amilaag: 

man 
IW  Rajah  Kunjeet-6ing  of  Hi 
Thou  bast    done    welTia 


If 


pravtr  ; 
I  was  upon  my  way  to  acek  him 


INTERLUDE 

•*(}  KnKFiii.  forbear  to-night 
Your  gbii«ktl_\  Irgi'ncU  of  anrighft* 
And  Ift  tbv  Talmud  rest  in  peaet ; 
Siiare  ua  your  dismal  tales  of  death 
lluit  alnio»t  Uke  away  oae*s  bc«alh| 
Ni  difiug,  may  y  our  tnbe  ii 


Tliii4  tbf  Su-iltan  said  ;  then 
Ami  nil  thf  npini't's  rattlia;*  keyt 
riayi'il  Marian  ma,  like  a  breese 
Kr^iiii  Naplrs  and  tbr  Niutbera 
That  brincH  ii«  tbr  tlrlii'itNu 
<  >f  I  itrmi  and  of  nfmngr  trees. 
And  nirniiirir^  nf  Mift  days  of 
At  Capri  and  AnuilA  spent. 

**  Not  lui,**  tbr  ragi'r  Poet  said  ; 
**  At  Ir:i«t.  nut  SO  lief  ore  I  Irll 
Tlir  «tiir\  I  if  nir  AirmeL 
Ail  sni^'l  niurtal  as  ourselTai^ 
Which  in  an  ancient  toaw  I 


THE  POET'S  TALE 
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Dvent's  dostj  shelves, 

ith  an  iron  chain,  and  bound 

enty  and  with  clasps  of  brass, 

ite  prison,  some  dark  day, 

»e  stolen  or  steal  away, 

good  friars  were  singing  mass. 

ie  of  Charlemagne, 
'.  a  thunder-cloud,  that  lowers 
)s  from  mountain-crest  to  coast, 
tning  flaming  through  its  show- 
across  the  Lombard  plain, 
Ing  with  his  warlike  train 
country's  pride  and  boast, 
>f  the  Hundred  Towers.'' 

Ided  the  tale  began, 
in  sober  measure  ran. 


THE  POET'S  TALE 

CHARLEMAGNE 

i  Dane  and  Desiderio, 

le  Lombards,  on  a  lofty  tower 

ing  northward  o'er  the  rolling 

Ins, 

fter  league  of  harvests,  to  the 

t 

3ow-crested  Alps,  and  saw  ap- 

ach 

army,  thronging  all  the  roads 

oto  the  city.     And  the  King 

Olger,  who  had  passed  his  youth 

^e  at  the  court  of  France,  and 

;w 

Tor's  form  and  face  :    "  Is  Char- 

lagne 

at  host  ?  "  And  Olger  answered  : 

fo." 

he  innumerable  multitude 
award  and   increased,   until  the 

amazement :      '*  Surely  Charle- 
gne 

^    in    the    midst    of     all    these 
gbts  I " 
r  answered  slowly  :     **  No  ;  not 


lot  come  so  soon."     Then  much 

turbed 

Iderio  asked  :  **  What  shall  we  do, 


If  he  anproach  with  a  still  neater  army  ?  " 
And  Olger  answered :     '*  When  he  shall 

appear, 
Tou  will  behold  what  manner  of  man  he  is ; 
But  what  will  then  befall  us  I  know  not." 

Then  came  the  guard  that    never  knew 

repose. 
The  Paladins  of  France  ;  and  at  the  sight 
The  Lombard  King  o'eroome  with  terror 

cried  : 
<«  This  must    be  Charlemagne  I "  and  as 

before 
Did  Olger  answer:    '*No;  not  yet,  not 

yet" 

And  then  appeared  in  panoply  complete 
The    Bishops    and    the    Abbots   and    the 

Priests 
Of  the  imperial  chapel,  and  the  Counts ; 
And  Desiderio  could  no  more  endure 
The  light  of  day,  nor  yet  encounter  death. 
But  wbbed  aloud  and  eaid  :    "Let  us  go 

down 
And  hide  us  in  the  bosom  of  the  earth. 
Far  from  the  sight  and  aneer  of  a  foe 
So  terrible  as  t'&s  1 "    And  Olger  said  : 
'*  When  you  behold  the  harvests  in  the 

fields 
Shaking  with  fear,  the  Po  and  the  Ticino 
Lashing  the  city  walls  with  iron  waves. 
Then  may  you  know  that  Charlemagne  is 

come." 
And  even  as  he  spake,  in  the  northwest, 
Lo  !  there  uprose  a  black  and  threatening 

cloud, 
Out  of  whose  bosom  flashed  the  light  of 

arms 
Upon  the  people  pent  up  in  the  city  ; 
A  light  more  terrible  than  any  darkness, 
And  Charlemagne  appeared ;  —  a  Man  of 

Iron ! 

His  helmet  was  of  iron,  and  his  eloves 
Of  iron,  and  his  breastplate  and  his  ereayes 
And  tassets  were  of  iron,  and  his  shield. 
In  his  left  hand  he  held  an  iron  spear. 
In  his  right  hand  his  sword  invincible. 
The  horse  he  rode  on  had  the  strength  of 

iron. 
And  color  of  iron.     All  who  went  before 

him, 
Beside  him  and  behind  him,  Ms  whole  host, 
Were  armed  with  iron,  and  their  hearts 

within  them 
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Were  ttrongvr  than  the  armor  that  they 

wure. 
The  tirlcl«  and  all   the  ruada   were   filled 

with  irt>n, 
And  puiiita  uf  iruii  |^li»tenvd  in  the  sun 
And  ftht'd  a  trrrur  thruugh  the  citj  itreeta. 

Thu  at  a  sitif^le  glanre  Olerr  the  Dane 
haw   fruui  thv   luwrr.  and   turning  to  the 

Kiclaiuif  d  in  ha^to  :    **  lirhold  !  this  is  the 

uiaii 
You  Iwikrd  fur  with  kuch  ra(^mess  I "  and 

thrn 
Fell  as  uuc  dead  at  I)e>idorio*s  feet. 


INTKKLl'DK 

WriJ.  |ileaM*d  uU  listened  to  (he  tale, 

lliut  drew,  the  Student  nuid,  its  pith 

And  iiiarruw  frum  the  ancient  myth 

t)f  suiiir  iiiie  with  un  irun  Hail  ; 

Or  that  |Hirtriit«iiiH  Man  uf  HraM 

llriihii-Hid^  niiiili*  in  d.i\<t  of  \i>r«*, 

Whu  stalked  alMfiit  tlif  Crt'tan  shore. 

Ami  Miw  the  >lii|ift  a|i|H>ar  and  |uiM, 

And  tlirrwk  «tt»iii-n  at  tli«'  Argonauts, 

lU'iii);  tillnl  with  indiAi  rintniatf  in* 

That  f:iii^lfd  ami  |Mr]ilftt-i|  his  thoughts  ; 

Itiit,  like  .1  h«i^|iit.iliii'  hunt. 

When  «tniii}^'r«  l:intlitl  tm  the  roast, 

lleatrtl  hllUM-U  n-il-hot  with  tiri\ 

Am!  hiii:^-fl  thrni  in  hi«  arnift,  and  pressed 

Their  iHMiie^  to  hi^  burning  hreasL 

Ttie  TiH-t  answered  :     *'  Ni*.  not  thus 

Tilt*  h-^i'iid  n*M<  ;  It  ^lining  at  first 

Diit  i*f  itif  huii^t-r  and  the  tliint 

In  all  iiirii  fur  the  iiiar%e||iiti4. 

Ami  ttiiM  it  lilU-ii  :iii«l  «^ii«tifd 

T)h-  iiii:4^iM.ii;t>ii  lif  mankind, 

Aiiil  th:^  iili-;il  til  thr  niintl 

W'a^  trdi-r  tii.iti  lii«:iirit-  f:ii-t 

K.iii<  >  «  iil.kr;;til  :iiiil  niiilti|ilird 

'Ilii    ti  rr>>r«  •>{  l\,»-    ivtfdl  ii:ifii«* 

Of  (*L.irli  lit  k;;tti-.  till  lit-  liecaiue 

Ariiii|i<'t<  lit  III  *  ki  t\  jkt'i, 

Ainl.  I  '■  ■•.!.• -I  ill  1111 -trr^,  ap|M*.in  d 

Niti  >Nl.4t  uii-ii  ^aw,  hut  witat  thev  feared. 

**  li«-Nlill    «,     llhli'M     ||:\      lUI    ll!lir>      fail, 

Yiiur  ••■ii<f  ••lii-  mitlt  .til  if! Ill  tlail 
\%  Imt  .in  .il.i  .•■lit  ii.\th  .kt  aU, 
Itut  Cuiu>  a  iiiui  h  l.Ati  r  uu  the  iCi 


As  Talus  in  the  Faerie 
The  iron  groom  of  Artegall, 
Who  threshed  out  falsehood 
And  truth  uphehi,  and  rifhted 
And  was,  as  is  the  swallow,  fleet. 
And  aa  the  lion  is,  was  almif  . 


The  Theologian  said  :   **  Pr; 
Your  chronicler  in  writiv  tlua 
Had  in  his  mind  the  Anetlerie, 
Wlierv  Xenophon  describee  tftie 
Of  ArUieraes  to  the  fight ; 
At  first  the  low  grmj  cloud  of  dart. 
And  then  a  blackness  o*er  the  §Mi 
As  of  a  passing  thunder-gust. 
Then  Hash  of  brasen  amor  brigli^ 
And  ranks  i>f  men,  and  s^ 
bowmen  and  troops  with  wiekcff 
And  caYalrj  equipped  in  white. 
And  chariots  ranged  in  front  of 
With  scTthes  upon  their 


To  this  the  Student  amwewd  :  "  Wdl 
I  al«o  have  a  tale  to  trll 
Of  Charlemagne  ;  a  tale  l^a  IhMue 
A  softer  light,  more  tinged  with  ni% 
Than  vour  grim  apparitioa 


rpon  the  darkncM  of  the  PueL 
Linten,  and  hear  in  Kaglisa  rhi 
What  the  good  Monk  off 
(lives  an  the  gossip  of  his 
In  medieval  Latin  proee.' 


THE  STUDENTS  TALE 
FMMA   AM)   EGINHARD 

WiiK!c  Aliuin  Uugbt  the  9am  ef  CMb 

magne. 
In  th«*  free  whools  of  Ail, 

n-it;n. 
And  with  thmi  Uugbt  the  i hildll  rf 

|MMir 
How  aulijeets  sbtiuld  be 
He  t<Mirlie«l  the  li|M  of 
With  hiiiiev  fniHi  the  hivra  of  ^Uf  Wi 
<  Uhem  intuxieated  with  the  wwe 
Of  am-ient  ht!»t(iry,  sweet  but  lea 
Suuie  with  the  nhioleaome  fruits  ef 

fi-<i  ; 
Othrr«iiiith  nMntrriesof  the 
That  hang  BUk|>ended  in  the 
l^kc  lani|»s  in  some  fair 

high. 
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Id  aoothy  it  waa  a  pleasant  sight  to  see 
That  Saxon  monk,  with  hood  and  rosary. 
With  inkhom  at  his  belt,  and  pen  and  book. 
And  mingled  love  and  reverence  in  his  look, 
Or  betr  3ie  cloister  and  the  court  repeat 
The  measored  footfalls  of  his  sandaled  feet. 
Or  watch  him  with  the  pupils  of  his  school, 
Gentle  of  speech,  but  absolute  of  rule. 

AmoDj?  them,  always  earliest  in  his  placej 
Wu  Eginhard,  a  youth  of  Prankish  race. 
Whose  face  was  bright  with  flashes  that 

forerun 
The  iplendora  of  a  yet  unrisen  sun. 
To  him  all  things  were  possible,  and  seemed 
Not  what  he  mid  accomplished,  but  had 

dreamed. 
And  what  were  tasks  to  others  were  his 

•Ihe  pastime  of  an  idle  holiday. 

Smaiagdo,  Abbot  of  St.  Michael's,  said. 
With  many  a  shrug  and  shaking  of  the 

heaa, 
Sorely  some  demon  must  possess  the  lad. 
Who  showed  more  wit  than  ever  school-boy 

had, 
And  learned  his  Trivium  thus  without  the 

rod; 
^t  Ahniin  said  it  was  the  grace  of  God. 

Tbos  he  grew  up,  in  Logic  point-device, 
I^erfect  in  Grammar,  and  in  Rhetoric  nice  ; 
^ence  of  Numbers,  Geometric  art, 
And  lore  of  Stars,  and   Music  knew  by 

heart ; 
A  Minnesinger,  long  before  the  times 
^  those  wno  sang  their  love  in  Suabian 

rhymes. 

-^  £mperor,  when  he  heard  this  good 

report 
Of  Eginhard  much  buzzed  about  the  court, 
°ud  to  himself,  '*  This  stripling  seems  to  be 
^''Posely  sent  into  the  world  for  me  ; 
He  shall  become  my  scribe,  and  shall  be 
^        schooled 

Jj^*ll  the  arts  whereby  the  world  is  ruled." 
Tnns  did  the  gentle  Eginhard  attain 
*o  honor  in  the  court  of  Charlemagne  ; 
'^^^une  the  sovereign's  favorite,  Ms  right 

hand, 
Y  ^^  his  fame  was  great  in  all  the  land, 
^^all  men  loved  him  for  his  modest  grace 
^  oomeliness  of  figure  and  of  face. 


An  inmate  of  the  palace,  yet  recluse, 
A  man  of  books,  yet  sacred  from  abuse 
Among  the  armM  knights  with  spur  on 

heel, 
The  tramp  of  horses  and  the  clang  of  steel ; 
And  as   the    Emperor    promised  he  was 

schooled 
In  all  the  arts  by  which  the  world  b  ruled. 
But  the  one  art  supreme,  whose  law  is  f ate. 
The  Emperor  never  dreamed  of  till  too 

late. 

Home  from  her  convent  to  the  palace  came 
The  lovely  Princess  Emma,  whose  sweet 

name, 
Whispered  by  seneschal  or  sunj^  by  bard. 
Had  often  touched  the  soul  of  Eginhard. 
He  saw  her  from  his  vrindow,  as  in  state 
She  came,  by  knights  attended  through  the 

gate; 
He  saw  her  at  the  banquet  of  that  day. 
Fresh  as  the  mom,  and  beautiful  as  May  ; 
He  saw  her  in  the  garden,  as  she  strayed 
Among  the  flowers   of  sununer  with  her 

maid. 
And  said  to  him,  **  O  Eginhard,  disclose 
The  meaning  and  the  mystery  of  the  rose  ; " 
And  trembling  he  made  answer :  ''  In  good 

sooth. 
Its  mystery  is  love,  its  meaning  youth  I " 

How  can  I  tell  the  signals  and  the  signs 
By  which  one  heart  another  heart  divines  7 
How  can  I  tell  the  many  thousand  ways 
By  which  it  keeps  the  secret  it  betrays  ? 

O  mystery  of  love  !     O  strange  romance  ! 
Among  the  Peers  and  Paladins  of  France, 
Shinine  in  steel,  and  prancing  on  gay  steeds. 
Noble  oy  birth,  yet  nobler  by  great  deeds. 
The  Princess  Emma  had  no  words  nor  looks 
But  for  this  clerk,  this  man  of  thought  and 
books. 

The  summer  passed,  the  autumn  came  ;  the 

stalks 
Of  lilies  blackened  in  the  garden  walks ; 
The  leaves  fell,  russet-golden  and  blood-red« 
Love-letters  thought  the  poet  fancy-led. 
Or  Jove  descending  in  a  shower  of  gold 
Into  the  lap  of  Dana@  of  old  ; 
For  poets  cherish  many  a  strange  conceit. 
And  love  transmutes  idl  nature  by  its  heat. 
No  more  the  garden  lessons,  nor  the  dark 
And  hurried  meetings  in  the  twilight  park  : 
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But  Duw  tb«  ttudioiu  Uuip,  Mid  tb«  dr* 

ligbU 
Of  Areaidet  in  the  Mlent  wiutrr  nightA, 
And    wiitc'liing  fruiu  hi*   wiuduw   bour  by 

buur 
IIm  li^bt  that  bumvd  iu  Priucvas  Kuimn'* 

tuwrr. 

At  length  one  night,  while  inuiing  bj  the 

fire, 
OVrcuiue  Rt  lajit  by  bin  iuMim*  dciiiri*,  — 
Fur  what   will  rei*kle«i   luve   uut   do  and 

dare? 
lie  cruued  tbi>  court,  and  cliiulN;d  the  wind- 
ing »tair, 
With   toiur    fi'igiii*d    luesaage  iu  the  Kiu- 

|»rror'ii  name  ; 
But  wbf  n  \w  tu  iIk*  ImIv'ii  pn*M>nce  came 
He  knrlt  down  at  bvr  fret,  until  she  laid 
I!fr  baiitl  u|Hiii  biin,  like  a  naki'd  blade. 
And   wbi»|M'rrd   in    bis   ear:    ** Arise,  Sir 

Kiii^bl, 
To  uir  heart *.H  le%*el,  O  niy  heart's  delight.** 

And    tb<*n'    be    liugiTed    till  the   crowing 

em-k. 
The  Alvotrvon  of  the    faruivard   and   the 

tltN*k, 
Sang  III*  auliadf  with  lu!»tv  vnioi*  ami  clear. 
To  tell  the  slet-|iiug  nurld  tlwt  dawn  was 

iH'ar. 
And  then  tboy  |iartefl  ;  but  nt  tiarting.  In  I 
They  MW  the  ]»alai'e  cuurt^anl  while  with 

miiiW, 
Ami,  |ilAtMil  aA  a  nun,  tbr  ni<Min  tm  high 
(■a/ing  fr«>tii  «'Iiiiiil\  rlni^ii-r^  t*t  tin'  nky. 
**  Ala*  *  "  br  fi.-tiil,  **biiw  bidi'  tb<*  fatalline 
()f    fiM»l|inrii«    li-ailing    fmni    tby  dtiur   to 

nniir, 
Ami  niiiK*  returning  *  "     Ab.  br  littb*  km-w 
Wliat  witiiiau'i  wit,  when  |Hit  tti  ]inH>f,  vaii 

do! 

lliat  lii;;bt  tbr  Klii|>er«ir,  sli-rplpM  with  tbr 

Aii'l  tpiiiMt-H  tli.it  atffhd  fni  fttatr  nfT:iir«, 
IIa«1    mm-ti    Iw'fiin-    kbr  ilawii,  and  iiiufting 

j::i*.il 
Iiitti  tbi-  *.i'-tiS  nij^'lit,  n4  mir  ain:«rt-(l 
Ti>    sr^    •li*-    •-.kliii    that    ri-igiit*d    t^'rr    all 

*  i|«rr  Ilir, 

Wbrn  )ii<   ■•«n    ivigii   na^    but   a  IfiHiblrd 

ilr**rii 
llie  IU4MIII  lit  up  the    gables   cap{ii*d  with 

snow. 


And    the  whiu  ruoCs,  mmI  UU  tk> 

below. 
And    ha    behehl  a  furm,  Unl 

cower 
Beneath   a  bordcn.  eon*  twam 

tower, — 
A  woniaii,  who  upoo  her  ■hwiMen 
Clerk  Eginhard  to  his  ow«  privalt 
And    then    returned    ia 

essayed 
To  tread    the    footpffiBta 

made  ; 

And  as  she  pa  seed  acroae  tlM  liffcled 
llie    Emperor   taw  hie  '        " 

face! 

He  started  not ;  be  did  sol  mak  m 

I  MaatH 


But  seemed  as  one  who  balk 

stone  ; 
And  stucMi  tliere  Irke  a  itatac,  aof 
Out  of    bis    trance  of    paia,  till 

broke, 
Till  the  sUrs   faded,  aad  tlw 

down, 
And  u*er  the  towers  aad 

town 
Came  tlie  gray  daylight  ;  tkaa  tiM 

took 
'llie  empire  of  the  world  wilk 

look. 

Suffusing  with  a  soft  aad  foU^i  gWv 
All   the   dead  landscape  la   iU     "^ 

snow, 
Tuuebiiig  with  flaaie  the 

spin's, 
Wiuiliiwft  and  roofs,  aad  ■—ha  ef 

bitld  tires, 
Aiitl  kiwi  ling  |Mirk  and  palai^  as  ke 


'Hie  st«irk*»  iH*»t  cin  the  chii 

llame. 
And  thus  be  stuwl  till 
Ib'iiiun*  and  iniHlrit  with  hia 
Antl  flowing  tlaken 
An  wa4  bi-«  wont,  the  daT*s  ai 
'Die    Kin|M>r(ir    looked    U| 

smile. 
Anil    gently   said:    ""My    eea, 

awhile  ; 
lliis   hiMir    my  council 

great 
Ami  Tery  urgent  bii»ineaa  of  tke 
Come   liark  within   the  koar.     i)m  ^ 

turn 


The   work   apfiuintcd 
Icara.* 


for  tkea 
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ring  dismissed  this  gallant  Troubadour, 
summoned  straight  his  council,  and 

secure 
1   steadfast  in  his  purpose,  from  the 

throne 
the   adventure   of    the    night    made 

known  ; 
tn  asked  for  sentence ;  and  with  eager 

breath 
le    answered    banishment,  and   others 

death. 

n  spake  the  king :    **  Your  sentence  is 

not  mine  ; 
I  is  the  gift  of  God,  and  is  divine  ; 
'  from    these    palace  walls  shall  one 

depart 

0  carries  such  a  secret  in  his  heart ; 
better  judgment  points  another  way. 
d  Alcum,  I  remember  how  one  day 

en  my  Pepino  asked  you,  'What  are 
men?' 

1  wrote  upon  his  tablets  with  your  pen, 
lests  of  the  grave  and   travellers  that 

pass  1 ' 
s  being  true  of  all  men,  we,  alas  ! 
ag  all  fashioned  of  the  selfsame  dust, 
us  be  merciful  as  well  as  just ; 
s    passing    traveller  who  hath    stolen 

away 
»  brightest  jewel  of  my  crown  to-day, 
11   of  himself    the    precious    gem   re- 
store ; 
giving  it,  I  make  it  mine  once  more, 
ir  those  fatal  footprints  I  will  throw 
ermine  mantle  like  another  snow." 

tn    Eginhard    was    summoned    to    the 

haU, 
1  entered,  and  in  presence  of  them  all, 
I  Emperor  said  :  <*  My  son,  for  thou  to 

me 
it  been  a  son,  and  evermore  shalt  be, 
ig  hast  thou  served  thy  sovereign,  and 

thy  zeal 
ids  to  me  with  importunate  appeal, 
ile  I  have  been  forgetful  to  requite 
'  service  and  affection  as  was  right, 
now  the   hour  is  come,  when  I,  thy 

Lord, 
1   crown  thy  love  with  such   supreme 

reward, 
^ft  so  precious  king^  have  striven  in 

vain 
irin  it  from  the  hands  of  Charlemagne." 


Then  sprang  the  portals  of  the  chamber 

wide. 
And  Princess  Emma  entered,  in  the  pride 
Of  birth  and  beauty,  that  in  part  o'ercame 
The    conscious    terror    and  the  blush  of 

shame. 
And  the  good  Emperor  rose  up  from  his 

throne. 
And  taking  her  white  hand  within  his  own 
Placed  it  m  Eginhard's,  and  said  :  "  My 

son, 
This  is  the  gift  thy  constant  zeal  hath  won ; 
Thus  I  repay  the  royal  debt  I  owe. 
And  cover  up  the  footprints  in  the  snow.' 


>» 
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Thus  ran  the  Student's  pleasant  rhyme 
Of  Eginhard  and  love  and  youth  ; 
Some  doubted  its  historic  truth. 
But  while  they  doubted,  ne'ertheless 
Saw  in  it  gleams  of  truthfulness. 
And  thanked  the  Monk  of  Lauresheim. 

This  they  discussed  in  various  mood  ; 
Then  in  the  silence  that  ensued 
Was  heard  a  sharp  and  sudden  sonnd 
As  of  a  bowstring  snapped  in  air  ; 
And  the  Musician  with  a  bound 
Sprang  up  in  terror  from  his  chair. 
And  for  a  moment  listening  stood. 
Then  strode  across  the  room,  and  found 
His  dear,  his  darling  violin 
Still  lying  safe  asleep  within 
Its  little  cradle,  like  a  child 
That  gives  a  sudden  cry  of  pain. 
And  wakes  to  fall  asleep  again  ; 
And  as  he  looked  at  it  and  smiled. 
By  the  uncertain  light  beguiled. 
Despair !     two  strings    were   broken    in 
twain. 

While  all  lamented  and  made  moan. 
With  many  a  sympathetic  word 
As  if  the  loss  had  been  their  own. 
Deeming  the  tones  they  might  have  heard 
Sweeter  than  they  had  heard  before. 
They  saw  the  Landlord  at  the  door. 
The  missing  man,  the  portly  Squire  ! 
He  had  not  entered,  but  he  stood 
With  both  arms  full  of  seasoned  wood. 
To  feed  the  much-devouring  fire. 
That  like  a  lion  in  a  cage 
Lashed  its  long  tail  and  roared  with  rage* 
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TIm  niMing  wan !     Ab,  ypn,  they  Mud» 
Mu»in)»t  but  whitber  haA  bt*  tied  ? 
Wberp  had  he  biUclen  biiiiwlf  avraj  7 
No  fArtbiT  tluin  tbr  Uirii  ur  *\wd  ; 
He  had  uot  biddf  II  hiiuM.'lf,  uor  drd  ; 
Horn  sbuuld  br  |uiiis  tbt*  raiuy  day 
But  in  hiH  bam  with  brmi  aiid  hav» 
( >r  niemliiif^  hanMr»it,  i-art,  ur  ilMi  ? 
Now,  having;  ctuiic,  be  neetls  must  stay 
And  tcU  bis  tale  as  well  a»  they. 

The  I.«andlunl  answered  uiilv :  **  These 

Are  li»pi  fruui  the  dead  a|i|iU--trcvs 

Of  the  uld  ui\*bard  plaiitiHl  bcm 

bv  the  Kr»t  lluwr  of  .Sudburv. 

Nur  iKtk  iiur  iiiapU'  lias  m>  clear 

A  tlaiiie.  ur  buriut  m>  <|uit'tly. 

Or  leavf.t  an  anb  to  eleau  and  white  ;  ** 

Tliinkuii;  by  tliis  tu  |>ut  aaide 

The  iui|(eiidiii|;  tab*  that  territieil  ; 

Wlten  »uddeuly,  tti  bin  dclij'bt. 

The  'I'heitlii^^ian  interpiNK'd, 

Say  ill);  tbiAt  Hbeii  the  «liHir  was  cldird. 

And  tbt'v  luul  i»ti»p|M*d  ttuit  draft  of  culd, 

('iipb'OAaiit  ui^bt  air,  bi*  |ini|HMM.Hl 

Tu  trll  a  tal«*  wnrld-witle  apart 

Fnun  that  the  St  mini  l  IiaiI  just  tuld  ; 

Wurld-wide  ii|iart.  and  \«-t  aLin, 

A»  m}iuwiii^  that  tbi*  biiiiiaii  lieart 

HeatJi  fill  ftiri'Vi'r  iia  uf  uliI, 

A<«  mrll  beneath  tlie  ftiiuw-wbite  fuld 

t)f  ijiiakrr  kercbu'f,  as  within 

Seiiilal  ur  tiilk  ur  eluth  uf  ^uld. 

And  mitbuut  prefmre  woubl  bepn. 

And  then  the  rlain«iruu«  ebu-k  iitrurk  eif^bt, 

llf-lilirnitr.  witb  MiiitinniJi  ebiiiie 

Slti«  iiii-a«iirin(;^  uiit  the  iiian-h  uf  time, 

I.ikf  %uiiif  ^raie  t'niiiiil  uf  Obi  Kunic 

In  .lupitrr'*  teinplr  dri\iii^  bitiiie 

'Dip    n.iiU    tliat     uiarketl     tbi*    vear    and 

m 

lliiiti  iii(i-rrwptrfl  111  lii«  rbvine, 
'I  Ur    I  hi-i>Mi^:.tii  iiiH'flH  iiiu«t  wait  I 
Hilt  iiii<*t<-«l  lli«r.»i-r,  «ibi*re  he  mni^ 
I  Ih"  liiri"   \i-it**:l\   iif  thiii|3^, 
'Iliat  tlri«i-*  mill  I  (if*  naif*  «iibliitie 
<  If  iji-«-!iiikU  (i<iu«f«  iif  c)ir  ^n-4t 
'I'bi-  Aiiaiii^ntilir  iiaiU  uf  Kalf. 

Wlifii  t-f  AM*il  till'  I  it  lb*  eanlhin 
'I'll  lirr»bl  fnuit  itJi  %iiMj«b-ri  inwrr 
Thf*  iiik)>irtaiil  tmiKit  fi  tbr  buur, 
lln"    nirii|.>;^i4n  h>iiit«>nr«l  till, 
t'liiitt-r.t  t«>  t«   aliitwiti  at  l.uit 
i'lj  »ii.^  L^  lil\l  III  tbc  I'aftt. 


TME  THEOLOGIAN'S  TAL£ 
ELIZABETH 

I 

**  Ah,  how  short  are  the  da^B  I  Raw  i 
the  night  overtakea  ya  I 

In  the  old  country  the  twUighl  ii  k^ 
but  here  in  the  foreeC 

Suddenly  comes  the  dark,  with  half 
pause  in  its  coming. 

Hardly  a  moment  betweea  the  tw  Kg 


i? 

iht 


the  day  and  the  lamplight ; 
Yet  bow  graml  is  the  winter  I    H«v  a 
less  the  snow  is,  and  p«Htt  I " 

Thus  snake  Kliiaheth  Hmidm  m  ^ 

fall  to  llanimh  the 
As  in  the  fami-honae  kitehe% 

fur  kitchen  and  parlor, 
Hv  the  winduw  the  sat  with  htr 

9 

looke<i  on  the  landsenp> 
White  as  the  great  white  abeci 

Mkw  in  bis  Ti»ioii, 
Bv  the  four  isomers  let  down 

9 

iiig  tNit  of  the  huTeaa, 
Curereti  with  snow  were  the  fi 

anti  I  be  fields  and  the 
N(»tbing  was  «lark  but  the  aky, 

tant  I^'laware  flowing 
Down  fitiiii  it  A  native  hiUa»  a 

buuntiful  river. 


Then  with  a  smile  on  her  fipa 

swer  Hannah  the  ' 
**  Iteaiitiful  wint«>r  !  yea,  the 

tifiil.  surely. 
If  one  cNNihl  imly  walk  like  •  ftj 

fet't  tHi  the  ceilmg. 

But  the  creat  iWlaware  Riwr  i 

the  Tlianieii,  as  we  saw  it 
Out  uf  mir  up|ier  wimlowa  ia 

Stn>et  in  the  Buffoag^ 
Cniwdrd  witb    masts  and  snila  fli 

c*iiniiii(»  and  going  ; 
Hen*    tbrri'    u    nothing   b«t 

I«at4-lies  uf  uiow  vm  thetr 
Tberr  i%  «ntiw  in  the  air,  and  we  I  it 

III;;  alrratly  ; 
All  tbr  r«iail«  will  I 

,TiM«-pb  t«>*iiii*rruw, 
Brrakiiig  bi«  way  thfongh  the 

bi«  iili*«l  ainl  men  ; 
How  in  all  the  worM  shaU  w  §■! 

ing  on  Kirs^Usy  f  * 


h 

t 
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But  Elizabeth  checked  her,  and  answered, 

Diildly  reprovine : 
**  Smelj  the  Lord  will  provide  ;  for  onto 

the  snow  He  sayeth, 
Be  thoa  on  the  earth,  the  good  Lord  sayeth  ; 

He  is  it 
Gireth  snow  like  wool,  like  ashes  scatters 

the  hoar-frost." 
So  she  folded  her  work  and  laid  it  away  in 

her  basket. 

Meanwhile  Hannah  the  housemaid  had 

dosed  and  fastened  the  shutters, 
Spread  the  doth,  and  lighted  the  lamp  on 

the  table,  and  placed  there 
Plates  and  cups  from  the  dresser,  the  brown 

rye  loaf,  and  the  butter 
Fresh  from  the  dairy,  and  then,  protecting 

her  hand  with  a  holder. 
Took  from  the  crane  in  the  chimney  the 

steaming  and  simmering  kettle. 
Poised  it  aloft  in  the  air,  and  filled  up  the 

earthen  teapot. 
Made  in  Delft,  and  adorned  with  quaint 

and  wonderful  figures. 

Then  Elizabeth  said,  **  Lo  !  Joseph   is 

long  on  his  errand. 
I  hare  sent  him  away  with  a  hamper  of  food 

and  of  clothing 
For  the  poor  in  the  Tillage.    A  good  lad 

and  cheerful  is  Joseph  ; 
In  the  right  place  is  his  heart,  and  his  hand 

is  ready  and  willing. 


»> 


Thos  in  praise  of  her  servant  she  spake, 

and  Hannah  the  housemaid 
Laaghed  with  her  eyes,  as  she  listened,  but 

governed  her  tongue,  and  was  silent, 
While  her  mistress  went  on  :  "  The  house 

is  far  from  the  village  ; 
We  should  be  lonely  here,  were  it  not  for 

Friends  that  in  passing 
Sometimes  tarry  o'emight,  and  make   us 

glad  by  tiieir  coming." 

Thereupon  answered  Hannah  the  house- 
maid, the  thrifty,  the  frugal : 

**  Tea,  they  come  and  they  tarry,  as  if  thy 
house  were  a  tavern  ; 

Open  to  all  are  its  doors,  and  they  come 
and  go  like  the  pigeons 

In  and  out  of  the  holes  of  the  pigeon-house 
over  the  hayloft, 

Cooing  and  smoothing  their  feathers  and 
basking  themselves  in  the  sunshine." 


But  in  meekness  of  spirit,  and  calmly, 

Elizabeth  answered : 
**  All  I  have  is  the  Lord's,  not  mine  to  give 

or  withhold  it ; 
I  but  distribute  his  gifts  to  the  poor,  and  to 

those  of  his  people 
Who  in  joumeyings  often  surrender  their 

lives  to  his  service. 
His,  not  mine,  are  the  gifts,  and  only  so  far 

can  I  make  them 
Mine,  as  in  |^ving  I  add  my  heart  to  what- 
ever IS  given. 
Therefore  my  excellent  father  first  built 

this  house  in  the  dearine  ; 
Though  he  came  not  himself,  I  came  ;  for 

the  Lord  was  my  guidance, 
Leading  me   here  for   this  service.    We 

must  not  grudge,  then,  to  others 
Ever  the  cup  of  cold  water,  or  crumbs  that 

fall  irom  our  table." 

Thus  rebuked,  for  a  season  was  silent  the 

penitent  housemaid  ; 
And  Elizabeth  said  in  tones  even  sweeter 

and  softer  : 
*'  Dost  thou  remember,  Hannah,  the  great 

May-Meeting  in  London, 
When  I  was  still  a  child,  how  we  sat  in  the 

silent  assembly, 
Waiting  upon  the  Lord  in  patient  and  pas- 
sive submission  ? 
No  one  spake,  till  at  length  a  young  man, 

a  stranger,  John  l&taugh. 
Moved  bv  the  Spirit,  rose,  as  if  he  were 

John  the  Apostle, 
Speaking  such  words  of  power  that  they 

bowed    our    hearts,    as    a    strong 

wind 
Bends  the  grass  of  the  fields,  or  grain  that 

is  ripe  for  the  sickle. 
Thoughts  of  him  to-day  have  been  oft  borne 

inward  upon  me. 
Wherefore  I  do  not  Imow  ;  but  strong  is 

the  feeling  within  me 
That  once  more  I  shall  see  a  face  I  have 

never  forgotten." 


II 


E'en  as  she  spake  they  heard  the  musical 
jangle  of  sleieh-bells. 

First  far  ofiP,  with  a  dreamy  sound  and  faint 
in  the  distance. 

Then  growing  nearer  and  louder,  and  turn- 
ing into  the  farmyard. 
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Till  it  ■topped  at  the  door,  with  anddeD 

crpakioK  of  runoera. 
Then  thrre  wriv  v«iic*et  beard   ai  of  two  ' 

mpii  talkini^  t«»prther, 
And  to  lirrself.  as  nbe  IisUdmI,  upbraiding  | 

•aid  llanuab  tiic  hmweniaia, 
*It  ii  .liMrph  come   liack.  and  1  wonder 

wbat  stranger  is  with  biui 


I* 


Down  from  its  nail  sbt*  took  and  lighted 

tbe  great  tin  lant«*rn 
Pieroed  with  bulrs,  ami  ruund.  and  roofed 

like  itu*  top  uf  a  lighthouir. 
And  wvnt  fi»rth  tu  r<*erivv  the  coming  guest 

at  tlip  «loiirir:iv, 
Caating  into  the  dark  a  network  of  glimmer 

aiul  iihail«>w 
Over  the  falling  snow,  tbe   vellow  sleigh, 

ami  the  borM>», 
And  thr  fomiA  of  men,  snow-<'o%*ered,  loom- 
ing gignntii*. 
Tlien  givini;  tlimrph   the    laiitpm,  shp   en- 

tcri'd  thf*  huiiM"  with  the  »t ranger. 
Youthful  lit'  wan  ami  tall,  ami  bis  cheeks 

AifloMT  with  thi'  flight  air  ; 
And  as  he  end' ml,  KliiaU'th  ruae,  and,  going 

to  iiir«>t  him. 
As  if  an  iniMiMi  {Miwer  luid  announced  and 

pr«*i-fd«'il  his  pn*M-iii*«', 
Ami  bo  hati  fi>nie  aA  imii*  wliiieie  coming  had 

liih;;  1h*«*ii  i'i|N*f*tc>d, 
Quirt  It    i:uvt>    hini    h«r    hnnd,    ami    saitl, 

"Thtiii  urt  wt-liNinn*.  John  K^taiigh." 
And   th«*  iitninKrr   n'plufl,  wttli  ht.iid  and 

«|uit>t  lirhiiviiir. 
**  l>i*«t  thtm  nMiii«ni)it*r  nii*  util),  Kli/Abrth  ? 

Aftrr  iM>  iiLiny 
Yrar*  h:i\i*  pa%^%p«l.  it  «rrmpth  a  womli*rful 

tlnhj;  that  1  find  th«-p. 
Sun*l\  tlip  hand  i>f  thr  I^*nl  ronductc*il  me 

li«TP  to  thy  thn'«htilil. 
I'i»r  a«    1    jiiiiritfyi-*!   ah  mi;,  and   |Mindrrrd 

aliMif  :iiiil  in  •tdrnrr 
t)n   lt;«    «i.i\«.   that  »n-  {ta^t  timling  out,  I 

*aw  in  till*  until* -nil*!. 
Sff*ntiiii;;Ii    w«-:irT  «i!h  iravt'l,  a  warfarrr, 

will  I   \i\    t)i*-    «l.l\*li|<- 

ISiu^rd  iiriii   M.i:*i'd.      Kurihwiih   I   n*ni«*ni' 

iM-rcd  (^iii  f-ii  Caiiiiarr's  t-nniii  }i, 
lliiw    nil    til**    w.iy    th.it    i;iM-«    di>wu    fritm 

•l«'rii«a)fiii  iihtti  ( tiixa, 
Rradini^  l.«aia«  thi*  I'miiht't,  hr  juumryrd, 

aiul  aiKikr  uiitii  Thilip. 
pTaini}*    hmi    !••   rtmif*    up    ami    nit    lu   his 

charitit  «ith  hull. 


So  1  greeted  tbe  buw,  mad  ke 

sledge  beside  me. 
And  aa  we  talked  on  tbe  way  ke 

tbee  and  thy  honcalend. 
How.  being  led  hj  tbe  IMl  of 

that  never  deeeiTetli, 
Full  of  seal  for  tbe  work  of  tk» 

badst  cone  to  tbis 
And   I   remembered   tky 

father  and  mother  in 
And  on  my  journey  have 

tbee,  Klisabetb  lladdoM. 
Wishing  to  strengthen   tky 

labors  of  lore  tbon  nit 


i 


And  Kliiabetb  nnawend  wilk 

voice,  and  serenely 
Looking  into  bis  face  witk  h&r 

eyes  as  she  answered, 
••  Surely  the  hand  of  the  Lofd  in  » il ; 

Suirit  bath  led  tbe« 
Out  of  the  darkness  and  storm  ••  Ikt  i| 

and  |N.'ace  of  my  fkmida.'' 

Then,   with  stamping  of   feat  tka  A 

was  o|>eiied,  and  Joaepk 
Entered,  (tearing  tbe   lanlera, 

fully  blowing  tbe  ligkt 
Hung  it  up  on  its  nail,  nad  all  laft 

tbfir  supper  ; 
For  underneath  that  roof 

of  |ier*ons. 
But  one*  family  onlv,  one 

ami  one  bousebold. 

When  tlie  supper  was  ended  Ikaydi 
thrir  chairs  to  tbe  flrrnlara. 

Spacious,  op«*n-bearted,  profaaa  af  fli 
and  of  tirvwood. 

Lord  of  fiire»t«  unfelled, 

of  fui:«>ts, 

Sprrailinf*  it«  arms  to  ei 

h.-iii!itililr  bounty 
All  who  tlnl  from  the  cold,e3 

inj*  at  winter  f 
Onlv    llaniiah   tlir  bousei 

rlranng  the  table, 
Coming  and  going,  and 

cUmri  and  chamber. 


Ttirn  Klixatietb  told 
•InliM  K«taugkt 
(floing  far  liark  to  tbe 

da\  >  uf  brr  rhiMhmwt 
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How  sbe  had  waited  and  watched,  in  all 
her  doahts  and  besetments. 

Comforted  with  the  extendings  and  holy, 
sweet  inflowings 

Of  tlie  spirit  of  love,  till  the  voice  impera- 
tive sonnded, 

And  she  obeyed  the  voice,  and  cast  in  her 
lot  with  her  people 

Here  in  the  desert  land,  and  €rod  wonld 
provide  for  the  issue. 

Meanwhile  Joseph  sat  with  folded  hands, 

and  demurely 
Listened,  or  seemed  to  listen,  and  in  the 

silence  that  followed 
Nothing  was  heard  for  a  while  but  the  step 

of  Hannah  the  housemaid 
Walking  the  floor  overhead,  and  setting  the 

chambers  in  order. 
And  Elizabeth  said,  with  a  smile  of  com- 
passion, '*  The  maiden 
Hath  a  light  heart  in  her  breast,  but  her 

feet  are  heavy  and  awkward." 
Inwardly  Joseph  laughed,  but  governed  his 

tongue,  and  was  silent. 

Then  came  the  hour  of  sleep,  death's 
counterfeit,  nightly  rehearsal 

Of  the  great  Silent  Assembly,  the  Meeting 
of  shadows,  where  no  man 

Speaketh,  but  all  are  still,  and  the  peace 
and  rest  are  unbroken ! 

Silently  over  that  house  the  blessing  of 
slumber  descended. 

But  when  the  morning  dawned,  and  the  sun 
uprose  in  his  splendor. 

Breaking  his  way  through  clouds  that 
encumbered  his  pi^  in  the  hea- 
vens, 

Joseph  was  seen  with  his  sled  and  cxen 
breaking  a  pathway 

Through  the  drifts  of  snow  ;  the  horses 
already  were  harnessed. 

And  John  Estaugh  was  standing  and  taking 
leave  at  the  threshold, 

Saying  that  he  should  return  at  the  Meet- 
ing in  May  ;  while  above  them 

Hannah  the  housemaid,  the  homely,  was 
looking  out  of  the  attic, 

Laughing  aloud  at  Joseph,  then  suddenly 
closing  the  casement, 

As  the  bird  in  a  cuckoo-clock  peeps  out  of 
its  window, 

Then  disappears  again,  and  closes  the 
shutter  behind  it. 


in 


Now  was  the  winter  gone,  and  the  snow  ; 

and  Robin  the  Redbreast 
Boasted  on  bush  and  tree  it  was  he,  it  was 

he  and  no  other 
That  had  covered  with  leaves  the  Babes  in 

the  Wood,  and  blithely 
All  the  birds  sang  with  him,  and  little  cared 

for  his  boasting. 
Or  for  his  Babes  in  the  Wood,  or  the  Cruel 

Uncle,  and  only 
Sang  for  the  mates  they  had  chosen,  and 

cared  for  the  nests  they  were  build- 
ing. 
With  them,  but  more  sedately  and  meekly, 

Elizabeth  Haddon 
Sang  in  her  inmost  heart,  but  her  lips  were 

silent  and  songless. 
Thus  came  the  lovely  spring  with  a  rush  of 

blossoms  and  music, 
Flooding  the  earth  with  flowers,  and  the 

air  with  melodies  vernal. 

Then  it  came  to  pass,  one  pleasant  morn- 
ing, that  slowly 

Up  the  road  there  came  a  cavalcade,  as  of 
pilgrims. 

Men  and  women,  wending  their  way  to  the 
Quarterly  Meeting 

In  the  neighboring  town  ;  and  with  them 
came  riding  John  Estaugh. 

At  Elizabeth's  door  they  stopped  to  rest, 
and  alighting 

Tasted  the  currant  wine,  and  the  bread  of 
ryo,  and  the  honey 

Brought  from  the  hives,  that  stood  by  the 
sunny  wall  of  the  garden  ; 

Then  remounted  their  horses,  refreshed, 
and  continued  their  journey, 

And  Elizabeth  with  them,  and  Joseph,  and 
Hannah  the  housemaid. 

But,  as  they  started,  Elizabeth  lingered  a 
little,  and  leanine 

Over  her  horse's  neck,  m  a  whisper  said  to 
John  Estaugh  : 

*'  Tarry  awhile  behind,  for  I  have  some- 
thing to  tell  thee. 

Not  to  be  spoken  lightly,  nor  in  the  pres- 
ence of  others  ; 

Them  it  concemeth  not,  only  thee  and  me 
it  concemeth." 

And  they  rode  slowly  along  through  the 
woods,  conversing  together. 
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a  pleMure  to  breathe  the  frmgimnt     So  on  the  oceaa  of  lift,  vi 
air  of  the  forest ;  |  one  another, 

a  plraiiure    to  live  on  that  bright     Only  a   look   and  a  ¥oiet» 
ami  happj  May  morning  I  again  and  a  ■iUnca. 


IV 


Ship«  tluit  |Ki««  III  t)i«*  iii^ht,  .tiiil  viirak  rarh 

litlirr   III  I'  i*»ili^, 

Ol*I}  a  ■if^iikl   -h"*!!!  aiiil  a  cii*tanl  «iMi*r  iii 


Then  Elittbeth  taid.  though  itill  with  a 

certain  rrlurCanco, 
As  if  impelled  to  reTral  a  secret  she  fain 

would  have  giianlcd  :  | 

**  I  will  no  lunp*r  cum'eal  what  is  laid  upon 

me  to  trll  thee  ; 
I  have  received  fnnii  the  LonI  a  charge  to 

love  thor,  John  Kataugh.** 

And  John  Kataugh    moiie    answer,  sur-  ; 

prised   at   the  wonU  she  had  s|m>-  i 

■en, 
"Pleasant    to    me    are  thj   converse,  thv 

wayn,  thy  meekncns  of  spirit  ; 
Pleasant  thy  fraukn«*M  of  speech,  and  thy 

s«iur«  immaculate  whiteness. 
Love  without  (lissimulation,  a  holv  and  in- 

wanl  adorning. 
But  I  have  yet  noli^ht  to  lead  me,  no  voice 

til  dirt* i't  me. 
When    the  LonrA  work    is  done,  and  the 

tuil  and  the  Ubur  «*4iinblett.*<l 
He  hath    ap|M>iutril  to  me,  i  will    gather 

into  the  j^tiliiiei^H 
Of  my  own  heart    awhile,  and  listen  and 

wait  fur  hi<i  guidance.** 

Then    KliuiU'th    «aid,  not  troubU*d  nor 

wountletl  ill  spirit, 
*  So  it  it  liest.  .Itihn  Kntaugh.     We  will  not 

speak  of  it  further. 
It  hath  U'eii  Uiil  ti|Min  me  to  tell  thee  this, 

for  tt»-Hiomiw 
lliou  art  (r«Mii^  away,  a«'rtiss  the  sea,  and 

I  know  nut 
When   1    nhall  «ee    thee  more  ;  but   if  the 

I^inl  h.ith  dei*re«*«l  it. 
Thou  wilt  rftiirn  ai»aiii  to  neck  me  here  and 

to  tiriil  luc 
And  X\ir\    r<w{>-  •■nwanl   in  lilrnre,  ami  en* 

trri'd  t}»e  tt»wu  with  the  others. 


Now  went  on  as  of  old  the 

the  homestead. 
Patient  and  unrepining  riiiafcilk 

in  all  things 
Mindful  not  of  herself,  bnl 

dens  of  others. 
Always  thoughtful  and  kind 

bled  ;  and  Hannah  IIm 
Diligent   early  and   late,  mad 

washing  and  seooriag. 
Still  as  of  old  disparaged  tSa 

its  of  •Joseph, 
And  was  at  times 

and  frothv  behavior. 
For  her  shy  looiu,  and  ber 

and  her  evil  sanntsingi^ 
Being  pressed  down  somewkalt 

with  sheaves  overladoB, 
As  she   would  sometimes  mj 

quoting  the  Script 


Efcrf 


lepiutoa  lor  wtt  w^m 


Meanwhile  John  Estaagk  dopaitoAi 

the  sea,  and  departing 
Carried  hid  in  his  heart  a 

precious. 
Killing  its  chambers   witk  fi 

seeming  to  him  in  ita  a 
Mary's  ointment  of  spike 

all  the  house  with  ita 
O  lost  days  of  delight,  that 

diMibting  ami  waiting  I 
()  lost  hours  ami  davs  in  i 

have  l«een  happy  I 
Hut  the  lii:ht  tkhone  at  last, 

wavering  ftiotsteps^ 
And  at    last  came   the 

<|ue*tioiiIea»,  eertaiB. 


Then  •John  Eatangh  eamo  hMk  olW  Ai 

sea  for  the  gilt  that  wm  oflHodL 
Better  than  hou«ir«  and  landa,  tho  gift  ef  a 

woman's  affection. 
And  on  the  Kimt-nav  that 

in  tlie  Silent  Asaembly, 
Holding  in  hi^   strong 

tn*iiiMeil  a  little, 
IVomimng  to  \w»  kind  am 

in  all  thingii. 
Such  were  the  marriage  ritoo  of 

Khiabeth  >:staagh. 
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not  otherwise  Joseph,  the  honest, 
the  diligent  servant, 
n  his  bashful  wooing  with  homely 
Hannah  the  housemaid  ; 
len  he  asked  her  the  question,  she 
answered, ''  Nay  ; "  and  then  added  : 
iiee  may  make  believe,  and  see  what 
will  come  of  it,  Joseph." 


INTERLUDE 

EA8ANT  and  a  winsome  tale,'' 
udent  said, ''  though  somewhat  pale 
liet  in  its  coloring, 
b  caught  its  tone  and  air 
;he  gray  suits  that  Quakers  wear ; 
:>rthy  of  some  German  bard, 
or  Voss,  or  Eberhard, 
ove  of  humble  themes  to  sing, 
able  verse  ;  but  no  more  true 
wsLB  the  tale  I  told  to  you.' 


f9 


beologian  made  reply, 

ith  some  warmth,  "  That  I  deny  ; 

0  invention  of  my  own, 
mething  well  and  widely  known 
ders  of  a  riper  age, 

ly  the  skilful  hand  that  wrote 
idian  tale  of  Hobomok, 
hilothea's  classic  page. 

1  it  like  a  waif  afloat, 

se  uprooted  from  its  rock, 
»  swift  tides  that  ebb  and  flow 
y  papers,  and  at  flood 
reighted  vessels  to  and  fro, 
ter,  when  the  ebb  is  low, 
a  long  waste  of  sand  and  mud." 

atters  little,"  quoth  the  Jew  ; 
cloak  of  truth  is  lined  with  lies, 
.  some  proverb  old  and  wise  ; 
ove  is  master  of  all  arts, 
iits  it  into  human  hearts 
rangest  things  to  say  and  do." 

ere  the  controversy  closed 

biy,  ere  't  was  well  begun  ; 

e  Sicilian  interposed 

"  Lordling^,  listen,  every  one 

isten  may,  unto  a  tale 

(  merrier  than  the  nightingale  ; 

that  cannot  boast,  forsooth, 

le  rag  or  shred  of  truth  ; 

oes  not  leave  the  mind  in  doubt 


As  to  the  with  it  or  without ; 
A  naked  falsehood  and  absurd 
As  mortal  ever  told  or  heard. 
Therefore  I  tell  it ;  or,  maybe. 
Simply  because  it  pleases  me." 


THE  SICILIAN'S  TALE 
THE   MONK   OP   CASAL-MAGGIORE 

Okcb  on  a  time,  some  centuries  ago. 

In  the  hot  sunshine  two  Franciscan  friars 
Wended  their  weary  way,  with  footsteps 
slow. 
Back  to  their  convent,  whose  white  walls 
and  spires 
Gleamed  on  the  hillside  like  a  patch  of 
snow  ; 
Covered  with  dust  they  were,  and  torn 
by  briers. 
And  bore  like  sumpter-mules  upon  their 

backs 
The  badge  of  poverty,  their  beggar's  sacks. 

The  first  was  Brother  Anthony,  a  spare 
And  silent  man,  with  pallid  cheeks  and 
thin. 
Much  given    to  vigils,    penance,  fasting, 
prayer. 
Solemn  and  gray,  and  worn  with  disci- 
pline. 
As  if  his  body  but  white  ashes  were. 
Heaped  on  the  living  coals  that  glowed 
within  ; 
A  simple  monk,  like  many  of  his  day. 
Whose  instinct  was  to  listen  and  obey. 

A  different  man  was  Brother  Timothy, 
Of  laiger  mould  and  of  a  coarser  paste ; 

A  rubicund  and  stalwart  monk  was  he. 
Broad  in  the  shoulders,  broader  in  the 
waist, 

Who  often  filled  the  dull  refectory 

With  noise  by  which  the  convent  was  dis- 
grraced. 

But  to  the  mass-book  gave  but  little  heed, 

By  reason  he  had  never  learned  to  read. 

Now,  as  they  passed  the  outskirts  of  a 
wood, 
They  saw,  with  mingled  pleasure  and 
surprise, 
Fast  tethered  to  a  tree  an  ass,  that  stood 
Lazily  winking  his  large,  limpid  eyes. 
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Thp  fanner  (lilbrrt,  of  that  nrighborhood, 
llii  uwDcr  waji,  whu,  louking  for  tup- 
yVwM 
Of  fsguta,  drrprr  in  thr  wood  hail  ■trmred, 
Leaving  his  bra»t  tu  puudrr  iu  the  thade. 

A»  soon  as  Hmthrr  Tiinothv  enpied 

Tlie   |iatieni   auiuial,   he   aaid :   *'(>ood« 
liuk! 
llitii  fur  uur  needB  doth  Providriice  pro- 
\idi*  ; 
We  *U  Uy  our  wallet*  on  the  creature** 
hack'* 
Thif  bfin^  dune,  be  Iruiirely  untied 

Kruin  head  aud  uvck  thr  ludter  uf   the 
jack. 
And  iiut  it  ruund  his  own,  and  to  the  tree 
Stood  tethered  fast  aji  if  the  aM  were  he. 

And,  bunitinf;  forth  into  a  merry  laugh, 
lie  i-ried  tu  Hruthrr  Anthunv  :  **Awav  ! 

Aim!  dri««*  the  aM  before  yuu  with   your 
ikUff  : 
Awl  «lirn  you   reach  the   convent  you 
iiiav  Miv 

Ytrti  left  nil-  at  a  fumi.  half  tin'd  and  half 
III  with  a  ffvrr.  fur  n  ni^ht  and  day. 

Ami  that  thi'  f:iriiifr  !•  tit  thi*i  ;i*h  to  iM'ar 

Dtir  wallet »,  that  an'  hfavy  with  giwd  fare." 


Now     Hrttther    Anthnnv,   who    knew    the* 
|>rai)k^ 
i  tf  Itrothfr  Timothy,  wmilil  not  |MT«iiAile 
Or    reajMin   with    hiin   uu    hia  f|uirkii   and 
fmnkft, 
Hut.  Iiriii^  obrdii'nt,  nilmtly  olieyed  ; 
Aiitl.  »niiliiiK  with  la«  ^laff  ihr  aui'M  tliinks, 
I>r«>^«*    him    N'furv    him    o\rr   hill   and 
l^liulf*. 
S^fr  with  hi«  iinivc-nd  to  tlir  ronvrnt  gnti*. 
I^aviii^  |HNir  itmthrr  Timothy  to  hit  fate. 

Thru  <t:lU-rt.  I-iili-n  with  fni^itii  for  hi<  tirt*. 
(or*,ii   i««.it(l   from  thr  lioiid,  and  attMid 

'I'll  %rv  !fi»-  |Mi,<iir<iim  In"I^  uf  lh«'  fri.ir 
NtJinilii.t;  wt.trr  lir  hail  li'ft  hi«  ilonkev 

Tmiii-l.r.^  i.*-  it«MN|,  .imi  darrd  iinl  ^i-nturr 
ii.;;ri«  r. 
Itut  •t^rrij.  ,\ti'l   i*:i|i«'il,  ami  criMM*tl   luiii- 

M-lf    fll    I    ix%\    - 

y**r,  lirin^  i-n  •iiilii'14  ami  of  littlr  mit. 
lie  thtitiifht  It  waB  »(iiijr   drmoii  fmiii  the 
|..t 


,  WhUe  tpeechleM  and  tewiUknd  Ik 
j  gi»?d. 

And  dropped  bit  load  of  ff  ay  t 
ground, 
I  Quoth  Brother  TimoUiy  :  *«  B«  Ml  ai 
I      That  where  you  left  a  donkev  iba 
'  found 

A  poor  Franciacmn  friar,  faAlf-alanv 
'  crazed. 

Staniiiiig    demure    and    witb    a 
bouml  ; 
Hut  let  me  free,  and  bear  tbe  pite— i 
Of  Urother  Timothy  of  CaMl-SUgg^ 

**  I  am  a  sinful  man,  aitboagb  yarn  mt 
I  wear  the  eonsiecrated  cowl  aad  a 
Yuu  never  owned  an  aaa,  bal  jroa  ' 
me, 
Changrd  and  transformed  trmm  m 
natural  nbape 
all  fur  the  deaf  11 T  hin  of  glatloay. 
From  which  I  could  noC  uliiiiai 
cajM'. 
Tlian  by  thi»  |ienance,  dielan|t  oa  gm 
And  being  worked  aud  beatca  aa  an  < 

**  Tliink  of  the  ignominT  I  eaduvd  ; 

Think  of  tlH*  miaerable  life  1  ltd. 
'Hir  toil  and  blown  to  which  I  wa«  ia 

My  «n't(  h«il  ludging  in  a  wiadt  i 
Mv  M*anty  fan*  m>  grungingly  piwrw 

fhe  dump  and  musty  straw  iJbal  1 
mv  U'tl  \ 

m 

Hut,  having  d(»ne  this  penaaee  far  bi 
My  lifr  aA  man  aud  monk  agaia  brgi 


The   simple   (lilbert,  hearing 
th«'M*, 
Wan  cotiM-iruoe-stricken, 
a|«a(*e 
I W fore  thr  fri.ir  upno  bis 
Ami  «ith  a  suppliant  rmem 

gTa*"*  : 
And  thr  ^ihnI  raunk,  now  my 


Ml 


(trantt'il  hiin  |ianlon  with  a 
NorriMilil  n-fuM*  to  In*  that  nigbl  bis 
It  liriii^  latr.and  he  in  need  of  MiL 

r|Hm  n  hilUide.  where  tlie  olivw  Ibrn 
With  tik;un.-»  paiutcd  on  ita 
walN, 
'Ilir  otittapr   ntood  ;  and  new 

Made  murmun  aa  of  fai  tM 


THE  SICILIAN'S  TALE 


277 


A  place  where  those  who  love  secluded 

liTes 
Might  live  content,  and,  free  from  noise 

and  brawls. 
Like  Claudian's  Old  Man  of  Verona  here 
Measure  by  fruits  the  slow-revolving  year. 

And,  coming  to  this  cottage  of  content, 
They  f onnd  his  children,  and  the  buxom 
wench 

His  wife.  Dame  Cicely,  and  his  father,  bent 
With  years  and  labor,  seated  on  a  bench. 

Repeating  over  some  ol»oure  event 
In  the  old  wars  of  Milanese  and  French  ; 

AH  welcomed  the  Franciscan,  with  a  sense 

Of  lacred  awe  and  humble  reverence. 

When  Gilbert  told  them  what  had  come  to 

How  beyond  question,  cavil,  or  surmise. 
Good  Brother  Timothy  had  been  their  ass, 
Yon  should  have  seen  the  wonder  in 
their  eyes  ; 
Ton  should  have  heard  them  cry  *'  Alas  t 
alas!" 
HaTe  heard  their  lamentations  and  their 
sighs  f 
Por  all  believed  the  storv,  and  began 
^0  see  a  saint  in  this  afimcted  man. 

forthwith    there  was    prepared  a  grand 
repast, 
To  satisfy  the  craving  of  the  friar 
^fter  80  rigid  and  prolonged  a  fast ; 
The  bustling  housewife  stirred  the  kitch- 
en  fire  ; 
-I^en  her  two  barn-yard  fowls,  her  best  and 
hut, 
Were  put  to  death,  at  her  express  desire, 
^imI  served  up  with  a  salad  in  a  bowl. 
And  flasks  of  country  wine  to  crown  the 
whole. 

It  woiilii  not  be  believed  should  I  repeat 
.  How  hungry  Brother  Timothy  appeared  ; 
S^  a  pleasure  but  to  see  him  eat, 
^is    white    teeth    flashing  through  his 
p.        russet  beard, 

^^  face  aglow  and  flushed  with  wine  and 
meat, 
^is  roguish  eyes  that  rolled  and  laughed 
*  and  leered  f 

^^  I  how  he  drank  the  blood-red  country 
.    ^      wine 
^  if  the  village  vintage  were  divine  f 


And  all  the  while  he  talked  without  sur- 
cease. 
And  told  his  merry  tales  with  jovial  glee 
That  never  flaggecQ  but  rather  did  in- 
crease, 
And  laughed  aloud  as  if  insane  were  he. 
And  wagged  his  red  beard,  matted  like  a 
fleece. 
And  cast  such  glances  at  Dame  Cicely 
That  Gilbert  now  grew  angry  with  his  guest^ 
And  thus  in  woras  his   rising   wraui  ex- 
pressed. 

**  Good  father,"  said  he,  **  easily  we  see 
How  needful  in  some  persons,  and  how 
right. 
Mortification  of  the  flesh  may  be. 
The   indulgence  you   have  given  it  to- 
night. 
After  long  penance,  clearly  proves  to  me 
Your  strength  against  temptation  is  but 
sUght, 
And  shows  the  dreadful  peril  you  are  in 
Of  a  relapse  into  your  deadly  sin. 

**  To-morrow  morning,  with  the  rising  sun, 
Go  back  unto  your  convent,  nor  reuain 
From  fasting  and  from  scourging,  for  you 
run 
Great  danger  to  become  an  ass  again, 
Since  monkish  flesh  and  asinine  are  one  ; 
Therefore  be  wise,  nor  longer  here  re- 
main. 
Unless  you  wish  the  scourge  should  be  ap- 
plied 
By  other  hands,  that  will  not  spare  your 
hide." 

When  this  the  monk  had  heard,  his  color 
fled 
And  then  returned,  like  Ughtning  in  the 
air. 
Till  he   was  all  one  blush   from  foot  to 
head, 
And  even  the  bald  spot  in  his  russet  hair 
Turned   from   its   usual   pallor  to  bright 
red  I 
The  old  man  was  asleep  upon  his  chair. 
Then  all  retired,  and  sank  into  the  deep 
And  helpless  imbecility  of  sleep. 

They    slept  until    the  dawn  of  day  drew 
near. 
Till  the  cock  should   have  crowed,  but 
did  not  crow. 
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Fur  the  J  had  lUin  the  ■hiniiig  chanticlrer     ,  Kin|ilunii|;  braatj  of  bardcB  for  CW  ^ 
And  eatrn  him  fur  Kiip|MT,  m  }uii  know.  '  That    Uzv    monlu  ihoaU    CftRj  m  tkat 

The  inouk  was  u|>    bfliiurt  and    of    goud  '  backs, 

cheer,  , 

And.  >u villi;  breakfasted,  made  haste  tu     Then,  to  aToid  all  ■candal  of  tkm 


As  if  he  heard  the  diittJUit  matir.  bell, 
And  had  but  little  time  iu  »av  farewell. 


And  stop  the  mouth  of  cbtU,  ht 
That    he    would    cut    tbo    tedioi 

short. 
And    sell   the  asi  with   all 

speed. 


Fresh  was    the  momiug  as   the  breath  of 

kiue  ;  Thus  savin|;  the  expenao  of  kia 

(Mors   of    herbs   fumiiiiii);led  with    the  |      And   htiardinK  something  for  a 
swr«-t  •  Deed. 

Balsamic  eilialatioiiA  of  the  pine  ;  So  he  des|iatched  him  to  thm 

A  haxr  wa*  in  the  air  pn»apii|;  heat  ;  Kair, 

I'pnise  tlie  kuii  aUivt*  thi*  Apriiiiiiir,  .  And  fn*ed  himself  from  cumbar  sai  Imi 

And  all  i\w  iiii»ty  vallr,\«  at  it»  fret  '  can*. 

Wf  re  full  uf  tlir  di'liritHiK  mjiij;  at  binU, 
Voii'eB  of  men,  and  bi-lU,  and  low  of  herd n.     It    happened     now   by    rhanrt.  aa    ■■» 

lui^ht  sav, 
All  thin  to  Hrtithvr  Timothy  was  nanj^ht  ;  Others  prrhafis  would  call  it  dartiar, 

111*  «liil  nut  i-arr  ftir  ikvuitv.  nor  lirre  (filbert  was  at  the  Kair  ;  aad  baaid  a  ■■?• 

11  iM  biib\  film  V  ftiund  the  chin);  it  sou);ht  ;  And  m*arcr  came,  and  saw   that  il  VM 

Hut   whi-n  hi*  naw  the  con\ent  walls  a|»-  ht*, 

|MMr.  And  whi«k|iered  in  his  ear,  **  Ah,  hckiiv' 

And  »nKiki-  frmn  kitihrn  fhiuineys  upwani  (iocmI  futher,  tlie  rebellioitB  flrsh^  I  m^ 

rail i; hi  II aM  fhanpnl  you  liack  into  aa  aas  MM^ 

And  mliiiUtl  uli*ft  int«>  tin-  atniiMphere,        And  all  my  admonitions  weiw  ia  «ai&* 
He    ij[iiii'kt  Hi  (1    hi.n    »\uw    fiMtl«tfp»,  like  a 

liTiuit  llie  %sn,  who  frit  this  breathiaf  ia  hil  m; 

lliat  wntv  tlie  stable  a  li>a};ue  off  at  least.         Ihd  not  turn  round  to  look,  bat  •brnkk* 


)u*ad. 

Ana  a*    hi*  rnti*r*>tl    thmu^li    the  convent  As  if  he  wrre  not  plei 

^Atr  liear. 

Ho  Mw  there  in  thr  nuirt  tin*  a-iii,  who  And  contrail  it-ted  all  that  had 

stiHMl  And  thM  ntiule  (iilbert  crv  ia  T« 

Twirling  111*    ear«  aUuit,    antl    lu-rmed    to  rlfar, 

MBit.  *' I  know  you  wrll  ;  jroar  hairiii 

Jiut    a.«    111'    found    hiin  w;&itin^    in  the  nil  ; 

w«hm1  ;  Po  nitt  ilrnv  it  ;  for  tou  are  tb«  Mm 

Ami  ti*lii  ti.«'  iVi'ir  that,  tu  alli-ii.ttr  Kranciiwan  fnar,  and  TimuChv  by 

'Ibfilatit  IttNir*  uf  tlif  brill Li-rhuiMl, 

Tlif    tiwiur.    i«  III);   a  mmi    uf   niraiu   and  Pir  a«<.  thtiu;;h  now  thr  leeret 

tlirit:.  Was    olHtiiute,    and     abouk 

lU«tiiwi-il  liiiii  nil  tltr  r(in\i  lit  a^  a  f^ift.  af^ziiii  ; 

Ciitil  a  i-niwil  wan  j^atbered 

Aiid  f  Kt  n  ii|«<n  tilt*  i'ri-'r  fur  in.iiiT  da^ «  To     hear     thi«     dialtigwc     htt\ 

\if\,.'.\rt{     tti.v    Bc-riiMi«     iiiAtti-r     111    hift  tw:iiii  ; 

11.' ml.  And  m*t'fl  their  vnicies  in  a  nmgy 

And  t^iriifil  .T  I'lrr  ii..iit\  iltfT«rrtit  «av«.  Wlit-ii  (filUTt   Irird  to  make  tbv 

ll"|'  -•;:  !l.at    %iiTi.<    \.ii*    i«-«ui*  hi-  iiii^ht  pi  nil. 

ttii'l  ,  And  lluiittil  liim  and  rooeko4  bua  aB  dif 

lint  Bt«i«rtl  lit  f»  IT  ••!  Ml.al   till-  Mi-rM  would  \*'U1Z 

•a).  With  Uu^-hti-r  and  with  Jibea 

If  he  ati-rptcd  pmriita  id  this  ktuil,  of  •^*n|^. 
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•Tother  Timothj/'  thej  cried, 
aad  feed  him  on  the  tenderest 

not  do  too  much  for  one  so 

nee  transformed  into  an  ass." 
ibert  bought  him,  and  untied 
,  and  o'er  mountain  and  mo- 

omewardy  talking  as  he  went 
.Tior  and  a  mind  content. 


I. 


saw  them  coming,  and  ad- 


rith  joj,  and  hung  about  his 

I,  but  the  ass's,  —  round  him 

green  garlands   wherewithal 
k 

irson  ;  for  again  it  chanced 
lish  feelings,  without  rein  or 

criminate  in  anj  way 
m  a  friar  of  Oiaers  Gray. 

rimothy,"  the  children  said, 
e  come  back  to  us  just  as 

kid,  and  thought  that  you  were 

Duld  never  see  you  any  more." 
y  kissed  the  white  star  on  his 

a  birth-mark  or  a  badge  he 

im  upon  the  neck  and  face, 
thousand  things  with  childish 


rd  and  forever  he  was  known 
'  Timothy,  and  led  alway 
iry,  till  he  had  g^wn 
,  being  stuffed  with  com  and 

ions.     Then  in  angry  tone, 
bmself,  poor  Gilbert  said  one 

le  kindness  is  misunderstood 
ilation  may  do  good." 

es  need  not  here  be  told  ; 
!m  was  a  habit  that  he  had 
p  his  heels  at  young  and  old, 
lis  halter,  running  off  like  mad 


O'er  pastnze-UndB  and  meadow,  wood  and 

wold. 
And  other  misdemeanors  auite  as  bad  ; 
Bat  worst  of  all  was  breaking  from  liii 

shed 
At  night,  and  ravaging  the  oabbage-bed. 

So  Brother  Timothy  went  back  oooe  move 

To  his  old  life  of  labor  and  distress  ; 
W/w   beaten    worse    than   he   had   been 
before ; 
And  now,  instead  of  comfort  and  cap 
ress, 
Came  labors  manifold  and  trials  sore ; 
And  as  his  toils  increased  his  food  grew 
less, 
Until  at  last  the  great  consoler.  Death, 
Ended  his  many  sofferings  with  his  bzeatb* 

Great  was  the  lamentation  when  lie  cUed ; 

And  mainly  that  he  died  impenitent ; 
Dame  Cicely  bewailed,  the  children  eried. 

The  old  man  still  remembered  the  event 
In  the  French  war,  and  Gilbert  magni- 
fied 

His  many  virtues,  as  he  oame  and  went, 
And  said :  ^  Heaven  pardon  BroUier  Tini' 

othy. 
And  keep  us  from  the  sin  of  gluttony." 


INTERLUDE 

«  SiGNOR  Luioi,"  said  the  Jew, 
When  the  Sicilian's  tale  was  tdd, 

**  The  were-wolf  is  a  legend  old, 
But  the  were  ass  is  something  new, 
And  yet  for  one  I  think  it  true. 
The  days  of  wonder  have-not  ceased ; 
If  there  are  beasts  in  forms  of  men. 
As  sure  it  happens  now  and  then. 
Why  may  not  man  become  a  beast* 
In  way  of  punishment  at  least  ? 

"  But  this  I  will  not  now  disenss  ; 
I  leave  the  theme,  that  we  may  thni 
Remain  within  the  realm  of  song. 
The  story  that  I  told  before, 
Though  not  acceptable  to  all. 
At  least  yon  did  not  find  too  long. 
I  beg  you,  let  me  try  asndn. 
With  something  in  a  different  vein, 
Before  von  bid  the  curtain  hXL 
Meanwhile  keep  watch  upon  the  door. 
Nor  let  the  Landlofd  leave  his  chair, 
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Lest  he  ebuuld  vaniah  into  air, 

And  eo  elude  our  M*arvk  ouce  more." 

Thui  savini;,  from  his  li|is  he  blew 
A  little  i'luud  of  |M*rfuiuv«l  breath. 
And  then,  as  if  it  were  a  clew 
To  lead  his  fuutst«ps  safeljr  through, 
Began  his  tale  as  f  uUoweth. 

THE   SPANISH   JEWS   SECOND 

TALK 

SCANDKKIIKG 

TiiK  battle  is  fought  and  won 
Bj  King  I^islaus,  the  llun. 
In  Are  uf  hell  and  death's  frost. 
On  the  dar  of  IVuttH-'oait. 
And  in  ruut  1m* fun*  liiit  |»ath 
Frum  the  field  of  battle  rvd 
I'lee  all  tliat  are  not  dead 
Of  the  arui>  of  .Viuurath. 

Ill  the  darkiies!!  uf  the  night 
Iskaiider,  the  |»riilc*  and  liua.it 
Of  that  niightv  (Hlinian  host. 
With  his  routed  Turks,  takes  flight 
From  the  batth*  fuuglit  aud  loet 
On  the  duv  of  iVulecust  ; 
l^'BVing  be- III  lid  hi  ill  tli-ad 
'l*he  arin\  uf  Aiiiiinith, 
The  \aiiguanl  a.i  it  led. 
The  n*arguanl  -as  it  ftetl, 
Miiwu  diiviu  in  tlie  IiKkmIv  swath 
Of  the  luftttle's  afternuith. 

Itut  he  caretl  nut  fur  H«M|ftodani, 
Nur  fur  HAmn  ur  Vui\o«le, 
As  un  through  the  night  he  riMle 
Ami  g;iit-d  at  thi'  falrfiil  »tarM. 
'ni4t  were  «hiiinig  uvr rhrjul  ; 
lint  iiiiitti'  hi«  itfrtl  mill  \\\%  Ataff, 
Afi«l  «niili>il  tu  hiiiiM*lf.  and  said  : 

**Tl.i«  1«  !lii-  tllllf  to  Iju^Ii  " 

III  tKf  iiiflillr  iif  tlir  flight. 
Ilk  A  halt  i*f  tilt-  hiirrvini*  flight. 
Thrrr  « .iii.f  A  ^•■riU'  uf  tl»e  King 
Wrar-.i!^  li:^  *;;;in-t  riin;. 
Ami  «A:ti  111  ,\  «iiii-r  M*\frr  : 
* '11.1^  \%  tL«-  hr*t  il^rk  lil>>t 
On  ttiv  ii.tiijc.  (irorgr  t'a^triut  f 
\\x%  *.    whv  jkfX  thiiU  hen-. 
Aiitl  tl.i*  Afiii^  i-f  Aiiuir^th  iilain. 
And  left  ou  the  Utile  |ilAiU  ?  " 


And  Iskander  auwcrwl  sad 
•«  They  lie  on  the  bloody  aod 
By  th«  hoofs  of  bonea  trod  ; 
But  thii  was  the  decfoo 
( >f  the  watchere  oTerhood  ; 
For  the  war  belongvUi  to  God^ 
And  in  battle  who  are  we. 
Who  arc  we,  that  shall  «ii 
The  wind  of  his  liftod  hud  f  " 

Then  he  bade  them  bind  wilk 
This  man  of  books  and  braioe  ; 
And  the  Scribe  said  :  **  WUt 
IlaTe  I  done,  that,  withool 
lliou  doest  to  me  this  thiBf  T 
And  Iskander  answering 
Said  unto  him  :  **  Not  one 
Misdeetl  to  me  hast  thou 
But  for  fear  that  thoo 
And  hide  thvself  from  me. 
Have  I  done  this  unto  thoo 


**  Now  write  me  a  writing,  O 
And  a  blessing  be  on  thjr  tribe  I 
A  writing  sealed  with  tbj  f%Mi^ 
To  King  Amurath*s  l^shA 
In  the  eitv  of  C'niia, 
The  vity  moateil  and  walled, 
lluit  he  surrender  the  samo 

I  In  the  name  of  niT  master,  tJM  Ki^ga 

'  For  a  hat  is  writ  in  his 
Can  never  be  recalled." 


And  the  Scribe  bowed  low  ia 
And  unto  Ukander  said  : 
**  A  Hall  ui  great  and  just. 
Hut  we  art*  as  ashes  and  dosl ; 
lluw  nlull  I  do  this  tiling. 
When  I  kiiuw  that  mv  guilt t  \ 
Will  l»e  forfeit  to  the  King  t" 


Then  iwift  as  a  shooting  star 
'Vhv  t'lirveil  and  shining  bUdo 
Of  Ukamler'ft  scimetar 
F'ruui  It*  filirath.  with  jewels  brigll^ 
Shot,  as  he  thuiulervd  :  **  Write  1  * 
Anil  the  tn*niMing  Srnbe  obeyed 
\n(l  «r«ite  in  the  fitful  glare 
Of  the  bkvuiiac  fire  apart. 
With  the  I  hill  nf  the  mulaigbt  air 
4  >n  hi«  fur*  hrail  white  and  barr. 
And  the  chill  «)f  death  in  bai 

Then  again  I«kander  erifd  : 
*'  Now  follow  » hither  i  ridew 
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1  must  not  stay. 
)  as  my  dearest  friend, 
without  end 
id  thee  on  every  side, 
bee  nifi^ht  and  day." 
Q  Scribe  replied  : 
lys  here  divide  ; 
not  thy  way." 

he  spoke 

1  seimetar  stroke, 

t  else  was  near  ; 

be  sank  to  the  ground, 

ushed  from  the  brink 

)oI,  might  sink 

nd  disappear  ; 

aw  the  deed  ; 

illness  around 

s  heard  but  the  sound 

of  Iskander's  steed, 

le  sprang  with  a  bound. 

.  he  rode  and  afar, 
three  hundred  men, 
!r  and  forest  and  fen, 
ji tains  of  Argentar  ; 
t  was  merry  within, 
ssed  the  river  Drin, 
he  gleam  of  the  mom 
)astle  Ak-Hissar, 
ia  called, 
ited  and  walled, 
ire  he  was  born,  — 
the  morning  star. 

m peters  in  the  van 
er  bugles  blew, 
ds  about  him  ran 
I  Turkoman, 
nd  together  drew, 
ed  with  his  friends, 
ley  were  warm  with  wine, 
)  friends  of  mine, 
fortune  sends, 
e  fates  design  t 
th  commands 
ber's  wide  domain, 
I  all  its  lands, 
;n  to  me  again." 

Castle  White 
■egal  state, 
I  in  at  the  gate 
ms  bedight, 
•  the  Pasha 


Who  ruled  in  Croia 
The  writing  of  the  Kin^, 
Sealed  with  his  signet  rmg. 
And  the  Pasha  bowed  his  neadf 
And  after  a  silence  said  : 
**  Allah  is  just  and  great  1 
I  yield  to  the  will  £vine, 
The  city  and  lands  are  thine  ; 
Who  shall  contend  with  fate  ?  ** 

Anon  from  the  castle  walls 

The  crescent  banner  falls, 

And  the  crowd  beholds  instead. 

Like  a  portent  in  the  sky, 

Iskander'i  banner  fly. 

The  Black  Eagle  with  double  head  ; 

And  a  shout  ascends  on  high. 

For  men's  souls  are  tired  of  the  Turks, 

And  their  wicked  ways  and  works. 

That  have  made  of  Ak-Hissar 

A  city  of  the  plague  ; 

And  the  loud,  exultant  cry 

That  echoes  wide  and  far 

Is  :  **  Long  live  Scanderbeg  1  '* 

It  was  thus  Iskander  came 

Once  more  unto  his  own  ; 

And  the  tidings,  like  the  flame 

Of  a  conflagration  blown 

B^  the  winds  of  summer,  ran, 

Till  the  land  was  in  a  blaze. 

And  the  cities  far  and  near, 

Sayeth  Ben  Joshua  Ben  Meir, 

In  his  Book  of  the  Words  of  the  Days, 

'*  Were  taken  as  a  man 

Would  take  the  tip  of  his  ear." 
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**  Now  that  is  after  my  own  heart,** 
The  Poet  cried  ;  "  one  understands 
Your  swarthy  hero  Scanderbeg, 
Gauntlet  on  hand  and  boot  on  leg. 
And  skilled  in  every  warlike  art, 
Riding  through  his  Albanian  lands. 
And  following  the  auspicious  star 
That  shone  for  him  o'er  Ak-Hissar." 

The  Theologian  added  here 

His  word  of  praise  not  less  sincere. 

Although  he  ended  with  a  jibe  ; 

**  The  hero  of  romance  and  song 

Was  born,"  he  said,  "  to  right  the  wrong ; 

And  I  approve  ;  but  all  the  same 
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TliAt  bit  of  trt*AMUi  with  the  Scribe 
Addi  Dothiug  to  jour  bvro'i  fMue. 


It 


The  Studrnt  pnuxrd  the  Rood  old  times, 
AimI  liked  the  raiit«r  of  the  rhvnieii, 
That  hati  a  hottflieat  iu  their  louud  ; 
Hut  loiip*d  Miiue  further  word  to  hear 
Of  the  old  ehrouieler  lien  Meir, 
And  where  his  volume  mi^^ht  be  fouud. 

The  tall  Musirian  walked  the  room 
With  foldi*d  artiui  aud  );leuniiu[;  evea. 
As  if  he  saw  the  Vikiu^  riM% 
Gipuitio  iihjiiluwM  iu  the  i^Kmuii  ; 
Ami  mui'h  he  talkfd  nf  their  euipruie 
Aud  nieteiif^  ««'eu  iu  Northmi  ftkieii. 
Ami  lleiiuilal't  horu,  aud  day  of  doom. 
But  tin*  Niciltaii  Uuf'lH'tl  af^in  ; 
**  Thi!!  i.4  the  tiiue  tn  l»u);h,'*  he  said. 
For  thf  hIhiIi'  ntorv  hv  %ii-ll  kuew 
Was  an  in%i*ntiiiii  of  the  Jew, 
S|»uu  fnnu  thi'  eobwelia  iu  bin  brain, 
Aud  of  till*  Kinie  brij^ht  M'arlet  thread 
As  waa  the   Tale  of  Kaiubalu. 

Only  thf  I^mllitnl  »p:ftke  no  wiml  ; 
^r  w;i^  lb  Mi  lit  fill  «lM-rber  he  had  heard 
Fht'  talr  at  all.  mi  full  «tf  ran* 
Wa.^  he  I  if  hi«  ini|N*n«liiii:  fate, 
'llkMt.  likt'  thf  ikwiipl  iif  1  >auio(-b'!i, 
AUiTe  lii«  hi-ad  Iniii^  blank  and  bore, 
Su«|irn<lt'd  by  h  ^ill);ll•  tuiir, 
N>  that  hf  eiMibl  Unt  hit  at  eaiie, 
liut  ni^hrd  ami  li Hiked  «Ii«i'iituiulate, 
Ami  vliifti  d  n-otb-'Uk  ill  hM  ehair, 
KrviiU  ini;  liiiH  he  iiii^lit  eva<lr 
l*bt'  liiiiw  «if  fill-  deM'«-ntlin|;  blAiIe. 

Tlie  Stiiib-tit  raiuc  t«i  his  relief 

Ht  fta\iiii:  ui  bit  ea^v  wav 

To  thf  MiMirian  :  "  Calut  T«iur  fpief, 

Mv  fair  AiMtllii  iif  thf-  North. 

a      " 

lialilrr  ill*    lii'aiitiful  and  so  furth  ; 
AltliiMi^'ii  \iiur  iiia^ii'  \\r^  or  lute 
With  l<riik«  ti  «triii^^  It  \\\ti)Z  tiiiitr, 
Still  y*ii  I  an  !•  11  infill-  diili'tiil  tale 
iH  *hi|»«ri  «-k  in  a  nndiiit^lit  i^le. 
Clr  Miiiii  thin;;  nf  t}ir  kiinl  In  ikiiit 
llir  iimmmI  ih.it  M«-  At*    111  t'>-iu^bt 
Ki>r  what  i«  uiAr\>  iiow«  aii«|  kiraiip*  ; 
N*  Jfi»e  yimr  tun. Mr  faiirt   rau;jr. 
Ami  we  liul  fiill'jvi  ill  it«  flight. " 

Hat  th«*  MuAiiian  thiaik  liu  brad  ; 
"  Nu  taJr  I  trll  t«>-i«i|;hl/'  he  laid. 


*'  While  mj  pour  i 

Oen  as  a  child  with  Yscaat  ■tan 

Lies  in  its  little  coflin  dead.** 


Yet,  being  urged,  be  Mid  si  lail 
**  There  coiues  to  me  oat  of  Um 
A  Toice,  whose  t<iues  are  swoci 
Singing  a  song  almost  diTUw* 
And  with  a  ti-ar  in  every  line  ; 
An  ancient  ballad,  that  mj 
Sang  to  uie  when  1  was  a  child. 
In  ai-centa  temler  as  the  venc  ; 
And  sometimes  wept,  and 
While  niuging  it,  to  sm 
The  look  of  wonder  in  mj  erea. 
And  feel  my  heart  with  terror 
Thiii  HI m pie  ballad  1  retain 
Clearly  impriuteil  on  my  braia* 
And  an  a  talc  will  now 
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THE  Ml'SICIAN'S  TALE 
IIIK  MOTHEK'b  GHOST 

Svv.su  Dykino  he  ridrth  adova  the  gUi 

/  m^tel/  teat  ytuny  ! 
There  be  luith  wooed    him  to 
maid  ; 

^uir  K-un/j  gladdtn  90 


Together  were  thev  f or  SC 
And  ti»gi*thrr  children  mi  were 


Then  eanie  Ibnth  abroad  thiuagh  tW  ha 
And  bli};lited  the  bt*autifal  lily-i 


I 


Svrml  iKring  he  rideth  adowa  tW 
And  agniu  hath  he  woued  bia 


He    liuth  wiMN-d  him  a  maid 

h>»iue  a  bride. 
Hut  Mhe  waA  bitter  and  fuU  of 

When  iibe  rauii-  driving  into 
There  KtiHHl    the  sis  ehildrc« 
lianl. 


Tlierp  HttMiil  the  snwil  ebildiwa  vilk 

fill  bfart  : 
Kmui  lirforv  hi*r  feet  she  tb 


.^hr  g»v«<  !■•  t}.riii  neither  ale 
*'  Ye    nhall   kiifler    hunger 
•aul. 
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om  them  their  quiltB  of  Uoey 
^  Te  shall  lie  on  the  straw  we 


9t 


r. 


om  them  the  great  wazlight : 
hall  lie  in  the  dark  at  night.'' 

ing  late  the  j  cried  with  cold ; 
*  heard  it  under  the  moold. 

.  heard  it  the  earth  helow  : 
tie  children  I  must  go." 

h  before  the  Lord  of  all : 
I  go  to  mj  children  small  ?  " 

.  him  so  long,  and  would  not 

h 

de  her  depart  in  peace. 

row  thou  shalt  return  again ; 
1  shalt  not  there  remain  1 " 

op  her  sorrowful  bones, 

I    the   walls   and   the  marble 

the  yillaee  she  flitted  bj, 
dogs  howled  aloud  to  Uie  sky. 

same  to  the  castle  gate, 

I  her  eldest  daughter  in  wait. 

idest  thou  here,  dear  daughter 

it  with  brothers  and  sisters 
J?" 

thou  mother  of  mine, 
ther  was  both  fair  and  fine. 

er  was    white,  with   cheeks  of 

*t  pale,  and  like  to  the  dead." 

lid  I  be  fair  and  fine  ? 

I  dead  ;  pale  cheeks  are  mine. 

dd  I  be  white  and  red, 
long  have  I  been  dead  ?  ** 

»une  in  at  the  chamber  door, 
d  the  small  children   weeping 


One  she  braided,  another  she  brushed, 
The  third  she  lifted,  the  fourth  she  hushed. 

The  fifth  she  toc^  on  her  li^  and  pressed^ 
As  if  she  would  snekle  it  at  her  breast. 

Then  to  her  eldest  daniditer  said  she, 
M  Do  thou  bid  Svend  I>7zing  oome  hitlief 
tome.** 

Into  the  chamber  when  he  oame 
She  spake  to  him  in  anger  and  shame. 

**  Heft  behind  me  both  ale  and  bread ; 
My  children  hunger  and  are  not  fed. 

**  1  left  behind  me  quilts  of  blue  ; 
My  children  lie  on  the  straw  ye  strew. 

**  1  left  behind  me  the  mat  wazlight ; 
My  children  lie  in  the  dark  at  ni^^ 

**  If  I  come  again  unto  your  hall, 
As  cruel  a  fate  shall  yon  befsll  I 

**  Now  crows  the  ooek  with  feaihen  red ; 
Back  to  the  earth  must  all  the  dead. 

**  Now  crows  the  ooek  with  feathers  swart ; 
The  gates  of  heaven  fly  wide  iqwrt. 

**  Now  crows  the  ooek  with  feathers  white  ; 
I  can  abide  no  longer  to-night." 

Wheneyer  they  heard  the  watoh-doffs  waQ» 
They  gaye  the  children  bread  and  iSe. 

Whenerer  they  heard  the  watch-dogs  bay. 
They  feared  lest  the  dead  were  on  thw 
way. 

Wheneyer  they  heard  the  wateh-dogt  back, 

/  mytet/woM  paung  I 
They  feared  the  dead  out  there  in  the 
dark. 

Fair  words  gladden  $o  many  a  heart 
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Touched  by  the  pathos  of  these  rhymes. 
The  Theologian  said :  "<  All  praise 
Be  to  the  btdladsof  (^  times 
1  And  to  the  bards  of  simple  ways, 
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Who  waIIcihI  with  Nature  hj&nd  id  hftnd, 
WbuM  country  waji  tbrir  Holy  l^and, 
Whuiie  liui^inK  mlirs  wen*  homriipun  brown 
Fruiu  looini  of  tlirir  own  naliTe  town, 
Wbitfh  thry  wrre  not  asbauied  to  weafi 
And  not  of  tilk  or  wndal  fpiy. 
Nor  dc'cki'd  with  fanciful  arrav 
Of  cocklc-hbf  lU  from  Oulrr-Mer.'* 

To  whom  the  Stuilcnt  an^wrreil  ;  ■*  Yea  ; 

All  praiar  and  hunur  !     I  ronfei^!! 

That  bread   and   ale,  hoino-liaked,   home* 

brt*wt*<i. 
Are  wholeitunii*  and  nntritiouii  fiKNi, 
Rut  not  (*noii}»h  fur  all  our  iireiU  ; 
p4irLi  —  th«*  lM*!it  of  them  —  arv  birtls 
Of  iMUiHaf^  ;  wherv  thrir  inatiDct  leads 
Thry  raii^e  abruail  for  thouf^hts  and  wonls. 
And  fn»iu  all  cliines  brin^  homr  the  seed* 
That  i^Tminate  in  Howers  or  wrrda. 
Thev  are  not  fiiwl»  in  bamvanltt  bom 
To  cac'klr  «i*cr  a  i^niin  of  eom  ; 
And,  if  \i>ii  »hut  the  horizon  down 
To  thf  Aiiiall  limits  tif  their  town. 
What  do  \  I  111  do  hut  «li'i:r»d«-  \our  lard 
Till  hr  at  laj«t  Ui'itinfH  ii.«  one 
Who  thinks  thi<  iin-4-nriri-lin);  Aun 
Ritt*^  and  m-Ih  in  bin  hack  vanl  ?  " 

« 

Thr  Tlit'oht^iAn  ^Aiil  nj^iii  : 
**  It  m:i\  \tr  «•*  :  \i-t  1  maintain 
Tliat  what  i«  native  «till  t%  U'Kt, 
And  litth*  ran*  1  for  tht*  re%t. 
T  in  a  liiiic  ttnr)  :  tiiiif  wiiuld  fail 
To  t^'ll  It.  ami  thf  hi»ur  i«  lati*  ; 
Wr  will  imt  wA^tr  it  in  d«*liat*\ 
Hut  li«ti-ii  tif  iHir  l.audlunr»  tuK'." 

And  thii«  thr  «wiiril  i>f  naiiiiM-l«*!i 
Ih-M't'iiilin^  imt  hv  ^low  di'^ri-f*. 
Hut  «iiiliii-iil\.  itu  thr  l^iiilloril  fi'll, 
Whu  hlii^hiiii;.  ami  mth  mui-li  drmiir 
Aiiil  ti  iii\  \.iiu  a|Miliit*ir«, 
llni  kiri;;  up  lif.irt.  U-i^m  tn  till 
Tli»*  Klmiit  i.f  iiitr  >ir  ('hri«to|iher. 


I  :!!      1    W;.!  .»KI)*'-    TAl  I 


:i\} 


:\;  y\    I  I 


mk:-  :<>rni  k 


It  «A«  >ir  <  lir.*!i>|.!.i  r  ( i.iriliiii-r. 
Ku;i:lit  if   thf  l|i.l\   s«|,„l.),rr. 
Friiiu  M«rr>  f^n^laiiil  *'\t  r  thr  ^fa, 
ll  h«i  ttfj-iM  il  u|«in  thkt  i-<intifirnt 


At  if  hit  augnat  preacnec  leaft 
A  glory  to  the  eolooy. 


You  aboald  havo  aecn 
Of  the  little  lioaton  of  Wiatkraf '• 
Ilia  rapier  dangling  at  hia  feat. 
Doublet  and  hone  iumI  booCa  eoMlaii^ 
Prince  Rupert  hat  witk  caUitkmmm^ 
( I  lores  that  eihaled  a  faint  fmtmm^ 
Luiuhant  curia  and  air  aobluBa. 
And  superior  manncra  bow  obMJUla  I 


lie  had  a  way  of  saying  tluagi 
That  made  one  think  oT  coorta 
And  lords  and  ladies  of  high 
So  that  not  having  been  at 
Seemed  something  Tery  littW 
Of  tri'ason  or  les«*- majesty. 
Such  an  aecoiupluibed  knight 


His  dwelling  was  just  beyood  the 
At  what  he  called  hia  countiy 
For,  cart-li'sa  of  Fortune** 
And   weary  grown  of   tha 

wa\!«. 
lie  winliecl  to  |»aBs  tbe  rest  of 
III  a  private  life  and  a  calm 


h»^B 


Hut  a  d«.uMe  life  was  tbe  Ufa  ht  M. 
And,  while  profoMting  to  be  ia 
Of  a  pMily  counte,  and  williaga  ba 
Nay,  aniifins  in  join  the  Ptarilaa 
Mr  madr  of  all  tint  but  small 
And  lax-Mil  Wis  iiUr  hours  ii 
With  ritxtttfrin^  Mortem  €>f  MaffTj 
'Iliat  |M'ttifi*);}»fr  from  FafWTml*!  lai^ 
I^mi  (»f  misrule  and  riot  and  nm, 
Wht>  l«Hikfd  on  the  wine  when  k  Ml 


mfiMlifAi 


Thi^  I'liiintrv-M'at  was  littW 

m 

Than  a  rahin  of  logs  ;  but 
d'Mir 
!  A  moilr^t  thiwrr-lN-d  tbirklT 
I  With  Nweet  aUMum  and 
Mailr  thoM*  who  naw  it  at 
'lljr   tniifh  of   Mime   other 
rn. 


di 


111 


And  tir^t  it  wan  whuprrrd. 

known, 
'Hiat  hf  in  M-rrrt  wai 
A  htth'  lady  niith  i^Ulea 
Whtiui  III*  fBlli*d  ois 

bail  wrd 
In  thr  lialmn  manner,  as 
Ami  grrat  waa  tbe  ■^^■^*' 
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one  than  this  was  the  vague  sor- 

mise, 

1  none  could  vouch  for  it  or  aver, 

le  Knight  of  the  Holy  Sepulchre 

ilj  a  Papist  in  disg^uise  ; 

le  more  to  imhitter  their  hitter  lives, 

e  more  to  trouhle  the  public  mind, 

etters  from  England,  from  two  other 

wives, 

he  had  carelessly  left  behind  ; 

P  them  letters  of  such  a  kind 

le  the  governor  hold  his  breath  ; 

e  imploring  him  straight  to  send 

sband  home,  that  he  might  amend ; 

ler  asking  his  instant  death, 

only  way  to  make  an  end. 

try  governor  deemed  it  right, 
ill  this  wickedness  was  revealed, 
1  his  warrant  signed  and  sealed, 
ke  the  body  of  the  knight, 
with  this  miehty  instrument, 
irshal,  mounting  his  gallant  steed, 
brth  from  town  at  the  top  of  his 
speed, 

llowed  by  all  his  bailiffs  bold, 
a.  high  achievement  bent, 
m  some  castle  or  stronghold, 
ige  the  warders  on  the  wall, 
Lze  in  his  ancestral  hall 
er-baron  grim  and  old. 

len  through  all  the  dust  and  heat 
le  to  Sir  Christopher's  country-seat, 
ght  he  found,  nor  warder  there, 
)  little  lady  with  golden  hair, 
as  gathering  in  the  bric^ht  sunshine 
eet  alyssum  and  columbine  ; 
gallant  Sir  Christopher,  all  so  gay, 
orewamed,  through  the  postern  gate 
castle  wall  had  tripped  away, 
IS  keeping  a  little  holiday 
forests,  that  bounded  his  estate. 

s  a  trusty  squire  and  true 
irshal  searched  the  castle  through, 
editing  what  the  lady  said  ; 
Bd  from  cellar  to  garret  in  vain, 
nding  no  knight,  came  out  again 
rested  the  golden  damsel  instead, 
•re  her  in  triumph  into  the  town, 
from  her  eyes  the  tears  rolled  down 
sweet  alyssum  and  columbine, 
ihe   held  in  her  fingers  white  and 
finei 


The  governor's  heart  was  moved  to  see 

So  fair  a  creature  caught  within 

The  snares  of  Satan  and  of  sin. 

And  he  read  her  a  little  homily 

On  the  folly  and  wickedness  of  the  lives 

Of  women  half  cousins  and  half  wives  ; 

But,  seeing  that  naught  his  Words  availed. 

He  sent  her  away  in  a  ship  that  sailed 

For  MerzT  England  over  the  sea. 

To  the  other  two  wives  in  the  old  oountree, 

To  search  her  further,  since  he  had  failed 

To  come  at  the  heart  of  the  mystery. 

Meanwhile  Sir  Christopher  wandered  away 
Through  pathless  woods  for  a  month  and  a 

Shooting  pigeons,  and  sleeping  at  night 
With  the  noble  savage,  who  took  delight 
In  his  feathered  hat  and  his  velvet  vest, 
His  gun  and  his  rapier  and  the  rest. 
But  as  soon  as  the  noble  savage  heard 
That  a  bounty  was  offered  for  this  say  bird. 
He  wanted  to  slay  him  out  of  hand. 
And  bring  in  his  beautiful  scalp  for  a  show. 
Like  the  glossy  head  of  a  kite  or  crow. 
Until  he  was  made  to  understand 
They  wanted  the  bird  alive,  not  dead  ; 
Then  he  followed  him  whithersoever  he  fled. 
Through  forest  and  field,  and  hunted  him 

down. 
And  brought  him  prisoner  into  the  town. 

Alas  I  it  was  a  rueful  sight. 

To  see  this  melancholy  knight 

In  such  a  dismal  and  hapless  case  ; 

His  hat  deformed  by  stam  and  dent. 

His  plumage  broken,  his  doublet  rent, 

His  beard  and  flowing  locks  forlorn. 

Matted,  dishevelled,  and  unshorn. 

His  boots  with  dust  and  mire  besprent ; 

But  dignified  in  his  disg^race. 

And  wearing  an  uublushing  face. 

And  thus  before  the  magistrate 

He  stood  to  hear  the  doom  of  fate. 

In  vain  he  strove  with  wonted  ease 

To  modif  V  and  extenuate 

His  evil  deeds  in  church  and  state. 

For  gone  was  now  his  power  to  please  ; 

And  his  pompous  words  had  no  more  weight 

Than  feathers  flying  in  the  breeze. 

With  suavity  equal  to  his  own 
The  governor  lent  a  patient  ear 
To  the  speech  evasive  and  high-flown. 
In  which  he  endeavored  to  make  clear 


TALES  OF  A   WAYSIDE  INN 


nU  colonial  laws  were  too  MTcre 
'ben  applied  to  a  gallant  cafmlier, 
.  gentleman  bom,  and  to  well  known, 
ind  aocnatomed  to  move  in  a  bigber  tpbere. 

ill  tbb  tbe  Puritan  goTemor  beard, 
Kad  deigned  in  answer  never  a  word  ; 
But  in  lummary  manner  tbipped  away, 
In  a  YesMl  tbat  »ailed  from  Salem  Bay, 
Tbit  splendid  ami  famous  cavalier, 
Witb  bis  Rupert  bat  and  bis  popery. 
To  Merry  Kngland  over  tbe  sea. 
At  being  unmeet  to  inbabil  bere. 

Tbus  endetb   tbe   Kbyme  of  Sir  Cbristo- 

pbcr, 
Knigbt  of  the  Holy  Sepulcbre. 
Tbe  first  wbo  furnished  this  barren  land 
With  apples  of  Sodom  and  ropes  of  sancL 


FINALE 

Tiicar  are  thr  tales  thiise  merry  gneati 
Told  to  each  otbrr,  wrll  or  ill  ; 
Like  summer  birds  that  lift  their  crests 
Above  the  burrirm  of  their  nests 
And  twittrr,  and  again  are  still. 

These  are  the  tale^,  or  new  or  old. 
In  idle  m<itueiii«  iilU  told  ; 
flowrr*  of  the  field  with  petals  thin, 
Lalien  that  neither  ttiil  nor  spin. 
And  tuft*  of  wavside  weeds  and  gorss 
Hung  in  the  parlor  of  tbe  inn 
Beneath  the  sign  of  the  Ked  Horse. 

And  Btill,  rrlurtant  to  retire, 

Tbe  f  riemU  sat  talking  by  the  fire 

And    watched    the    smouldering    embers 

Imru 
To  ashe«,  aiid  Hash  ap  again 
Into  a  momentary  glow, 
lingering  like  them  when  forced  to  go, 
And  g«*ing  when  they  would  renuun  ; 
For  on  the  momiw  they  must  turn 
Their  fares  bouieward,'and  the  pais 


Of  parting  tonehsd  with  its 
A  tender  nerrs  in  eesiy 

Bat  sleep  at  last  tbe  victory     _ 
They  must  be  stirring  with  tks 
And  drowsilv  good  night  Ihsj  s 
And  went  still  gossiping  to  bsd. 
And  left  the  parlor  wfsupsd  m 
Tbe  only  live  thing  in  tbs  iwnb 
Was  the  old  cloek,  that  in  its  |M 
Kept  time  with  the  revolvia*  mknm 
And  constelUtions  in  tlieir  IbgMv 
And  struck  with  its  nplifisd  mmm 
The  dark,  unconscious  boars  of  aigki. 
To  senseless  and  onlisteaiaf 

Uprose  tbe  sun  ;  and  every 
Uprisen,  was  soon  eonipMl 


For  joameving  home  aad  ciljMntfi ; 


The  old  stage-coach  was  al 
With  horses  harnessed,  loof  bsfws 
Tbe  sunshine  reached  the  withsfoi  svi 
Beneath  the  oaks,  whose 
Murmured  :  **  Farewell  f« 


**  Farewell !  *'  the  portly 
**  Farewell  I  '*  tbe  parting 
But  little  thought  that  Dei 
Their  feet  would  pass  that 
That  nevermore  tocether  t 
Would  they  assemble,  fioo 
To  hear  the  oaks*  mysle: 
And  breathe  the  whoUsoms 


Where  are  they  now  t  What  kais  • 
I^nt  pictures  in  their  frioadljr  syv 
What  hope  deludes,  what  pfoaks 
What  pleasant  voiees  fill  tkir  out 
Two  are  bevond  the  salt  son  w»«o 
And  three  alreadv  in  their  gffmesi 
iVrrhance  tbe  livmg  still  any  loo 
Into  tbe  |iages  of  this 


An<l  see  the  days  of  loog  om 
Floating  and  Meeting  to  aoo  h% 


As  in  the  well-i 

They  saw  the  inverted 

Awl  their  own  faces  like  a  4am 

Look  up  upoo  them 
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in  tbia  dlTldon 

S. 


pobUdMdiuidCTtlwtilte  J^loiMT-df-^MOiiBlSSr.    TiMtlttopotmwatwfttiM 


LOWER-DE-LUCE 

L  lily,  dwelling  by  still  riven, 

itary  mere, 

the  sluggish  meadow-brook  de- 

rs 

^rs  to  the  weir  1 

best  at  the  mill,  the  whir  and 

ndle  and  of  loom, 

l^reat  wheel  that  toils  amid  the 

fy 

ushing  of  the  flume. 

le  purple,  bom  to  joy  and  pleas- 

dost  not  toil  nor  spin, 

t  glad  and  radiant  with  thy  pres- 

leadow  and  the  lin. 

blows,  and  uplifts  thy  drooping 

ner, 

ound  thee  throng  and  run 

3S,  the    green    yeomen    of   thy 

lor, 

utlaws  of  the  sun. 

shed  dragon-fly  is  thy  attend- 

ilts  against  the  field, 

I  the  listed  sunbeam  rides  re- 

$ndent 

steel-blue  mail  and  shield. 

he  Iris,  fair  among  the  fairest, 

armed  with  golden  rod 

red    with    the    celestial    asure, 

rest 

lessage  of  some  God. 

he  Muse,  who  far  from  crowded 

ss 

test  the  syWan  streams, 

a  pipes  of  reed  the  artless  dit- 

come  to  us  as  dreams. 


O  flower^Mnoe,  bloom  on,  and  let  this 
liyer 
linger  to  kiss  thy  feet  1 
O  flower  of  song,  bloom  on,  and  make  loi^ 
ever 
The  world  more  fair  and  sweet. 


PALINGENESIS 

In  fttottw  duttdllanhao,  1860,  Mr.  LoagfaDoir  ■qft: 
**  Wot  my  own  part,  I  am  dallghUid  to  boar  tha  birda 
aaain.  mtam  alwaja  fominda  ma  of  tha  PuUmgmu($f 
or  ra-enatloa,  of  tha  old  alehamiaU^  wlfto  baliavad  tlMil 
f onn  la  faidaatraetiUa  and  that  oat  of  tha  aahaa  of  m 


roaa  tha  roaa  itaall  ooold  ba  laoooatroetad,— if  thav 

ir  tha  mat  aaerat  of  Katora.    It  m 

dona  araiy  qirinff  banMth  oar  windoara  and  bef ora  < 


ooold  only  diaoorar  tha 


nrintad  in  tha  ^tfowMo  for  Jolj, 
to  liava  baan  writtan,  or  at  taj  nfta  ro* 


«raa;  and  la  alwaja  ao wonderful  and  ao  baauUfull'* 

nia  poam,  wbldi  waa  printad 

1864|  i^paara  to  bava  baan  w 
TiMd,  foit  bafora  pablloatioB. 

I  LAY  upon  the  headland-height,  and  lis- 
tened 
To  the  inoessant  sobbing  of  the  sea 

In  oaTems  under  me, 
And  watched  the  wayes,  that  tossed  and 

fled  and  glistened. 
Until  the  rolling  meadows  of  amethyst 
Melted  away  in  mist. 

Then   snddenly,    as   one   from    sleep,    I 

started ; 
For  round  about  me  all  the  sunny  oapes 

Seemed  peopled  with  the  shapes 
Of   those  whom  I  had    known   in   days 

departed. 
Apparelled  in  the  loTeliness  which  gleams 
On  faces  seen  in  dreams. 

A  moment  only,  and  the  light  and  glory 
Faded  away,  and  the  disconsolate  raore 

Stood  lonely  as  before  ; 
And  the  wild-roses  of  the  promontory 
Around  me    shuddered  in  the  wind,  and 
shed 

Their  petals  of  pale  red. 


There  was  an  old  belief  that  in  the  embers 
Of  all  things  their  primordial  form  exists. 
And  cunning  alchemists 
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Could  rr-i*n*at«  tbr  ruM  with  mil  iU  mcm- 

hvn 
Froin  iU  uwn  ashes,  but  without  the  bloom, 
Without  the  lust  |wrfuiue. 

Ah  me  f  what  womlcr-working,  occult  sci- 

riice 
Can   from   the  ashes  in  our  hearts  once 
mure 
The  rttse  of  vouth  restore  ? 
What  craft  uf  ali-lieiuv  cau  bid  defiance 
To  time  and  vhaup*,  and  fur  a  single  hour 
Krurw  this  |ihautoui-tluwcr  ? 

"Oh,  give   nie  Uok/*  1  cried,  **  the  van-  ' 
ishrd  »|»li*iuiuni,  I 

The  breath  uf  inoni,  and  the  eiultant  strife, 

Whrn  thi*  swift  utreaui  of  life 
Bounds  uVr   its   ruckv  chaum'l,  and   sur- 

rvndon 
The  tMiii«i,  with  all  its  lilies,  fur  the  leap 
lutu  the  uuknuwn  deep  I  " 


To  what  temptations  id  loo* 
What  famine  of  the  hanrt, 
loss. 
The  bearing  €>f  what 


whni 
! 


I  do  not  know  ;  nor  will  I  vnialj 
Those  pngvs  of  the  mystic  hook 

The  st<M-Y  still  untold. 
But  without  rash  coniectniw  or 
Turn  its  last  leaves  m  lotofoi 
heed, 

UntU  '''Tbe  End  '*  I  mmL 


THE  HRIDGE  OF  CLOUD 


ti 


And  thi*  M*a  aii««»iTt>il,  with  a  lanientatiun. 
Like    »i»iiir   ulil    |in«|iliet    wailing,   and    it 
Miiil, 
"  Alan  !  thv  voiith  in  dead  ! 
It  brratlir«  mi  iinin*.  it»  lu^art  has  no  pulsa- 

ti(»ii  ; 
In  the  dark  plscea  with  thr  dead  uf  old 
It  lies  fuH'vrr  «'iiUl  !  " 

Then  said  L  *'  Kmni  its  consecrated  cere- 

iiinitA 
I  will  lint  «ini|;  thin  !Uim'«l  diiftt  again, 

( >iily  t<i  givr  iiir  iMiiii  ; 
Hut,  fttiil  r>*  lilt' 111  be  ring  all  thr  lt«t  endear- 

inriits. 
Go  on    iiiv   wav,    like   cHie   wlio  biuks   be- 
ffin-. 
And  turn*  t«»  werp  ni»  iiiorr.' 


fi 


Ihlo  what  Uiid  of  harvrsts  what  planta- 

tiiih^ 
Itnght  with  atitiiiiiiml  fnlmi^  and  the  gli»w 

I  tf  *iiimf't4  liiirfiiii^  1mm    ; 
li«-iifa!h    wli^t    iDitlni^lit  skirl,   «klw«e  run- 

«trll4ti<in« 
Li^t.t  My  lilt-  kp.ii  u-'ih  arriiiir«  U'twc^u 
lli.«  viiiriii  uitil  titf  iiii««-fii  f 

Alimi  what  fr:f-!iill\  ;^rrf*iii^«  .iiiil  «*an'A»r«, 
\\  hat  h«  ill  V  hull  U,  tliuii^li  111  it  «lu*ii,  \et  but 
ln:iir. 
What  tfuncrs  uf  rest  di\iue  ; 


BvRX,  O  evening  hearth,  mad 
Pleasant  visions,  as  of  oU  I 

Though  the  house  bj  winds  bo 
Safe  1  keep  this  room  of  gold  I 


Ah,  no  lunger  wiiard  Faoej 
Builds  her  castles  in  tbo  nir» 

Luring  lue  bj  necrumancj 
Up  the  nevern^nding  stair  I 


But,  instead,  she  builds 
Over  nianv  a  dark  rarine. 

Where  beneath  the  gustv  ridgot 
Uataraets  dash  and  ro 


And  I  cross  them,  little 
Bla^t  (if  wind  or  torrent's 

As  I  folUiw  the  receding 
Foutjit«*|i«  that  have 


Naught  avaibi  the  imploring 
Nau^tit  avails  the  err  of 

Whfu  1  touch  the  Mving  ti 
'T  is  the  grav  rube  c7  the 


lialHcHl  I  n*tum.  and,  leaning 
( >Vr  till*  |iara|iets  of  elood. 

Watrh  the  luiiit  that  intr 
Wrapii  the  vallev  in  its 


And  thr  stniniU  of  life 

Kaiiitly,  vaguely,  meet  the  onr. 
Munniir  of  In-IIs  and  vuiees 

With  the  niwh  of  waters 


Wrll  1  kmiw  whnt  there  lies 
KviTv  towrr  and  town  ami 

Ami  again  tlir  lami  forbidden 
Keassuuies  its  « 


.^ 
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7  the  secret  places, 
ests  in  hedge  and  tree  ; 
•rs  are  friendly  faces, 
earts  are  thoughts  of  me. 

)  mist  and  darkness  sinking, 
wind  and  beaten  by  shower, 
^  the  thought  I  'm  thinking, 
>ss  this  Alpine  flower. 


HAWTHORNE 

Mat  23,  18G4 

:haX  of  the  burial  of  Hawthorne.    The 

en  Juat  a  month  later.    Mr.  Longfellow 

elda :    '^  I  tend  you  a  poem,  premising 

seen  Holmee'a  article  in  the  AUaniie. 

not  been  tinging  and  eaying  the  aame 

only  tried  to  deacribe  the  state  of  mind 

;  day.    Did  you  not  feel  so  Ukewiae  ?  ** 

py  of  the  lines  at  the  same  time  to  Mrs. 

wrote :     *'  I  feel  how  imperfect  and 

are ;  but  I  trust  you  will  pardon  their 

the  love  I  bear  his  memory." 

ful  it  was,  that  one  bright  day 

g  week  of  rain  ! 

its  splendor  could  not  chase 

present  pain. 

town   was  white   with  apple- 
is, 

^reat  elms  o'erhead 
^s  wove  on  their  aerial  looms 
igh  with  gulden  thread. 

meadows,   by   the    gray  old 

e, 

ric  river  flowed  : 

)  who  wanders  in  a  trance, 

>us  of  his  road. 

of     familiar    friends    seemed 

ge  ; 

:es  I  could  hear, 
words  they  uttered  seemed  to 

ining  to  my  ear. 

e   face   I  looked   for  was  not 

ow  voice  was  mute  ; 

een  presence  filled  the  air, 

ed  my  pursuit. 


Now  I  look  back,  and  meadow,  manse,  and 
stream 

Dimly  my  thought  defines  ; 
I  only  see  —  a  dr^im  within  a  dream  — 

The  hill-top  hearsed  with  pines. 

I  only  hear  aboTe  his  place  of  rest 

Their  tender  undertone. 
The  infinite  longings  of  a  troabled  breast, 

The  voice  so  uke  his  own. 

There  in  seclusion  and  remote  from  men 

The  wizard  hand  lies  cold, 
Which  at  its  topmost  speed  let  fall  the  pen. 

And  left  the  tale  half  told. 

Ah  1  who  shall  lift  that  wand  of  magie 
power. 

And  the  lost  clew  regain  ? 
The  unfinished  window  in  Aladdin's  tower 

Unfiaished  must  remain  1 


CHRISTMAS  BELLS 

I  HEARD  the  bells  on  Christmas  Day 
Their  old,  familiar  carols  play. 

And  wild  and  sweet 

The  words  repeat 
Of  peace  on  earth,  good-will  to  men  I 


And 
The 


thought  bow,  as  the  day  had  ooma^ 
belfnes  of  all  Christendom 
Had  rolled  along 
The  unbroken  sone 
Of  peace  on  earth,  good-will  to  men  I 

Till,  rinnng,  spging  on  its  way. 

The  wond  revolved  from  night  to  day, 

A  voice,  a  chime, 

A  chant  sublime 
Of  peace  on  earth,  good-will  to  men  I 

Then  from  each  black,  accursed  month 
The  cannon  thundered  in  the  South, 

And  with  the  sound 

The  carols  drowned 
Of  peace  on  earth,  good-will  to  men ! 

It  was  as  if  an  earthquake  rent 
The  hearth-stones  of  a  continent. 

And  made  forlorn 

The  households  bom 
Of  peace  on  earth,  good-will  to  men ! 
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And  in  (Impiur  I  bowed  inr  lioaH  ; 
**  Tbcrr  IK  ni»  pra«.*e  un  earth/*  I  «aid  ; 

**  For  liuttf  in  Atrvuf;, 

Ami  niiM'kii  tli<*  M>ng 
Of  peace  un  earth,  guod-will  to  men  t  ** 

Then  (icalnl  thi'  U'lU  more  loud  and  deep : 
**(itMl  ui  ncit  dead  ;  nor  dutb  be  sleep  1 

The  Wrung  shall  fail, 

llie  Right  prevail. 
With  peaAre  ou  earth,  gimd-will  to  men  !  ** 


rHK  WIND  0\  KR  THE  l  IIIMNEY 

Ske,  the  tire  is  sinking  low, 
Duiiky  ml  the  embers  glow. 

While  above  them  still  I  eower. 
While  a  miinient  more  I  linger. 
Thou;;h  the  rItK'k,  with  lifted  linger, 

I'uiiitA  U'Wiiid  the  midnight  hour. 

Singi  the  Maekened  li»g  a  tune 
learned  in  MHiit'  furgutten  June 

Kruni  a  sfhiml-Utv  at  his  play. 
When  tlwy  Uith  were  vimng  together. 
Heart  nf  }oii(h  aii«l  nuiiimer  wt*atb«r 

Making  all  thnr  holiday. 

And  the  night- wind  riMUg,  hark  I 
How  alMi\i*  there  in  the  dark. 

In  th«*  ni  hi  night  ami  the  unow, 
Kver  i»ildiT,  firretT,  gniider. 
I«ike  thr  truiu|»et«  itf  Wkander, 

All  the  noiAV  rhimnev«  blow  I 

Kvrry  i{ui%erilig  tiMigtie  of  tUfiie 
S*«-mi  to  nmrmiir  MHiie  gn*iit  name, 

S«»fili%  l«i  %;i\  111  nie,  "  Anpire  !  *' 
Hut  ihr  flight -diiihI  an<wer«.  **  Hollow 
Ar<-  the  vi*i>iii«  that  ynu  fullow, 

lnt«i  d.irkiii-^^  «inkik  \t»ur  tire  !  ** 


Then  till'  t):>  krr  «if  llif  )>I.l7e 
Cilt'aiiiH  ii::  «iiiii.i«  uf  u|il  ilayi. 

\\  ri!ti'n  \'\  tiii«it  r«  uf  the  art. 
I^iml  !)tr«mt;h  mtiuM*  inajriitir  |Migei 

Ki'lU  tlir   ||i«-i>-|l    I  if  a^f*. 

Thmb  tht   har(»-«lring«  uf  thr  heart. 


Anil  agaiiii  iLr  t<ii.p^iif«  uf  tUiiie 
htaii  riiiltiiig  an*l  rii  1a. Ill 

**'rhr«e  ikTr  |iritplif-L«,  l>4rd«.  aiwl 
In  the  hurtMcu|ir  uf  uatiiiui, 


like  ascendaal  cwiitellatie— > 
The  J  coatrol  the  coaui^ 


But  the  nigfai-wuid  eriee : 
lliow  who  walk  with  feet  of 

Leave  no  liMig-eiidttruif 
At  God's  forges  t 


'm\ 


Mifffatj  hammers  beat 


se  are  but  the  lljiag  tpttrfc^ 


•*  I>ust  are  all  the  hands  that 
books  are  sepulchres  of  thoaght ; 

The  dead  laurels  of  the  dflM 
Rufttlt*  for  a  moment  onlj. 
Like  the  withered  leaTea  in  leaelv 

Churchyards  at  some 


Suddenlv  the  flame  sinks 
Sink  the  rumors  of  renowii ; 

And  alone  the  night-wind  diear 
Clamon  louder,  wilder,  rapMr,  -* 
**  T  is  the  braml  of  MelcAgvr 

l>ying  on  the  hearth««loae  hnv !' 

And  I  answer,  ^  •*  Though  it  he. 
Why  should  tluU  disconfott  mmf 

No  endeavor  is  in  vain  ; 
Its  reward  is  in  the  dning. 
And  the  rapture  of  parsuiny 

la  the  prize  the  vanquished 


Tnr  i;ki.ls  ok  lynm 


III.AkI)   AT    NAHAiCT 

O  ct'Rif  w  of  the  iettiaf  anal    O 

L\  ni. ! 
O  requiem  of  the  dying  dnj  t    O 

Lvnn  I 


Fnim  the  ilark  belfriee  of 

dral  wafta^. 
Your  MiuniU  aerial  seem  lo 


L 


vnn 


lionie  i»n  the  evening  ^ 

siiu  twilight, 
<  >*er  laud  and  tea  they  rise 

uf  l.\nu ! 


The  ti^hrrnian  in  his 
the  headland, 

I.Utens,  and  lei»urtlj 
of  Lynn  t 


boat,  far  Ml  h^^ 


OM 
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ihining  sands    the    wandering 
homeward 

other  at  your  call,  O  Bells  of 
I 

lighthouse  hears,  and  with  his 
ig  signal 

,  passing  the  watchword  on,  O 
of  Lynn  I 

le  darkening  coast  run  the  tu- 
ous  surges, 

eir  hands,  and  shout  to  you,  O 
of  Lynn  I 

he  shuddering  sea,  with  your 
ncantations, 

up  the  spectral  moon,  O  Bells 
nn  I 

1  at  the  sight,  like  the  weird 

n  of  £ndor, 

I,  and  then  are  still,  O  Bells  of 

! 


^D   AT  THE   FORD 

the  beautiful  youth, 

honor,  the  tongue  of  truth, 
and  light  of  us  all, 

was  blithe  as  a  bugle-call, 
res  followed  with  one  consent, 
'  whose  laugh,  and  whose  plea- 
Ford, 
nurmurs  of  discontent. 

^ht,  as  we  rode  along, 

^k  of  the  mountain  gap, 

picket-guard  at  the  foid, 

ing  of  any  mishap, 

nming  the  words  of  some  old 

• 
• 

)ses  he  had  on  his  cap 

r  he  bore  at  the  point  of  his 

I." 

swift  a  whistling  ball 

f  a  wood,  and  the  voice  was 

heard  in  the  darkness  fall, 
loment  my  blood  grew  chill  ; 
whisper,  as  be  who  speaks 
here  some  one  is  lying  dead  ; 
e  no  answer  to  what  I  said. 


We  lifted  him  up  to  his  saddle  again. 
And  through  the  mire  and  the  mist  and 

the  rain 
Carried  him  back  to  the  silent  camp. 
And  laid  him  as  if  asleep  on  his  bed  ; 
And  I  saw  by  the  light  of  the  surgeon's 

lamp 
Two  white  roses  upon  his  cheeks. 
And  one,  just  over  his  heart,  blood-red  i 

And  I  saw  in  a  yision  how  far  and  fleet 
That  fatal  bullet  went  speedin|^  f ortht 
Till  it  reached  a  town  in  the  distant  North, 
Till  it  reached  a  house  in  a  sunny  street. 
Till  it  reached  a  heart  that  ceased  to  beat 
Without  a  murmur,  without  a  cry  ; 
And  a  bell  was  tolled,  in  that  far-off  town. 
For  one   who  had  passed  from  cross  to 

crown. 
And   the    neighbors    wondered    that   she 

should  oie. 


GIOTTO'S  TOWER 

How  many  lives,  made  beautiful  and  sweet 
By  self-4evotion  and  by  self-restraint. 
Whose  pleasure  is  to  run  without  com- 

plaint 
On  unknown  errands  of  the  Paraclete, 
Wanting  the  reverence  of  unshodden  feet. 
Fail  of    the  nimbus  which  the  artists 

paint 
Around  the  shining  forehead  of  the  saint. 
And   are   in   their  completeness  incom- 
plete ! 
In  the  old  Tuscan  town  stands  Giotto's 
tower. 
The    lily    of    Florence    blossoming    in 

stone,  — 
A  vision,  a  delieht,  and  a  desire,  — 
The  builder's  per^ct  and  centennial  flower. 
That  in  the  night  of  ages  bloomed  alone. 
But  wanting  still  the  glory  of  the  spire. 


TO-MORROW 

'T  IS  late  at  nie^ht,  and  in  the  realm  of  sleep 
My    little    lambs    are  folded  like   the 

flocks  ; 
From  room  to  room  I  hear  the  wakefnl 

clocks 
Challenge  the  passing  hour,  like  guards 

that  keep 
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Their  MiliUnr  WAtch  on  tower  and  atecp  ; 
K*r  off  1  hrar  the  cruwiuff  of  the  cocks. 
Ami  thitmgh  the  opeuini;  door  that  time 

unloclu 
Feel   the  fresh  breathinf*  of  To-morrow 
creep. 
To-morrow  I     the     mrsterious,     unknown 
guest. 
Who  cries  to  me  :  **  Kenieniber  Rarme- 

cide. 
And  tn*mble  to  be  happT  with  the  rest.*' 
And  I  nmke  answer  :  **  1  am  siAtistied  ; 
I   dare   nut  ask  ;    I  know   not   what   is 

God   hath   already   said  what  shall  be- 
tide." 


DIVINA   COMMEDIA 

Th#  all  knnn^U  wliii  h  follow  mrrm  mr\\Um  Jurinc  Um 

rrvrvia  nf  Mr.  Ittugt^llum'^  work  la  irvatUltiic  lb» 
»<nH  I  '  fintii#Jhi,  ami  w»r*  pMbhahtl  —  puMical  <ly- 
h^trm  tn  iii«>  thrw  |ArU.  Jhm  Aral  «M  wrltUn  }ui| 
mt\»t  \im  Ik* I  fmt  th^  Aral  l«a  ranlus  of  Ih* /•i/^ni'j 
lati*  liw  tiui<tt  "f  \i»m  |«rihtrr.  Tbi*.  «ith  th»  hv**!!*!, 
mvCaiv*!  Vm  /fi/r'^d.  Thii  tbiM  ud  fiMirlh  inln^ 
diKVil  tha  i'ur^Jiorio.  m»J  lk»  aiU  ftoi  MiUi  Ihm  V*r- 


I 


Birds  build  their 

with  leaTea 
Parria  luid  portal   bloom  liko 

bowers. 
And  the   vast  minster  Moaa  a 

Howers  I 
But   fiends  and    dragoaa    oa 

go  J  led  eaves 
Watch  the  dead  Christ  bH 

ing  thicTes, 
And,  underneath,  the  traitor  J 

ers  I 
Ah  t  from  what  agonies  of 

Whiit  eiultations  trampliay  oa 
What  tenderness,  what 

of  wrung. 
What  iHuuionate  ootenr  of  a  toiil 
Ijiruae  this  poem  of  tho  cartk 
This  medieval  mirado  of 


Ihel 

k 

b 


I 


Orr  harr  I  H*en  at  some  rathe<lml  dnnr 

A  laUirrr.  |Miii!«ing  in  tbf  dii^t  and  lirat. 

Lar  down  hM  Imnlcii,  and  with  revert'iit 
ffft 

Knti-r,  an«l  rn>«4  hiniM'If,  ami  on  the  flour 
KntH*!  to  n*|M'at  hi«  itatrnKMtrr  o'it  ; 

Ksr  tiff  I  hi*  noi<u*4  uf  the*  w«irld  rvtrrat  ; 

Thr  loud  viiiMf«*ratiiin«  «if  the  «tm*t 

llrt^Miir  an  uiuli!«litigiii«hsiMr  niar. 
Sti.  -AJi  I  riiti-r  hi-rr  fmiii  dar  tti  dsT, 

Ami    Iravfl*    niv  burden    at  this   minster 

m 

Knrrhtic  in  prarer,  and  not  ashamed  In 

TIh*  tun  nil  uf  th«*  ciiiif*  ilivMinwilate 
'I'it  in.irtiriil.itf  iiiurmtir^  dir4  swar, 
Whilr  tli«*  rtrnial  Ag«*t  wati-h  and  wait. 

With  innw- white  veil 
II  lUmi*. 

She  iitan«U  lirfuMi  thee,  who  so 
How  «tnn|«r  tlir  ••<iil|itiir^ii  that  ailcim  these         KiUetl  thr  yuuug  bear!  witk 
liiwpr«  f  the  wiM* 

Thii  rn*«i|  fif  ttaturm,  in  whose  folded  From  which  thr  soog  aad  all 

slrr«Fs  dors  eamo  ; 


III 

I  enter,  and  I  iiee  thee  in  tbr 
Of  the  long  ai«le«,  O  poet 
And  ntnve  to  make  mj 

with  thine. 
The  air  \%  tilled  with 

fume  ; 
The  congregation  of  the  dead 
For    thee    to   |»ss  ;    thm 

»hine  ; 
Like  nioki  that  haunt  Ra 

of  pine 
The  hovering    echoes  At  fi 

tumli. 
Fntm  the  confe^niiinali  I  hear 
lleheamals  of  forgotten 
Ami  lamentations  frvm 

low  ; 
And  then  a  toiih*  celestial  that 
With     the    {mthetic 

yiur  sins 
As  M*arlet  be,** 


•N 
«" 


snow 


•• 


IV 


NOfiL 
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And  while  with  stem  rebuke  she  speaks  thy 

name. 
The  ice  about  thy  heart  melts  as  the 

snow 
On  mountain  heights,  and  in  swift  oveiv 

flow 
Comes  gushing  from  thy  lips  in  sobs  of 

shame. 
Thou  makest  full  confession  ;  and  a  gleam, 
As  of  the  dawn  on  some  dark  forest  cast, 
Seems    on    thy  lifted  forehead    to  in- 


Lethe     and    £unoS  —  the     remembered 

dream 
And  the  forgotten  sorrow — bring  at  last 
That  perfect  pardon  which  b   perfect 

peace. 


I  lift  mine  eyes,  and  all  the  windows  blaze 

With  forms  of  Saints  and  holy  men  who 
died. 

Here  martyred  and  hereafter  glorified  ; 

And  the  great  Rose  upon  its  leaves  dis- 
plays 
Christ's  Triumph,  and  the  angelic  rounde- 
lays, 

With  splendor  upon  splendor  multiplied  ; 

And  Beatrice  again  at  Dante's  side 

No  more  rebukes,  but  smiles  her  words 
of  praise. 
And  then  the  organ  sounds,  and  unseen 
choirs 

Sing  the  old  Latin  hymns  of  peace  and 
love 

And  benedictions  of  the  Holy  Ghost ; 
And  the  melodious  bells  among  the  spires 

O'er   all    the   house-tops  and    through 
heaven  above 

Proclaim  the  elevation  of  the  Host  I 


VI 


O  star  of  morning  and  of  liberty  ! 

O  bringer  of  the  light,  whose  splendor 

shines 
Above  the  darkness  of  the  Apennines, 
Forerunner  of  the  day  that  is  to  be  I 

The  voices  of  the  city  and  the  sea, 

The   voices  of  the  mountains  and    the 

pines. 
Repeat  thy  song,  till  the  familiar  lines 
Are  footpaths  for  the  thought  of  Italy  ! 


Thy  flame  is  blown  abroad  from  all  the 
heights. 
Through  all  the  nations,  and  a  sound  is 

heard. 
As  of  a  mighty  wind,  and  men  devout. 
Strangers  of  Rome,  and  the  new  proselytes. 
In  their  own  lang^uage  hear  thy  won- 
drous word. 
And  many  are  amazed  and  many  doubt 

noEl 

ENVOYS  k  M.  AGASSIZ,  LA  VEILLE  DE 
NOEL  1864,  AVEC  UN  PANIER  DE  VINS 
DIVERS 

The  baaket  of  wine  which  Mr.  Longfellow  lent  to  hie 
friend  with  these  yenee  was  accompanied  by  tlie  follow- 
ing  note  :  **  A  Merry  Christmas  and  Happy  New  Tear 
to  all  the  bouse  of  AgaasizI  I  send  auo  six  sood 
wishes  in  the  shape  of  bottles.  Or  is  it  wine  ?  It  is 
both ;  good  wine  and  good  wishes  and  kind  memories 
of  vou on  this  Christaias  Eve.'* 

A  translation  of  the  verses  was  printed  by  Mr.  John 
B.  Noroross  of  Philadelphia  in  a  brochure,  1867. 

L'Acad^mie  en  respect. 
Nonobstant  rincorrection 
A  la  faveur  du  sujet, 

Ture-lure, 
N*y  fera  point  de  rature ; 
Noel  1  ture-lure-lure. 

Qui  BAidsAX. 

QuAND  les  astres  de  NoSl 
Brillaient,  palpitaient  an  ciel. 
Six  gaillards,  et  chacun  ivre, 
Chantaient  gaiment  dans  le  £^vre, 

**  Bons  amis, 
AUons  done  chez  Agassiz  ! " 

Ces  illustres  P^lerins 
D'Outre-Mer  adroits  et  fins, 
Se  donnant  des  airs  de  pretre, 
A  Tenvi  se  yantaient  d'etre 

"  Bons  amis 
De  Jean  Rudolphe  Agassiz  !  " 

CEil-de-Perdrix,  grand  farceur, 
Sans  reproche  et  sans  pudeur, 
Dans  son  patois  de  Bourgogne, 
Bredouillait  comme  un  iyrogne, 

"  Bons  amis, 
J'ai  dans^  chez  Agassiz  I " 

Verzenay  le  Champenois, 
Bon  FnuiQais,  point  New-Torquoisy 
Mais  des  environs  d*Ayize, 
Fredonne  k  mainte  reprise, 

"  Bons  amis, 
J'ai  chants  chez  Agassiz  1  ** 


^9^ 


BIRDS  OF  PASSAGE 


X  c6t4  marrliAit  on  tmux 
Hidalffu,  ihaU  duo  mouiacnx  ; 
Daim  ic  trnips  <le  ChArlemmgiie 
Fut  ton  iiere  Grand  d*K«pagiM  ! 

**  iVma  amU, 
J'ai  ain4  cbei  AgBMii ! " 

Demure  eux  un  RordeUii, 
CiaaooQ,  t*il  rn  fut  jamait, 
Pkrfuni^  d(*  potfaie 
Riait,  cliantait,  plein  de  tw* 

**  IkiM  amU, 
J*ai  acMip^  cbci  Agaaiii !  ** 

Arte  ce  beau  cadrt  roux, 
Bnu  deuuA  ct  bnu  deuoua. 
Mine  allien*  «t  coulrur  teme, 
Vint  le  Sire  de  Sauteme  ; 

**  lions  amis, 
J*ai  couch^  ckei  AgaMiz !  ** 

Mail  le  dernier  de  ceii  prenx, 
Elait  un  paurre  Chartreux, 
Qui  ditait,  d*un  tun  robuate, 


"  h4tMtetiom  anr  k  Jwmm  I 
Bona  amta» 
B^niaaona  F*f«  AgMHi  I" 

Ila  arrivent  troia  k  tnm^ 
Mont«nC  reacmliffr  de  bob 
Clopin-clopant  t  ipwl 
Peut  prmiettir  ce 
Bona  amia, 
A  U  porte  d'Agaaaix  t 

"  Ouvrei  done,  mon  boa 
OuTm  vite  et  n'ajet 
Ouvrrz,  ouTrez,  ear  aooa 
Gena  de  bien  et 

Bona  aniia 
De  la  famille  Agaanx  I 


Chut,  ganacbea  t  iuaex*voM  t 
C*en  ent  trop  de  Toa  gtuugbi ; 
Kparfnx*z  aui  Philoaoph— 
Vos'abominablea  rtfopbta  I 

Bona  amia, 
Renpectei  moo 


BIRDS  OF   PASSAGI-: 


FLIGHT  THE  THIRD 


rnntilaril  l»  tW  voloa*  MlltM  A/t^rmtAth,  10^. 


FATA  M()R(.ANA 

0  nwrrr  illusion*  of  S>nr, 
That  trmpt  nir  errrrwnere. 

In  tlir  liinrlv  !irld«,  ami  thr  tlimn|( 
( >f  thr  rruwdrd  tburouf^hfarr  \ 

1  appniarh.  and  vr  Taniiih  a  war, 

I  >;ra.«p  \o<i.  and  \r  arr  rnnr  ; 
Ktit  r\rr  hv  nii;lit  ami  br  uar, 
'llir  tiirlmlT  iMiuilflrth  on. 

A«  thr  wranr  tniTrlIrr  ttt^% 
III  ilr»rrt  iir  pmirir  Ta«l, 

Blur  lakf«,  nvrrliuiii;  with  trr<*a. 
That  a  pleauint  ■haduw  raat  ; 

Fair  tiiwti*  «ith  tnrrrt*  liii:h, 
Aofl  ■hinin)*  nMif«  «if  f^ild, 

Tb«t  )ani»h  a*  lir  «lnw«  nii;h, 
l«ikr  niiita  tii2;rtki-r  ruUrtl,  — 


So  I  watiilfr  and  wander  >lo^ 
And  fiin'ver  before  me 

TIm*  abininf:  riir  of  aoof , 
In  the  brautiful  land  of  di 


Bot  when  I  woald  enter  tbe 
<  )f  tliat  in*Idrn  atnioaphrrei 

It  ia  piinr,  and  1  wooder  mad 
Fur  tiM*  riaioQ  to 


TIIK  MArNTKI)  CHAMBER 


KArii  heart  haa  it«  bauntod 
Wherr  th«*  iilimt  mnooligbl 

On  the  riiMtr  arr  mratrriooi 
'l^rrr  are  whiapm  along  tbe 

Am)  niiiie  at  timra  ia  baoota«4 
liv  phantiima  of  the  I^mI, 

A  a  iiiotiimlefta  mm  Uiadow 
Bj  the  ailent  mounlifbt  «Mlk 


THE  CASTLE-BUILDER 
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by  the  window, 
ot  seen  by  day, 
as  the  dawn  approaches 
*s  away. 

in  the  moonlight, 
pale  and  still, 
with  its  airy  finger 
e  window-sill. 

tfore  the  window, 

jids  a  gloomy  pine, 

gbs  wave   upward  and   down- 

these  thoughts  of  mine. 

eath  its  branches 
ive  of  a  little  child, 
pon  life's  threshold, 
r  wept  nor  snuled. 

e,  O  pallid  phantoms  I 
at  my  troubled  brain  ? 
when  day  approaches, 
ght  return  again  ? 

e,  O  pallid  phantoms  I 
tatues  without  breath, 
on  the  brid£^  overarching 
t  river  of  death  ? 


THE   MEETING 

long  an  absence 

we  meet  again  : 
meeting  give  us  pleasure, 
3  it  g^ve  us  pain  ? 

of  life  has  been  shaken, 
t  few  of  us  linger  now. 
Prophet's  two  or  three  berries 
top  of  the  uppermost  bough. 

sdly  CTcet  each  other 

did,  familiar  tone  ; 

hink,  though  we  do  not  say  it, 

d  and  gray  he  is  grown  ! 

:  of  a  Merry  Christmas 
iny  a  Happy  New  Year ; 
in  his  heart  is  thinking 
ie  that  are  not  here. 


We  speak  of  friends  and  their  fortunes^ 
And  of  what  they  did  and  said. 

Till  the  dead  alone  seem  living. 
And  the  living  alone  seem  dead. 

And  at  last  we  hardly  distinguish 
Between  the  ghosts  and  the  guests  ; 

And  a  mist  and  shadow  of  sadness 
Steals  oyer  our  merriest  jests. 


VOX   POPULI 

When  Mazdrvan  the  Magician 
Journeyed  westward  through  Cathay, 

Nothing  heard  he  but  the  praises 
Of  Badoora  on  his  way. 

But  the  lessening  rumor  ended 
When  he  came  to  Khaledan, 

There  the  folk  were  talking  only 
Of  Prince  Camaralzaman. 

So  it  happens  with  the  poets  : 
Every  province  hath  its  own  ; 

Camaralzaman  is  famous 
Wliere  Badoura  is  unknown. 


THE   CASTLE-BUILDER 

A  GENTLE  boy,  with  soft  and  silken  locks, 
A  dreamy  boy,  with  brown  and  tender 
eyes, 

A  castle-builder,  'with  his  wooden  blocks, 
And  towers  that  touch  imaginary  skies. 

A  fearless  rider  on  his  father's  knee. 
An  eager  listener  unto  stories  told 

"At  the  Kound  Table  of  the  nursery. 
Of  heroes  and  adventures  manifold. 

There  will  be  other  towers  for  thee  to  build ; 

There  will  be  other  steeds  for  thee  to 
ride ; 
There  will  be  other  legends,  and  all  filled 

With  greater  marvels  and  more  glorified. 

BnUd  on,  and  make  thy  caatle.  high  and 
fair. 

Rising  and  reaching  upward  to  the  skies ; 
Listen  to  voices  in  the  upper  air, 

Nor  lose  thy  simple  faith  in  mysteries. 


*/• 


BIRDS  OF  PASSAGE 


••» 


CHANCiKU 


SS.  1M7.  [  la  hortlMMl.  ]  After  ekwvh, 
iitb  ri—MiliB  l«i  IW  *«Allimi  *  ih«t  iwmI  to 
l»,  ^  •  tarn  bilJM«W,  luuhing  tlw«n  mmI  v«rr  lb*  cove" 
Tbia  «M  lb*  K«n*  uf  CAijvyrJ.  but  lb»  poMM  wm  oU 
mnuma  uU  16SA,  whMi  Um  pust  «m  m  a  viatt  to  Pgrt- 


Khom  tbf*  ouUkirU  uf  the  town, 

Wbi-rr  iif  ul(l  tbc  luile^tuiu*  ntood, 
Kuw  a  »tnui(;«'r,  loukiuf*  dowu, 
I  behold  tbi*  kbjubiwv  rnmu 
Of  tbc  (lark  aiid  bauutvU  wuud. 

It  it  cbangrU,  ur  am  I  cliaby^i  ? 

Ah  !  the  uak»  an*  fn*kb  and  |;rr«n. 
But  tlie  friends  with  wbcuii  I  ranged 
Tbruu|fb  cb(*ir  tbicketH  an-  rHlraiiged 

Bv  the  vcar«  that  iutervvne. 

m  m 

hfi^hi  a«  PTt*r  riuwa  the  tea. 

Bright  an  ever  »hinrt  the  mid. 
But  ul;u  !  tbpT  M*rni  to  nii* 
Nt>i  the  tun  that  umkI  to  be. 
Not  tbc  tideii  that  used  to  run. 


THE   CHALI.KNiii: 

I  RAVK  a  va^^e  rciui'niliraiioe 

i  >f  a  atorv.  that  i*  ttild 
III  Aouir  aiu'imt  Spaiiinb  le|;viMl 

Or  obronii'lr  4>f  old. 

It  wan  m\trn  bravf*  Kin^:  Sancbei 
\Va«  lirfiin*  /:iiiiora  kUiiii, 

.\n<l  bi«  i;n':it  lM"»irt;iii|*  army 
ij^y  riii*Jini|M'«l  u|Niu  tbf  |ilain. 

IKiii  I>ir|*ii  cli*  ( >nliiArx 

NaIIk-iI  fi-rtb  111  fmitt  nf  all. 

Ami  ikliiiutt'il  |i*ud  bis  rballrii|^ 
I'll  liir  wanli-M  oil  tbi'  wall. 

All  iIm'  |irii|ili*  ••(  /Aiiiiira, 

It»th  ilir  l-ifii  .tml  ilii<  uulMim, 

A«  trai'i-r<  4I11I  hr  i-hnllrii(»r 
\Vi!i.  lauuliii^  nkiirili  of  M'lim. 

The  li^irif;,  m  (brir  tMiuw*«. 

And  lu  ibt'ir  ^ra^ra,  tbc  dead  I 


And  the  waters  of 
I  And  their  wine,  and  oil,  and 


There  is  a  greater  amT, 

That  beaeta  ua  romid  with  rtiifi^ 

A  stanrinj;^,  numberlcaa 
At  all  the  gates  of  Ufo. 


The  pore rty-atrickea  millioas 
Who  challenge  our  wia 

And  impeach  tu  all  as  Unitan, 
Both  the  liring  and  iIm 


And  wlienrver  I  ait  at  the 
Where  the  feaat  aMJ 

Amid  the  mirth  and  the  n 
I  can  bear  that  fcarfol  cry. 


NW 


And  hollow  and  baggaid 
l^K>k  into  the  lighted  ball. 

And  warned  liands  are  eiteadad 
To  catch  the  crumba  that  faU. 


Fur  within  there  is  light 
And  odon  fill  the  air  ; 

But  without  there  is  cold 
And  hunger  and  despair. 

Ami  there  in  the  eamp  of  fi 
111  wiiul  ami  cold  and  rain, 

Chriftt,  the  great  I>ird  of  tba 
Lica  dead  upon  tbe  plain  t 


THK  BKOOK  AND  THE  WAVE 

Tlik  brooklet  came  from  tba 

\»  ».ing  thf  bard  of  old, 
Huiuiiiig  with  ft-rt  uf  silver 

il\i'r  tbt>  »aud»  uf  gold  ! 


Far  away  in  tin*  briuv 

Tbi-n'  rtillt'd  a  turbulent  waT% 
Now  »iugiiit;  aloog  tlir  sea-beac^ 

Now  bowlinv;  along  tbe  cave. 


Ami  tlir  briMiklrt  baa  fuoad  tW 

'nitMi)*h  tli«'y  ifowrd  su  far 
And  h.i«  tilli'd  with  its 

Tliat  turbulent,  bitter 
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AFTERMATH 

^  BiMwd  iMt  in  the  book,  ato  titto  to  the 
liabedfai  187S,  whioh  oontainod  tlM  third 
es  of  a  Wa^Hde  Itm  and  tht  thixd  lliilit 
f  PoMOffe,  The  complotion  of  tho  Tmes 
-dzth  birthday  may  hAvo  gtroD  xIm  to  this 


the  summer  fields  are  mown* 
the  birds  are  fledged  and  flown, 
the  dry  leaves  strew  the  path ; 


With  the  falling  of  the  snow, 
With  the  oawing  of  the  erow, 
Onoe  again  the  fidds  we  mow 
And  gather  in  the  aftennath. 

Not  the  sweety  new  grass  with  flowera 
Is  this  harvesting  of  ours  ; 

Not  the  upland  clover  bloom ; 
But  the  rowen  mixed  with  weeds. 
Tangled  tufts  from  marsh  and  meads. 
Where  the  popp j  drops  its  seeds 

In  the  silenoe  and  the  gloom. 
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MASQUE  OF  PANDORA 


in  tho  Tolnmo,  Tke  Masque  tff 
er  PoMU,  pablisbod  in  1875w  Itwtt 
itaco,  and  m(  to  muaio  bj  Alfred  OoUlor, 
ught  out  in  an  adaptation  by  Bolton  Bowo 
n  Tbaatra  in  1881.  Mr.  LonsfoUow  wrott 
oiche  BooaoTolt,  wlio  waa  i»uieipaUj  ooo* 
itting  it  on  tlio  itaga,  and  who  took  tba  part 
tho  following  aong  Midchonia :  — 

elsthia?   Oh  toll  mo,  I  imploro  t 
Nrhat  I  am  fooling,  hearing,  aeoings 
if o,  oh  give  me  more  and  more. 
i  mied  with  the  delight  of  being. 

la  myiteriooa  people  thia  dark  maoe  f 
ioaa  and  what  eounda  of  muaic  greet  mo  f 
j«  theee,  ao  fair  in  form  and  faoe« 
h  aoch  gradoua  welcome  oomo  to  moot  mo  f 

CHORUS 

>wa,  blow  t  and  keep  the  flame  from  dying, 
ho  iron  on  our  anviu  1  jlng 
ho  thnnderbolta  of  Zona  oonremo, 
sihered  lightninga  in  the  aabea  gleaa. 


I 


VORKSHOP  OF  HEPHiESTUS 

STUB  (standing  hffart  the  itatue  qf 
Pandora), 

ioned  out  of  gold,    like  Hera's 

■one, 

id  of  iron  like  the  thonderbolts 

tmnipotent,  or  other  works 

by  my  hands  at  Lemnos  or  Olym- 

ded  in  soft  clay,  that  unresisting 
elf  to  the  touch,  this  lovely  form 
e  stands,  perfect  in  every  part, 
txlite's  self  appeared  more  fair, 
(t  upwafted  by  caressing  winds 


She  oame  to  Idgh  Olvmpns,  and  the  goda 
Fsid  homage  to  her  beuity.    Thns  her  haiz 
Was  einetiued  ;  thns  her  floating  draperj 
Was  like  a  olond  about  her,  and  her  noe 
Was  radiant  with  the  sunshine  and  the 

THB  TOIGB  OF  ZXUB. 

Is  thy  work  done,  Hephsstus  ? 


Itisflnisliedl 

Not  finished  till  I  breathe  the  hieath  of  life 
Into  her  nostrils,  and  she  mores  and  speaks. 


Will  she  beoome  inunortal  like  oorselTea? 

THB  TOIGB. 

The  form  that  thou  hast  fashioned  out  of 

olay 
Is  of  the  earth  and  mortal ;  bat  the  s^rit^ 
The  life,  the  ezhalatioa  of  my  breath. 
Is  of  diviner  essenee  and  immortaL 
The  gods  shall  shower  on  her  their  benefaa* 

tions, 
She  shall  possess  all  gifts :  the  gift  of  soog^ 
The  gift  of  eloquence,  the  gift  of  beauty^ 
The  nscination  and  the  nameless  oharm 
That  shall  lead  all  men  captive. 


Wherefore?  n^ierefoce? 

A  wind  shakes  the  houte, 
I  hear  the  rushine  of  a  mighty  wind 
Throuff h  all  the  halls  and  ehamben  of  mj 
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Her  parted  lips  inhale  it,  and  her  bcMom 
llt-avfi  with  the  inspiration.     At  a  reed 
Hesidr  a  rivrr  in  the  ripplinj;  current 
Itendt  to  and  f  rti,  she  bows  or  lifts  her  head. 
She  gaxrs  niund  about  as  if  amazed  ; 
She   is   alive  ;  (ihe  breathes ,  but  jrcC  she 
speaks  not  I 

Pamm»ra  dfMfCfuJs  from  cJU  pedtttal 
CIIOErH   or  TIIK  O RACKS 

In  the  workshop  uf  Ilephststus 

W'hnt  is  this  I  see  ? 
llare  ihr  (iuds  to  four  increased  as 

Who  wen*  oiilv  thrve  ? 
Beautiful  in  form  and  feature, 

l^tvrlv  XLS  the  dav. 
Can  ther«'  lie  so  fair  a  creature 

Formed  of  c«»nimou  dav  ? 

THALIA. 

O   sweet,   ]ial«*   face  !     O   love  I  v    eves  of 

Mzurv. 
(*lear  a»  llir  wutrrs  of  a  bniok  that  run 
I.inipiil  uiiil  Uiif^hin^  in  the  summer  sun  I 
O  pildvn  Iwir,  that  like  a  miser's  trea- 

Mirt- 
In  Its  iiliuiiilaiu-e  oTerriow«  the  measure  I 
i)  i;rju*«*ful  furm,  that   cloudlike  Huatest 

tin 
With  the  Mifc,  undulating;  l^t  of  one 
Wh(»  niti\rth  as  if  motion  were  a  plea- 

jfcurt-  ! 
Br  what  iLinie  hliall  I  call  thci*  ?     Nvmph 

<ir  Mum*, 
(*MlIirrlii*r  or  TraMia  7   Some  sweet  name 
WhtvM*  rverv  ii\lUblr  is  a  (■arc«s 

•  ■ 

Wuuhl     bi-»t     briit    tlwe  ;    but     I    cannot 

Ntif  till  1   care   Ut  choose  ;  for  itill  the 

Raiuf, 
NaHit'lt-^^   or  named,  will  be   tiijr    lore- 

lilirs*. 

ri  i-UHf^T^c. 

lKi«i*rf>*l  with  mil  ri|r«(ial  pfta, 

>k.il*-ii  III  t'\rry  srt 
Ilul  fiiiiiil'li «  ai>«l  ii|ilifl« 

.Villi  ilrli^fht*  ihr  heart, 
K;tir  (III  f  artli  ^Itall  !■-  thv  fame 

\«  tlii   f  irr  \%  fair. 
And  I'siuliirft  U-  thr  iiaiiir 

IlKMi  hru4.-rfurth  shalt  liear. 


II 


OLVMPUS 

HEKMBS  (pmitimg  m  kis  mmd^\ 

Much  must  he  twl  who  mttm  thm  1 

talGods, 

And  I,  who  am  their  berUd,  Mort  al 

No  rest  have  I,  nor  recpilc.     I  bo  k 

I  Unclasp  the  wingM  ■^■^■'*  ffroa  Bi 

.  Than  1  again  must  clasp  tbtn,  nad  < 

;  Upon  scmie  foolish  crraBd.     B«t  ti^ 

,  The  errand  is  not  foolish.     Vmwwr  y* 

I  With  greater  jov  did  I  ob«T  tha  •«« 

I  That  sends  me  earthward     1  wtO 

swiftly 

That  my  ciuluceus  in  the  •ahiitliay  • 

.  Shall   make    a  sound    lik*    thm   h 

1  pipes. 

Cheating  the  shepherds  ;  for  U>^j 

Commissioned  by  high  rhumWriBr  2 

lead 
A  maiden  to  Prometheoi*  is  kb  Iwi 
And  by  my  cunning  mrgwmamMM  fa 

him 
To  mamr  her.    What  miirhiif  lit 

cealed 
In  this  dfftign  I  know  not ;  bat  I  km 
Who    thinks  of    martjiag 

taken 
One  step  upon  the  road  to 
Such     eml«ssiea    delight 
I  launch 

On  the  sustaining  air,  nor  fi 
Like  Ira  run,  nor  swenre  aaidc  lika  k 
Wlio  drtivr  arai»s  llyperioa't 
I  sink,  I  riy  !  The  Vieldiag  ol 
Kolds  iCftelf  rtiund  aiioat  mo  lika  aa  i 
And  holds  mo  as  a  muCkor  kaUa  km 


III 


Fi 

tola] 


TOWIIK   UF 

I'KdMFTIIKlS   OX 

LAI  LAM  » 

rniiMrTaarai 

M 

1  lirar  the  trumpet  of  Akctryaa 
rnirUitn   the   dawa.     Tko  alaia  k^ 

fiulr, 
.\nil  all  the  hMveas  aiw  fall  al  pNfl 
An«l  rvil  Kiiguries.     Blood  lad  ImI  ■ 
I   saw    ^n-at    Kroaoa   riao ;   lk»  tf 

Uiuun 
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the  mist,  as  if  it  were  the 

land  had  flang  far  down 
seps.    O  ye  Immortal  Gods, 
ire  plotting  and  contriving  ? 

i  Pandora  at  the  threshold, 

PAimOBAi 

the  threshold.     An  onseen 
epels  me.    These  blank  walls 
th  their  weight  I 

PSOMBTHJEUS. 

Powerful  ye  are, 
>tent.    Te  cannot  fight 
tity.     The  Fates  control  you, 
and  so  far  we  are  equals  I 

PANDORA. 

isionless,  companionless, 
nuttering  in  his  beard.     His 

flowing  underground  I 

HKRMSS* 

01! 

PROMETHEUS. 

Who  calls  me  ? 


Itisl. 


HERMES. 

know  me  ? 

PROMETHEUS. 

By  thy  wine^  cap 
eels  I  know  thee.     Thou  art 

I, 

iYea  I     Hast  thou  again  been 

» 

Admetus  in  the  sweet 
ipbodel  ?  or  Hera's  girdle  ? 
baking  trident  of  Poseidon  ? 

HERMES. 

'rometheiis  ;  say,  hast  thou 
'  fire  from  Helios'  chariot- 
umaces  ? 

PROMETHEUS. 

Why  comest  thou  hither 
0  dawn  ? 


The  Immortal  €rods 
Know  naught  of  late  or  early.     2^u8  him- 
self, 
The  onmipotent  hath  sent  me. 


PROKBTHSUS. 

For  what  purpose  ? 


To  bring  this  maiden  to  thee. 

PBOMETHKU8. 

I  mistrust 
The  Gods  and  all  their  gifts.    If  they  have 

sent  her 
It  is  for  no  good  purpose. 


What  disaster 
Could  she  bring  on  thy  house,  who  is  a 
woman? 

PBOMBTHKUS. 

The  Gods  are  not  my  friends,  nor  am  I 

theirs. 
Whatever  comes  from  them,  though  in  a 

shape 
As  beautiful  as  this,  is  evil  only. 
Who  art  thou  ? 

PAHDORA. 

One  who,  though  to  thee  unknown, 
Tet  knoweth  thee. 

PBOMETHSUS. 

How  shouldst  thou  know  me,  woman  ? 

PANDORA. 

Who  knoweth  not  Prometheus  the  humane  ? 

PROMETHEUS. 

Prometheus  the  unfortunate  ;  to  whom 
Both  Gods  and  men  have  shown  themselves 

ungrateful. 
When  every  spark  was  quenched  on  every 

hearth 
Throughout  the  earth,  I  brought  to  man 

the  fire 
And  all  its  ministrations.     My  reward 
Hath  been  the  rock  and  vulture. 


But  the  Gods 


At  last  relent  and  pardon. 
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Thry  rrlrnC  not  ; 
ThrT  pardon  not :  chfT  an*  iiuplBcahlr, 
HrTcngrf  ul.  unfurgiving  I 

HrKMEM. 

At  A  p1r<lf^ 
Of  rrroDciliation  thw  havp  leut  to  ibct* 
This  diviur  U'lii^.  to  U*  tlir  roni|MUiion, 
And  brinj;  into  thy  nirliinrboly  houju* 
The   ftutuhinr   and    the    frmgnuii*e   of   her 
voutli. 

rHoMmir.rfi. 

I  nrrd  thi*in  nut.     I  tiAve  within  mTielf 
Alt  that  niv  hrart  df<tirf»  :  tb«*  idt'a(  bvaiitv 

*  '  V 

Which  thf  i*n'ali\c*  furiiliy  of  uiiml 
Kasthiiinii  and  fulKiw*  in  u  thttUttaiKl  nIui|m'<i 
Morv    lovi'lv    th.ui    thv    ix>al.      Mv    own 

Alt*  my  roin|»aniun»;  my  drtipin  and  Ubon 
And  a»pinitioiu  an*  my  only  friewU. 

HKHMni. 

IVridt>  nut  rm»hly.     Thi-  di*riiiiiin  mailc 
Can  UfVfr  U-  n*i*aJlrd.     Thi>  ijodit  imploM' 

not, 
Itrad  not,  Ml)  if  it  n^t  ;  t)i«>y  only  offrr 
(.*h(»ii^    aiul    tK-ra.'«iMn,   which    oner    beinf; 

|»A»^-d 
llrturn    iMi   niiin-.      Pnot  thuu   accrpt  the* 

JT'tt  ? 

No  ipft  of  thrill,  in  wh.it.wit'TiT  lihap«* 
It  riimr«  III  nit',  with  whal«<M*\fr  i  harm 
Tti  faMMhatr  my  acnM*,  will  I  ivcrivr. 
Lrav«*  mr. 

rA^tiiiN%. 
lift  us  ;•<•  ht  1141'.      I  mil  not  stay. 

II  r  KM  r.«. 

Wr  If-avi*  tii«*f  (ii  lh%  \4rant  di^'am*.  ami 

a\\ 
T)h*  «i1«  tii-i-  nriil  tlir  xilitntii*  i>f  thtin^ht, 

J  lit*  riLiilr««  t'lltfriti-««  i'f   illlli*  hrf, 

1  Im-  luM  Iiiif-%^  iif  i'(i«ti  lirr  withiiiit  loVf 

ril'»Uf  4    ni     Till.    rATlH. 

•  I  ••: ii>i 

IIiiw  thp  'I'l'.^ri.  thi-  ill  tiaiit, 
'llii-  »r|f-4  •  iitrt  il.  M-U-nlijiiit, 
\\rnp|H«l  .11  %  i*ii»ii»  aiMl  illii%iiiu«. 


Kobs  himwlf  of  life*!  bM  gifti! 
Till  hy  all  the  ttorm.wiMitt  •bakf^ 
By  th«  blaftt  of  fate  o'ertakr*. 
Ih>prleMi,  helplna,  and  fonakfl^ 
In  the  mints  of  hia  nmtmaiam 
To  the  rvcfa  of  doom  ha  drilu ! 


Sorely  tried  and  sorely  trnptcd. 
From  DO  af^onies  ciempCcd, 
In  the  penance  of  hia  trial. 
And  the  discipline  of  paia  ; 
<  )ftcn  by  illutiobs  cheated. 
()fti-n  baffled  and  defeated 
In  the  tasks  to  be  complete^ 
He,  by  toil  and  self-denial« 
To  the  highest  shall  attaia. 


Tempt  no  morr  the  noble 
H«*ar  unto  stmie  idle  di 
This  new  toy  and  faseinatioa, 
Thiii  new  «lalluuioe  and  delight! 
To  thr  pirden  where 
Kpiiiu'thens  crowned  with 
To  the  dour  that  never  cJ 
I'lMin  plfasure  and 
Hring  this  rision  of  tha  aighC  I 


IV 

T!IF.   AIK 

iir.HMrs  'rftv^img  in  Of, 

As  lonrU  H!»  ihf  tctwrr  that  ha  i 
As  Arm  and  cold  as  are  the 

hull, 
Protnctlii-un  niands.      The 

/■■ii» 
Alone  can  ninvr  him  ;  but  the 
<  )f  Kpiini<lhi'ii«.  burning  at  white 
IlamnitT^  ami  flames  like  all  hii 

fiirijr^  ! 
Niiw  a^  an  armw  fntm  Ilvprtiaa*! 
M\  t-rnml  d^nr,  I  ri%,  1  mmt,  I  so 
Iiilii  Ihf  air,  n'tiiniiiig  t<>  tl|yn 
4 }  jiiy  4if  iiintiiin  !  i  >  lirhght  to 
Mh*    iiiltiiitr    rraliiii    of 

flbi-r, 
llinMi^li  thr  warm  sunUii 

I'hiinl. 
Mv«tlf  a«  li^ht  a«  nu 

W  iih  tiiir  luuch  cif  my  awifl 
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le  solid  earth,  and  leave  it  rock- 
he  bough  from  which  a  bird  takes 


HOUSE  OF  EPIMETHEUS 
BPIMETHEUS. 

apparition  I  go  not  hence  I 
•u  art  a  Goddess,  for  thj  yoice 
ial  melody,  and  thy  form 
1  as  if  it  floated  on  the  air  ! 

PANDORA. 

ss  am  I,  nor  of  heavenly  birth, 
e  woman  fashioned  out  of  clay 
il  as  the  rest. 

SPIHETHSDS. 

Thy  face  is  fair ; 
wonder  in  thine  azure  eyes 
inates  me.    Thy  whole  presence 
ms 

ire,  a  breathings  thought  of  love, 
i  thy  star  like  Merope's  grow  dim 
ouldst  wed  beneath  thee  ? 

PANDORA. 

Ask  me  not ; 
nswer  thee.     I  only  know 
have  sent  me  hither. 

EPIMETHEUS. 

I  believe, 
believing  am  most  fortunate. 
;  Hermes  led  thee  here,  but  Eros, 
er  than  his  arrows  were  thine  eyes 
,ng  me.  There  was  no  moment's 
xje 

ny  seeing  thee  and  loving  thee, 
a  telltale  face  thou  hast  I     Again 
t^onder  in  thy  tender  eyes. 

PANDORA. 

»ut  answer  to  the  love  in  thine, 
tly  I  wonder  thou  shouldst  love 

• 

vrest  me  not. 

EPIMRTHECS. 

Perhaps  1  know  thee  better 
I   known   thee   longer.     Yet  it 
ms 


That  I  have  always  known  thee,  and  bat 

now 
Ebtve  found  thee.    Ah,  I  have  been  waiting 

long. 

PA2n>ORA. 

How  beautiful  is  this  house  t    The  atmoft-> 

phere 
Breathes  rest  and  comfort,  and  the  manj 

chambers 
Seem  full  of  welcomes. 

EPIBfBTHBCTB. 

The^  not  only  seem, 
Buttrnlyare.    This  dwelling  and  iU  maa- 

ter 
Belong  to  thee. 

PANDORA. 

Here  let  me  stay  forever ! 
There  is  a  spell  upon  me. 


KPDIETHKUS. 

Then  thyself 
Art  the  enchantress,  and  I  feel  thy  power 
Envelop  me,  and  wrap  my  soul  and  sense 
In  an  Elysian  dream. 

PANDORA. 

Oh,  let  me  stay. 
How  beautiful  are  all  things  round  aboat 

me. 
Multiplied  by  the  mirrors  on  the  walls  I 
What  treasures  hast  thou  here  I   Ton  oaken 

chest, 
Carven  with  figures   and   embossed  with 

«)ld, 
Is  wonderful  to  look  upon  I    What  choice 
And  precious  things  dost  thou  keep  hidden 

in  it? 


I  know  not.    ^T  is  a  mystery. 

PANDORA. 

Lifted  the  lid  ? 


Hast  thou  never 


EPIMETHEUS. 

The  oracle  forbids. 
Safely  concealed  there  from  all  mortal  eyes 
Forever  sleeps  the  secret  of  the  Gods. 
Seek  not  to  know  what  they  have  hidden 

from  thee. 
Till  they  themselves  reveal  it. 
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rAHDOBA. 


At  thoa  wilt. 


KnMrrRn*a. 

IM  as  go  forth  from  this  niyiterioui  plaee. 
Tho  gMdcD  walks   atb   pleasant   at   this 

hour ; 
The    nightingales    among    the    sheltering 

houghs 
Of  populouto  aotl  manjr-oested  trees 
Shsil  trmch  me  how  to  woo  thee,  and  shall 

tflU  me 
Br  what  resistless  cliarms  or  incantations 
Tmy  won  their  mates. 

rANDonA. 
Thou  dust  not  need  a  teacher. 

Tkrygotmt. 

CBont-s  or  thb  ariuxipna. 

What  the  Immortals 
Cuntide  to  thy 
Trll  unto  no  man  ; 
Waking  or  sle«>ping. 
Closed  tie  thj  portals 
To  friend  as  to  foeman. 

Silrnce  c^oDreaN  it  ; 
The  won!  titat  it  iiMiken 
BrtrsTs  and  reTeau  it ; 
Br  breath  or  bjr  t4»k<*n 
The  charm  maj  be  broken. 

With  shafts  of  their  splendors 
The  (tods  uaforgiring 
Punur  the  (iffendrm. 
The  dfl»ail  and  the  liTing  I 
Flirt une  forsakm  them, 
N<ir  rarth  Bhall  abidr  them, 
Nfif  Tartania  hi«ir  ihrm  ; 
Swift  wrath  orertake*  them. 

Witli  «i «•■!••««  rndravor, 
Kofi- \  I  r,  (i»rf%i'r. 
1%  >i%\  {itiii*  riillin^ 
liii  •i>»iif  up  tlH<  mountain  I 
Iiiiin«r«i  •!  tn  (hf  fnuntain, 
'I'.iiital'i*  ta«lr«  nut 
I1ir  m^'rr  that  wantr«  not  I 
T)irtiii:;li  aifi'«  inrnra^ing 
Thr  |«iiii:«  lliat  aAlirt  him, 
«^  ith  n>ii(ii<ii  iiiii'raiing 
Thr  nklif*  I  of  Itiiift 
bhall  ttirtuiv  iis  %k-tau  I 


VI 
IN  THE  GARDES! 


Yon  snow-white  elood  Ihnt  nib 

ether 
Is  bat  the  sovereign  Zena»  wkn  Kki  e  P 
Flies  to  fairHmkled  Ledn  I 


Or 


Izkm's  cloud,  the  shadowy 
That  bore  the  Centanra. 


el  ft 


Thedi 


CRoars  or 

Gentl J  swaying  to 
Rocked  b j  aU  the 

Bright  with  snnshL 

Dark  with  shadow  ffroa 
Beak  to  beak  and 
In  the  cradle  of  tlMir 
Lie  the  fledglings  el  ov 


I! 


Ilarkt  listen  I    H 

head 
The  feathered  flnte-plnjnnpipe 

of  lore. 
And  Echo  answers*  love  aad  oaly 


I  or 

Rverr  flutter  of  the 
F.Terr  note  of  song 
Fverr  murmar. 
Is  of  lore  and  lore 


Who  wouM  not  lore,  if  lori^f 
Changed  like  Callislo  to  a  ainr  te 


Ah.  who  woold  lore,  if  lori 
Like     .Srmrle 
? 
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KPIMBTHEU8. 

)we8t  thou  these  stories  ? 

PAiaX)BA. 

Hermes  taught  me  ; 
all  the  history  of  the  wda, 

CHOBUS   OF    REEDS. 

ire  a  sound  shall  be 
reeds  of  Arcadj, 
ire  a  low  lament 
ist  and  dbcontent, 
story  is  retold 
Qymph  so  coy  and  cold, 
ith  frightened  feet  outran 
rauing  steps  of  Pan. 

EPIMETHEUS. 

»f  Pan  out  of  these  reeds  is 

he  plays  upon  it  to  the  shep- 

im,  so  mournful  is  the  sound, 
coy  and  cold  as  Syrinx  was. 

PANDORA. 

Pan  be  rude  and  mannerless. 

»ROMr.THEUS  (without). 
etheus ! 

EPIMETHEUS. 

*T  is  my  brother's  voice  ; 
(welcome  and  inopportune 
braying  of  Silenus'  ass, 
in  Cybele's  garden. 

PANDORA. 

Let  me  go. 
t  be  found  here.  I  would  not 
im. 

;  escapes  among  the  trees. 

mORUS    OF    DRYADES. 

a  and  hide  thee, 

x)o  late, 

ese  thickets  intricate  ; 

Prometheus 

.nd  chide  thee, 

some  hurt 

irm  betide  thee, 

9  and  bide  thee  1 


PBOMBTHBUS  (entering). 

Who  was  it  fled  from  here?    I 

shape 
Flitting  among  the  trees. 


saw  a 


It  was  Pandoia 


PBOXBTHEUS. 


O  Epimetheus  !     Is  it  then  in  vain 

That  I  have  warned  thee?    Let  me  now 

implore. 
Thou  harl)orest  in  thy  house  a  dangerous 

guest. 


EPIMETHEUS. 

Whom  the  Gods  love  they  honor  with  sooh 
guests. 


PB0METHEX7B. 


Whom  the  €rods  would  destroy  they  first 
make  mad. 


EPIMETHEUS. 

Shall  I  refuse  the  gifts  they  send  to  me  ? 

PBOMETHEUS. 

Reject  all   gifts  that  come  from  higher 
powers. 

EPIMETHEUS. 

Such  gifts  as  this  are  not  to  be  rejected. 

PROMETHEUS. 

Make  not  thyself  the  slave  of  any  woman. 

EPIMETHEUS. 

Make  not  thyself  the  judge  of  any  man. 

PROMETHEUS. 

I  judge  thee  not ;  for  thou  art  more  than 

man  ; 
Thou  art  descended  from  Titanic  race, 
And  hast  a  Titan's  strength  and  faculties 
That  make  thee  godlike  ;  and  thou  sittest 

here 
Like  Heracles  spinning  Omphale's  flax, 
And  beaten  with  her  sandals. 

EPIMETHEUS. 

O  my  brother  I 
Thou  drivest  me  to  madness  with  thy  taunts. 
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X«jr ;  hecante  I  eaimoi. 

rmoHKTHBra. 
Aiaert  thTielf  ;  risr  up  to  tbr  full  height ; 


rwiMKTHBt'a. 

And  OM  thoo  driTeat  to  madiwn  with  thy 

folhrs. 

Com*  with  me  to  mj  tower  on  Caueasos  :     ' 
bee  there  mj  forge*  in  the  roaring  caTemi, 
Beneficent  to  man,  ami  taste  the  joj  , 

That  ipringt  from  labor.     RcM  with  me  ! 

the  ttan. 
And  learn  the  virtues  that  lie  hidden  in 

And  all  things  that  are  useful. 

anxBTUBi's. 

• 

O  mj  brother  ! 
I  am  not  as  thou  art.     Thou  dost  inherit 
Onr  father's  strength,  and  I  our  mother's 

weakness : 
The  softness  of  the  Oceanides, 
The  yielding  nature  that  cannot  resist. 

rROMRTHBt'B. 

Because  thou  wilt  not. 


Shake  from  thy  soul  tbe»r  Jrvanis  effemi- 
nate, 

The«e  passions  bom  of  indolrnee  and  ease. 

Resolve,  and  thou  art  frv>e.  But  breathe 
the  air 

Of  mountains,  and  their  unapproachable 
■ummits 

Will  lift  thet*  to  the  level  of  themselrca. 

KMMrTHKt'll. 

The  rt«ir  of  forpsts  ami  of  waterfalls, 
Tli«*  niUiinf;  of  a  nii|;btT  wimi,  with  loud 
And  iimli»tiugiiiAbable  voices  calling, 
Ar«  in  my  ear  ! 

rmiMrrHri's. 

Oh,  listen  and  obev. 

BriMrmciB. 
Thun  leadrst  me  a«  a  child.     I  follow  thee. 

(H'-KI  S    or  itHRApn 

Centunr*  old  are  tlie  iniMiiitain«: 
'pjeir  forrbraUft  vriiikled  and  nfted 


Helios  crowns  by  «laT, 
Pallid  2)elene  by  aig&t  i 
From  their  bosoms  upComed 
The  snows  are  driven  ani  drill 
Like  Tithonns'  beard 
btreaming  dishevelled  and  vhi 


Thunder  and  tempest  of  wind 
Their  trumpets  blow  in  the  vm 
Iluuitomii  of  mist  and  lain. 
Cloud  and  the  shadow  of  clomi 
Pass  and  repass  bv  the  gates 
Of  their  itiacceftsible  lastaaM  ; 
Kver  unmoved  they  stand* 
Solemn,  eternal,  aad  praad. 

VOICES  or 

Flooded  by  rain  and 
In  tlieir  ineihaastible 
Swi>llen  by  affluent  sti 
Hurrying  onwanl  and  hnrJad 
Headlong  over  the  cragi» 
The  impetuous  watrr-eoniwi 
Uimb  ami  roar  and  plunge 
Down  to  the  nethermost  worlA 

Say,  have  the  solid  racks 
Into  streams  of  silver  beta  md 
Flowing  over  the  plains^ 
Spreading  to  lakes  in  the  fields 
( Ir  have  the  mountains*  the  gia 
The  i(*e-hr lined,  the  forest-bell 
Scattered  their  arms  abraad  ; 
Hung  in  the  meadows  tketr  ski 

vmCBS  or  TKB   WIXHL 

High  on  their  t arreted  cliffs 
Tliat  bulu  of  thunder  have  ska 
.^^torm-windii  muster  and  blav 
Truiii|M*t«  of  terrible 
Then  fnim  tlie  gateways 
Ami  U'fnrr  thrm  ranted 
Siillrn  the  rioud-rsck  ffisi^ 
Pal«*  with  the  pallor  of 


Onwsnl  the  hurricane  ride^ 
Ami  ric«*  for  shelter  the  slirpke 
White  are  the  frightened  leavn 
Harveitn  with  terror  are  while 
l*;inic  M*ite«  the  herds* 
Ami  even  the  lions  and  tfnpaid 
I'rtiwlini*  no  hmger  for  pray, 
C* touch  m  their  e 
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JEa  OF  THX  FORESTS. 

be  mountains  around 
e  forests  are  standing, 
their  crested  helms, 
ir  armor  of  leaves  ; 
the  breath  of  freedom 
1  subsidine^,  expanding, 
le  ocean  smks, 
le  ocean  upheaves. 

n  on  the  rock, 
eads  stem  and  defiant, 
shout  to  the  winds, 
)  tempest  they  call  ; 
;  Olympian  thunders, 
d  Titan  and  Giant, 
iproot  and  overthrow, 
8  earth  with  their  fall. 

rORUS  OF  OREADBS. 

he  Voices  Three 

ad  forests  and  fountains, 

arth  and  of  air, 

id  rushing  of  streams, 

^ether  one  sound, 

dous  voice  of  the  mountains, 

3  sluggard  that  sleeps, 

3  dreamer  of  dreams. 

he  Voices  Three, 
of  endless  endeavor, 
idurance  and  strength, 
id  fulness  of  fame, 
bout  the  world, 
ion  forever, 
5  hearts  of  men, 
eir  end  and  their  aim. 


VII 
DUSE  OF  EPIMETHEUS 

PANDORA. 

f  I  wander  as  I  will, 

fancy  leads   me,  through  this 

isk  a  dwelling  more  complete 
d  the  Goddess  that  he  deems 

>f  Olympus,  framed  to  be 
•n  of  the  Immortal  Gods, 
beautiful.     And  this  is  mine, 
\n  this,  the  love  wherewith  he 
s  me. 


As  if  impelled  by  powers  invisible 
And  irresistible,  my  steps  return 
Unto  this  spacious  halL    All  corridors 
And  passages  lead  hither,  and  all  doors 
But  open  into  it.    Yon  mysterious  chest 
Attracts    and    fascinates    me.     Would    I 

knew 
What  there  lies  hidden  I    But  the  oracle 
Forbids.    Ah    me  1    The    secret    then    is 

safe. 
So  would  it  be  if  it  were  in  my  keeping. 
A    crowd    of    shadowy    faces    from    the 

mirrors 
That  line  these  walls  are  watching  me.    1 

dare  not 
Lift  up  the  lid.    A  hundred  times  the  act 
Would  be  repeated,  and  the  secret  seen 
By  twice  a  hundred  incorporeal  eyes. 
She  uxiUcs  to  the  other  siae  ^  the  hall. 
My  feet  are  weary,  wandering  to  and  fro. 
My  eyes  with  seeing  and  my  heart  with 

waiting. 
I  will  lie  here  and  rest  till  he  returns. 
Who  is  my  dawn,  my  day,  my  Helios. 

Throwt  herself  upon  a  couch,  and  fails  asleep, 

ZSPHTBUS. 

Come  from  thy  caverns  dark  and  deep, 
O  son  of  Erebus  and  Night ; 
All  sense  of  hearing  and  of  sight 
Enfold  in  the  serene  delight 
And  quietude  of  sleep  I 

Set  all  thy  silent  sentinels 
To  bar  and  g^uard  the  Ivory  Gate, 
And  keep  the  evil  dreams  of  fate 
And  falsehood  and  infernal  hate 
Imprisoned  in  their  cells. 

But  open  wide  the  Gate  of  Horn, 
Whence,  beautiful  as  planets,  rise 
The  dreams  of  truth,  with  starry  eyes, 
And  all  the  wondrous  prophecies 
And  visions  of  the  mom. 

CHORUS  OF  DREABfS   FROM   THB  lYORT   OATB. 

Ye  sentinels  of  sleep, 

It  is  in  vain  ye  keep 
Your  drowsy  watch  before  the  Ivory  Gate  ; 

Though  closed  the  portal  seems. 

The  airy  feet  of  dreams 
Ye  cannot  thus  in  walls  incarcerate. 

We  phantoms  are  and  dreams 
Bom  by  Tartarean  streams. 
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JU  minbtort  of  Um  infernal  powmt ; 

O  too  oi  Erebus 

And  Nii^t,  beliold  I  we  thu 
Elude  jour  watchf  ol  warden  oo  the 


I 


I 


FroiD  flooa  J  Tsrtamt 

Tbe  Faiee  have  toiniiKNied  oa 
To  whisper  in  her  ear,  who  lies  aaleepi 

A  tale  to  fan  the  fire 

Of  her  insane  deairr 
Tb  know  a  teeret  that   the   Godi  woold 
keep. 

Thie  iiaseion,  in  their  ire. 
The  Gods  themselves  inspire, 

T\b  ^ei  mankind  with  evib  manifold, 
80  that  disease  and  pain 
O'er  the  whole  earth  maj  reign. 

And  neTermore  return  the  Age  of  Gold. 

rAXDOBA  {wakimg}. 

A  Toiee  said  in  mj  sleep  :  **  Do  not  delaj  : 
Do  not  delaT  ;  the  ffolden  moments  fly  ! 
The  oracle  Luh  f oroidden  ;  jet  not  thee 
Doth  it  forbid,  but  Epimetheus  onlj  I  ** 
I  am  alooe.  These  fares  in  the  mirrors 
Are  but  the  shadows  and  phantoms  of  niv- 

Thiey  cannot  help  nor  hinder.     No  one  sees 


ollh 


Shall  alBiet  and 
All  into  the  air 
From  the  ehamban 
Onl/Uopa 


VIII 
IN  THE  GARDE 


The  storm  is  past,  b«t  k  kal 

it 
Ruin  and  dittftliittiT«     All  the 
Are  strewn  with  shaUcrsd  boa| 

are  silent ; 
The  flowers,  downtroddea  bj 

dead; 
The  swollen  rivnlet  sobs  with 
The  melancholy  reeds  whispei 
As  if  some  dreadful  daad  hi 

mittcd 
They  dare  not  aaoWt  aad  ; 

heavy 
With  an  unspoken  sorrow  I 
Koreshadowings  of  soase  tarn 
Oppress  my  neart.    Ye  God 

omen  I 


Save   the   all-eering  Gods,  who,  knowing 

good 
And  knowing  evil,  have  created  me 
6«eh  as  I  am,  and  filled  me  with  desire 
Of  knowing  good  and  evil  like  themselves. 

Sk^  apf>roarkf»  tkf  thfM, 
I  hesitate  no  longer.     Weal  or  woe. 
Or  life  or  death,  the  SBotnent  shall  decide*. 


rAKOOftA, 

O  Epimetheus,  I  no  longuf  di 
.  To  lift  mine  eyes  to  tkiaa, 

voice, 
I  lieing  00  loogrr  worthy  ol  Ik; 


What  bast  thou  done  ? 


fU^  iift§  tkf  lid.  A  dtntf  mitt  ri»f»  from  tkf 
tktm,  cmj  AUb  ike  roMM.  pANnonA  falU 
emif^fw  9m  lAr  /foor.     Siorm  wuAouf. 


Forgive  mm  nol 


«  or  DnBAMs  moM  ma  oatc  09  aoay. 
Yr«,  the  moment  shall  divide  ! 
It  alrmdv  bath  decided  ; 
And  tht*  secrrt  once  confided 
To  thr  keeping  of  thr  Titan 
Now  it  living  far  and  wide, 
Wbuprrr<|,  tolil  on  rvrrv  side. 
To  dtM|uirt  and  to  frighten. 


y^wtr  c»f  the  br«rt  and  brsin. 
Sorrow,  prstilenc«,  and  pain, 
kionns  01  anguish,  maniac  laughter. 
All  tha  evils  that  hereafur 


in 
What  hast  thou  done  f 


I  pray  for  daall 


RTtM 

What  hast  thou  doM  r 

rAnnoftA 
I 


Thy  pallor  and  thy 
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PAia>OBA« 

rought  wrath  and  rain  on  thy 
se  I 

hath  braved    the  oracle  that 
rded 

lecret  from  as,  and  my  hand 
lid  of  the  mysterioas  cheat  I 

EPDlBTHEnS. 

\  lost !    I  am  indeed  undone. 

PA2aX>RA. 

punishment,  and  not  for  pardon. 

EPTMBTHSUS. 

e  fault,  not  thine.    On  me  shall 

uice  of  the  Gods,  for  I  betrayed 
it  when,  in  evil  hour,  I  said 
cret ;  when,  in  evil  hour, 
here  alone  to  this  temptation, 
leave  thee  ? 

PAia>ORA. 

Why  didst  thou  return  ? 
sence  would  have  been  to  me 
;est    punishment.    To    be    left 
e 

o  face  with  my  own  crime,  had 
1 

ation.     Upon  me,  ye  Gods, 
r  vengeance  fall  I 

EPIMSTHEUS. 

On  thee  and  me. 
ve  thee  less  for  what  is  done, 
t  be  undone.    Thy  very  weak- 

fht  thee  nearer  to  me,  and  hence- 

\i 

U  have  a  sense  of  pity  in  it, 

less  a  worship  than  before. 

PANDORA. 

t  ;  pity  is  degradation, 
id  kill  me. 

EPIMETHEU8. 

Beautiful  Pandora  I 
Goddess  still  t 

PAiaXDRA. 

I  am  a  woman  ; 
mrg^nt  demon  in  my  nature. 


That  made  me  brave  the  oracle,  revolts 
At  pity  and  compassion.    Let  me  die  ; 
What  else  remams  for  me  ? 

EPDCETHEUS. 

Youth,  hope,  and  love  ; 
To  buUd  a  new  life  on  a  ruined  life, 
To  make  the  future  fairer  than  the  past, 
And  make  the  past    appear  a    troabled 

dream. 
Even  now  in  passing  through  the  garden 

walks 
Upon  the  eround  I  saw  a  fallen  nest 
Ruined  and  full  of  rain  ;  and  over  me 
Beheld  the  uncomplaining  birds  already 
Busy  in  building  a  new  habitation. 

PA2aX>BA. 

Auspicioos  omen  I 

EPIMETHEUS. 

May  the  Eumenides 
Put  out  their  torches  and  behold  as  not, 
And  fling  away  their  whips  of  scorpions 
And  touch  us  not. 

PAKDOBA. 

Me  let  them  panish. 
Only  through  ponishment  of  our  evil  deedsy 
Only  through  suffering,  are  we  reconciled 
To  the  immortal  Gods  and  to  ourselves. 

CHORUS  OF  THE  EUMSNIDBS. 

Never  shall  souls  like  these 

Escape  the  Eumenides, 
The  daughters  dark  of  Acheron  and  Night  1 

Unquenched  our  torches  glare, 

Our  scourges  in  the  air 
Send  forth  prophetic  sounds  before  they 
smite. 

Never  by  lapse  of  time 

The  soul  detaced  by  crime 
Into  its  former  self  returns  again  ; 

For  every  g^lty  deed 

Holds  in  itself  the  seed 
Of  retribution  and  undying  pain. 

Never  shall  be  the  loss 

Restored,  till  Helios 
Hathpurified  them  with  his  heavenly  fires  ; 

Then  what  was  lost  is  won, 

And  the  new  life  begun. 
Kindled  with  nobler  passions  and  desires. 
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**Om  MoraiM  In  tte  •vrimg  of  IW7."  writ<^  Mr. 
T.  B.  AMnt  h,  "  Mr.  l^iicfrlkm  runo  U>  lt«»  lilllii  Ifwu* 
In  Pito  kBfjr  MrPf I  J-MU«i).«brr»«*  had  •riupUuuM*- 
k«vpiiif  la  Uw  hfbl  i>(  Kirbmivymuun.  As  •••  liugrrnl 
m  mmptit  al  tii*  dininf-ruum  d»vr,  Mr.  L«Hiic(i*lkjw 
liurmi^  lu  urn  mM.  *  Alt.  Mr.  Aldnrta.  juur  M&*il  n»und 
tobto  will  im4  alvAjs  W  tlovil.  H>  *»l  bjF  ju«i  «til 
fifcl  mmm  >iiuiig  iam^  rluttrnnn  abuut  il ,  m  ]f«m«  go 
cMi,  l«ftf  aft^r  M*f  «iU  Iw  Ad'lMi  until  th«  buip  rirtbr* 
whMi  lb*  ytmnff  gui>ata  •.!!  IaAii  ttighl.  oum  bjr  oof,  lo 
bulM  MMto  of  tbrir  o«ti  rlM>tt|M-r*.  (ir*>liMlIy  Um>  lt>iHI 
toMa  wiU  •iiriiik  to  •  iirvls  affain,  lr««iiig  t«u  nM  pM.>- 

Bl  iKUac  Itefv  akNM  luffvChrr      Tliia  ii  tli*  atorr  ••( 
#,  Um  awMt  mmI  pOlMtK-  iwrm  ol  tha  flfMnlr.     ll^a 
•■kdllofit     1  gi««  tba  klM  Itf  yuii. '    im^mni  muuthm 


I 

The  lifrhCt  are  oat,  aimI  gone  an*  all  Uie 

pirAtA 
That  thnnipni^  cam«  with  lurrniui'iit  and 

lo  ot'leliratr  Clu*  Ilanpnf;  nf  th»  Crane 
In   tbr    nrw   bou»r,  —  into   the    mg}ii   are 

But  »till  the  fire  ii|Min  the  hearth  bums  on, 
Anil  1  alune  remain. 

O  fortunate,  O  happr  Hat, 
Whi  n  a  iii'w  III iii«i' hold  tunU  it 4  place 
Anitini;  the  in\  HhiI  hmiM-^  i>f  i-arth, 
Likf  H  III'W  otar  jii^t  »pruii);  tf>  hirth. 
Anil  riilliil  nn  it%  hnniinniuu!!  way 
Iuti>  the  bound lf^'«  rt'ttlniA  of  ii|iaee  I 

So  Miiil  the  fpie^tA  in  ii|MHTh  And  Ming, 
Aa  ill  the  rhininry,  biiniiii^  hri^ht, 
M'v  hiiiii;  thr  tnm  enni*  ti^-night. 
And  niiTry  waa  the  fraat  and  long. 


II 

And   now  I   nit   and    mute   on  what   mav 

AihI  in  my  ri«ion  »re,  or  iirrm  to  nee, 

ritxiiii;;h  lliNitinf;  va|Mirn  iiitrrfii««-d  with 

^^)M|••-«  iii'li  trrii  iiiAtr,  th.tl  ^l>-illi  .iliil  f^ilr. 
At  «liiiii«^  pi<->  i.^  I*  !••  •!«-•  |M  r  «h.i<lt* 

.^:   .k    -lll'l   I  Ill')«     the    «:;^iit 

f«ir  tfiii  »Ii>n«-.  t}.    ri*  :ll  tlir  h.ltl, 
I«  «prrii{  iKi'  r.ir  !•    ro-iml  ;trii|  tm:!!!  ; 
I  |m'Ii  sill-  ip-'t.^litil  «i!it-r  •itiitf 
llir  rii'iunj   1jiii:|**.   »■  i!,  Ui'»rr  ilitiUr, 
VWr  light  tif  lij«r  •hiiii  •  iiirr  »11  ; 


ftflanrard.  I 

which  he  rtyrmmA  i 

had  «lo«M>  not  hit  m 

pKuliarljr  aiUplad  lo  hu  ■»! 

vt  It  fr««  TA^  iiamftmg  oj  t\a 

purm  «M  writlrn  itu««  imM  •!•»■■* 

Ill 'It  WM  In  thr  .\>w-  l'«ri  i^prr. 


L«iiiCfelk>w**  oU  fnwi,  Mr 
purm,  and  «iS«rpd  to  iBrura  tt  lav 
thr  pmpnaCor  of  thr  i^frr,  •* 
to   Mr.  LauffrUow,  *•  bv  your  k 
aiiil   iiauiiloil    b>    thr    idr*  i4 
yiHit  DuUr  rhanijr  fiwd."    Mr 
tlMi  auB  of  thMa 


Of  lore,  that  Mrt  not  mitt 
Hut  ours,  for  our»  is  thine 


Ther  want  no  gueita,  to 
Thrir  tender  glaneea  like  a 
And  tell  them  tales  of  land 
And  whatAoerer  mar  betide 
The  great,  forgotten  world  oei 
They  want  no  guesta  ;  they 

he 
Each  other's  own  beat  cocDpaaj, 


III 

'Ilie  picture  fades  ;  as  at  a  tiIUm  Iw 
A  tkhownian*!!  \iewii,  diMtiUing  taietf. 
Again  aii|M'ar  trans Hgiirrd  oa  tks  km 
So  in  m?  f anrv  thi*  ;    and  n««w  ottce  ■■ 
In   part    tranKtigurrd,   througb    lbs  • 
door 
Ap|iears  the  selfsame 


SMtrd,  I  see  the  two  agaia« 
Hut  not  alone  ;  they  entertai 
A  little  angrl  unaware, 
Wr.h  fan*  an  riund  as  is  tbe 
.V  n>yal  gur^t  with  riaxen  bair. 
WKii.  throiMil  upon  hi*  lofty 
1>niii!«  on  the  table  with  hii  sne» 
'nifii  tln>|i«  it  r«rrlrsa  iiq  tbr  flasr, 
Tti  cmop  at  things  uiuera  brlon. 

\rr  ihrM*  rrli-«tial  manfien  ?  tbr«t 
Thr  w  i\«  thai  win,  thr  arts  that  pbi 
.\h  >t^  ;  (•••ii«idrr  Wrll  tlie  gmtt, 
Ainl  «  Il  tt «•«■*!* r  Im*  dura  srrna  brti 
Iff  riili'.h  hv  thr  nghl  dirine 

(  )t  hfl|>lf««lir««.  Ml  latelT  laiffB 

In  piirfili*  rhanilnTs  of  tbe 
Aa  Miirr^-igii  iivrr  ibee 
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saketh  not ;  and  yet  there  lies 
rersation  in  his  eyes  ; 
>lden  silence  of  the  Greek, 
:tivest  wisdom  of  the  wise, 
token  in  language,  hut  in  looks 
legible  than  printed  books, 
le  could  but  would  not  speak. 
3w,  O  monarch  absolute, 
)wer  is  put  to  proof  ;  for,  lo  I 
less,  fathomless,  and  slow, 
irse  comes  rustling  like  the  sea, 
ushes  back  thy  chair  and  thee, 
)  good  night  to  King  Canute. 

IV 

10  walking  in  a  forest  sees 
landscape    through    the  parted 
es, 

ies  it  not,  for  boughs  that  inter- 
le; 

see  the  moon  sometimes  revealed 
drifting  clouds,  and  then  again 
icealed, 
behold  the  scene. 

are  two  guests  at  table  now ; 
ng,  deposed  and  older  grown, 
iger  occupies  the  throne,  — 
own  is  on  his  sister*s  brow  ; 
tcess  from  the  Fairy  Isles, 
;ry  pattern  girl  of  girls, 
irered  and  embowered  in  curls, 
in  ted  from  the  Isle  of  Flowers, 
tiling  with  soft,  silken  sails 
far-off  Dreamland  into  ours, 
their  bowls  with  rims  of  blue 
,zure  eyes  of  deeper  hue 
oking,  dreamy  with  delight ; 
i  as  planets  that  emerge 
the  ocean's  rounded  verge, 
lining  through  the  summer  night, 
ast  they  gaze,  yet  nothing  see 
d  the  horizon  of  their  bowls  ; 
ire  they  for  the  world  that  rolls 
ill  its  freight  of  troubled  souls 
le  days  that  are  to  be. 


e    tossing   boughs   shut   out   the 
ne, 

drifting  vapors  intervene, 
e   moon's   pallid  disk  is   hidden 
te; 


And  now  I  see  the  table  wider  grown, 
As  round  a  pebble  into  water  thrown 
Dilates  a  ring  of  light 

I  see  the  table  wider  grown, 

I  see  it  garlanded  with  guests, 

As  if  fair  Ariadne's  Crown 

Out  of  the  sky  had  fallen  down  ; 

Maidens  within  whose  tender  breasts 

A  thousand  restless  hopes  and  fears. 

Forth  reaching  to  the  coming  years, 

Flutter  awhile,  then  quiet  lie. 

Like  timid  birds  that  fain  would  fly. 

But  do  not  dare  to  leave  their  nests ; — 

And  youths,  who  in  their  strength  elate 

Challenge  the  van  and  front  of  fate, 

Eager  as  champions  to  be 

In  the  divine  knight-errantry 

Of  youth,  that  travels  sea  and  land 

Seeking  adventures,  or  pursues. 

Through  cities,  and  through  solitudes 

Frequented  by  the  lyric  Muse, 

The  phantom  with  the  beckoning  hand. 

That  still  allures  and  still  eludes. 

O  sweet  illusions  of  the  brain  I 

0  sudden  thrills  of  fire  and  frost ! 
The  world  is  bright  while  ye  remain, 
And  dark  and  dead  when  ye  are  lost  I 

VI 

The  meadow-brook,  that  seemeth  to  stand 

still. 
Quickens  its  current  as  it  nears  the  mill ; 
And  so  the  stream  of  Time  that  lingeiv 
eth 
In  level  places,  and  so  dull  appears. 
Runs  with  a  swifter  current  as  it  nears 
The  gloomy  mills  of  Death. 

^nd  now,  like  the  magician's  scroll. 
That  in  the  owner's  keeping  shrinks 
With  every  wish  he  speaks  or  thinks, 
Till  the  last  wish  consumes  the  whole. 
The  table  dwindles,  and  ag^ain 

1  see  the  two  alone  remain. 

The  crown  of  stars  is  broken  in  parts  ; 
Its  jewels,  brighter  than  the  day. 
Have  one  by  one  been  stolen  away 
To  shine  in  other  homes  and  hearts. 
One  is  a  wanderer  now  afar 
In  Ceylon  or  in  Zanzibar, 
Or  sunny  regions  of  Cathay  ; 
And  one  is  in  the  boisterous  camp 
Mid  clink  of  arms  and  horses'  tramp. 
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And  kMittlr't  trrnble  arrm?. 

I  Mr9  thr  palieut  moth«*r  n*ad. 

With  aching  lH*art,  of  wrecks  that  float 

Disabled  on  thosr  lean  remote, 

Or  of  ■oiiir  frrrat  h«'rt>ic  deed 

On  hattle-Hrid*,  whrrr  thousandi  bleed 

To  lift  fuie  hiTo  into  faiui*. 

Auiioiu  she  bends  her  fn^%reful  bead 

AboTr  these  ehnmiclrs  uf  |iain. 

And  trembles  with  a  secret  dread 

Lest  tlM*re  among  the  dntwm*d  or 

8be  find  the  one  beloved  name. 


VII 

After  a  dar  of  cloud  and  wind  and  rain 
hooMtimes    tlie    setting    sun    breaks    out 

again. 
And,  touching  all  the  darksome  wood:* 

with  light. 
Smiles  on  the  fields,  until  tbej  laugh  anil 

Then  like  a  ruby  from  the  horison*s  ring 
I>ro|»B  down  into  the  night. 

What  see  I  now  ?     The  night  is  fair, 
Tbe  storm  of  griif,  the  clouds  of  care. 
The  wind,  the  rain,  have  passed  away  ; 


The  lamps  are  lit,  the  firca  ban 
The  houM*  is  full  of  Ufa  and  lid 
It  b  the  (Solden  WeddiBf  day. 
The  guests  come  throafiag  n  o 
Quick  footsteps  soond  nbiii|P  Ibi 
The  trooping  children  erom  lb 
And  in  and  out  and  cvcrjwbtn 
Flashes  along  the  eorridor 
Tlie  sunshine  of  their  goldea  ba 
On  the  rounil  table  in  tbo  ball 
Another  Ariadne's  Crown 
Out  iif  the  sky  hath  fallen  dowi 
More  than  one  Monarch  ol  tbc 
Isi  drumming  with  his  silver  spc 
The  light  of  love  ihinf  over  aK 

O  fortunate.  O  happj  day  t 
The  people  ning,  the  paoplo  aaT* 
The  ancient  bndegruum  and  vm 
Smiling  contented  and  sert— 
I'lKm  the  blithe,  bewildcrisf  act 
lit* hold,  well  pleased,  on  evetr  i 
Their  forms  and  featarea  Buti| 
As  the  reflection  c»f  a  licbl 
ifetween  two  Dumisbed  ourrofv 
Or  lain|is  upon  a  bridge  at  aigh 
Stretch  on  and  on  before  tbo  ai| 
Till  the  long  TiaUi  ei 
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POFM  FOR  THi:  FIKTIKTU  AN- 
MVI  KSAKV  OFTMI  lI.ASS  OK 
1S25  IN   lUlWDOIN  COl.l.FCiK 


TMbpir*  l»KaMtur.  UrilMi|iM , 

Et  fiifiuAl  ttwtt*'  tmnt  rriB'irMilp  <li«ft. 

O^ll*.  /'ojl-rkiia.  Lab.  vl. 

U  rvtoi^r.  K4.  Mr  L««*fff*n-*  wm  ur««>l  la  writ* 
B  ^"vm  Inr  %k^  tif\.w\U  •!  I.  %rtmry  ••!  thm  gt^uatum  (if 
kM  .«-lUe«  •  iM*  U-  *»  \ml\  11-p  ivil  mimmrr  At  flrrt 
W  ■««l  1S«I  to  -'"ill  D  t  aril*  th»  pop»,  t  arvrw 
mum  h*  fr-  tn  •*-••«.  vtAl  |B»fii«,  hut  a  •vl-lm  Ibmiflil 
■Pwt-B  !■>  I.«t*  atr-..  h  fiiii.,  %0f%  lik*il  U^«i  wvibtf  • 
tmpwmamiilAi.  11  •  t  4*»r>ii.'  •  faJi.'»-t«  {ilrttirv,  atwl  iMi 
4af«  Ul*r  >«  n  4««  in  (.!•  ilitrv  \Umi  hr  h*J  f.i>.ih»i|  lh» 
VTttll^        H»  f-  -I  -fill    •r>4r    I  If    iBirfii.  *Hrt  «IibI  «»•  ft 

M-t  «.i'  r**.!  ■*.  i^l  rr  th*  •  .  l.rB'n*  f  Bth»r««l 
I  kw   *.  bI  |1ri.ii*"k   h  •  f«  1*1*  ■■'  ■  a^i'^i  t-f  th*  Mii-i 
,        II'    •tt'vaaial    Ilia   rvt-rf  «|j«b   Lm   fimn-l  IhM 
jtl-1  r«*f  t  •  |«wm  fr    II.  ILv  |'ji|»l.  uwl  »»t\.  "  l«l 

w  tmttwif  '• 

■*0  C*  •  «  %n.  wr  «hn  arv  aUmt  in  ihr 
Salute  yuu  !  "  was  thr  glailuiturs*  cry 


In  thr  arena,  »tamling  face  to  fan 
With  death  and  with  the  ~~ 

( >  ye  familiar  scenes,  —  ya 
That  oiiot*  were  miaa 

miiir. — 
TlitHi  ri\rr,  widening  tbrMigb  tba 

grri'n 
To  tin*  vaiit  sea,  so  near  and  ywC  i 
\r  halU.  in  whiMr  seelosiott  mad  r 
rhaiiloin«i  I  if  fame,  like  e 
Ami  Vaiii«hr<).        wp  nbu 
Nalutr  «iMi  ;    earth   and   air 

Rk%. 
Ami  thr  Imprnal  Sun  tbal 
111*   )u»\rrt>i)'ii   •plrndurs  mptem  | 

ttiwu. 


Ve  do  nut  sn««er  us ! 
Wr  arr  fn'^^iiltrii 
And  calm  ludiHerv 


do  Mil 

IB  ?««r  M 
•  yoUttkci 


1!   TV 

ami  ii 
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Wbether  we  oome  or  go,  or  whence  or 

where. 
What  passing  generations  fill  these  halls, 
What  passing  voices  echo  from  these  walls, 
Ye  heed  not ;  we  are  only  as  the  hlast, 
A  moment  heard,  and  then  forever  past. 

Not  so  the  teachers  who  in  earlier  days 
Led  ovir  bewildered  feet  through  learning's 

maze  ; 
They  answer  us  —  alas !  what  have  I  said  ? 
What  ereeting^  come  there  from  the  voice- 
less dead  ? 
What  salutation,  welcome,  or  reply  ? 
What  pressure  ^m  the  hands  that  lifeless 

lie? 
They  are  no  longer  here  ;  they  all  are  gone 
/  Into  the  land  of  shadows,  —  all  save  one. 
Honor  and  reverence,  and  the  good  repute 
Tliat  follows  faithful  service  as  its  fruit, 
Be  onto  him,  whom  living  we  salute. 

The  great  Italian  poet,  when  he  made 
His    dreadful    journey  to  the  realms  of 

shade. 
Met  there  the  old  instructor  of  his  youth. 
And  cried  in  tones  of  pity  and  of  ruth  : 
^  Oh,  never  from  the  memory  of  my  heart 
Your  dear,  paternal  image  shall  depart. 
Who  while  on  earth,  ere  yet  by  death 

surprised, 
Taught  me  how  mortals  are  immortalized  ; 
How  grateful  am  I  for  that  patient  care 
All  my  life  long  my  language  shall  de- 
To-day  we  make  the  poet's  words  our  own, 
And  utter  them  in  plaintive  undertone  ; 
Nor  to  the  living  only  be  they  said. 
Bat  to  the  other  living  called  the  dead, 
Whose  dear,  paternal  images  appear 
Not  wrapped  in  gloom,  but  robed  in  sun- 

skune  here  ; 
Whose  simple  lives,  complete  and  without 

flaw, 
Were  part  and  parcel  of  g^at  Nature's 

law ; 
Who  said  not  to  their  Lord,  as  if  afraid, 
**^  Here  is  thy  talent  in  a  napkin  laid," 
Bat  labored  in  their  sphere,  as  men  who  live 
In  the  delight  that  work  alone  can  give. 
Peace  be  to  them  ;  eternal  peace  and  rest, 
And  the  fulfilment  of  the  great  behest : 
**  Ye  have  been  faithful  over  a  few  things. 
Over  ten  cities  shall  ye  reign  as  kings.' 


And  ye  who  fill  the  places  we  once  filled. 
And  follow  in  the  furrows  that  we  tilled. 
Young  men,   whose    generous   hearts  ar 

beating  high. 
We  who  are  old,  and  are  about  to  die, 
Salute  you  ;  haU  you  ;  take  your  hands  i 


ours. 


And  crown  you  with  our  welcome  as  wit 
flowers  I 

How  beautiful  is   youth  I  how  bright    \ 

gleams 
With  its  illusions,  aspirations,  dreams  ! 
Book  of  Beginnings,  Story  without  End, 
Each  maid  a  heroine,  and  each  man  a  friend 
Aladdin's  Lamp,  and  Fortunatus'  Purse, 
That  holds  the  treasures  of  the  universe  ! 
All  possibilities  are  in  its  hands. 
No   danger   daunts  it,   and  no  foe  witt 

stands  ; 
In  its  sublime  audacity  of  faith, 
**  Be  thou  removed  I "  it  to  the  mountaii 

saith. 
And  with  ambitious  feet,  secure  and  prouc 
Ascends  the  ladder  leaning  on  the  cloud  1 

As  ancient  Priam  at  the  Scsean  gate 
Sat  on  the  walls  of  Troy  in  regal  state 
With  the  old  men,  too  old  and  weak  t 

.fight. 
Chirping  like  gprasshoppers  in  their    dc 

light 
To  see  the  embattled  hosts,  with  spear  an 

shield. 
Of  Trojans  and  Achaians  in  the  field  ; 
So  from  the  snowy  summits  of  our  years 
We  see  you  in  the  plain,  as  each  appears, 
And  question  of  you  ;  asking,  *'  Who  is  he 
That  towers  above  the  others  ?  Which  ma; 

be 
Atreides,  Menelaus,  Odysseus, 
Ajax  the  great,  or  bold  Idomeneus  ?  " 

Let  him  not  boast  who  puts  his  armor  on 
As  he  who  puts  it  ofiF,  the  battle  done. 
Study  yourselves  ;  and  most  of  all  not 

well 
Wherein  kind  Nature  meant  you  to  excel. 
Not  every  blossom  ripens  into  fruit ; 
Minerva,  the  inventress  of  the  flute. 
Flung  it  aside,  when  she  her  face  snrveyec 
Distorted  in  a  fountain  as  she  played  ; 
The  unlucky   Marsyas   found   it,  and   hi 

fate 
Was  one  to  make  the  bravest  hesitate. 
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Write  on  Tour  doon  the  Mviiig  wise  and 

olci; 
'•Be   bold!  be   bold  I  **  and    everywhere, 

••  lir  bold  ; 
Be  not  too  buhl  f  **     Yet  better  the  eireM 
Thui   the   defect  ;  better  the   more  than 

IcM ; 
Better  like  Hector  in  the  field  to  die. 
Than  like  a  |N*rfuuird  Taris  turn  and  fly. 

And  now,  mj  clajuimat^^  ;  ye  rrmaining  few 
That  nnitiVr  m>t  (he  half  nf  tUvw  wr  kiM*w, 
Ye,  against  whiMr  familiar  iiauirs  not  yet 
The  fatal  astvri^k  i*f  death  is  urt. 
Ye  I  salute  I     The  humloy^*  nf  Time 
Strikes  the    half -century    with   a    solemn 

chime. 
Ami  sumnuHiii  us  to|pether  once  again. 
The  joy  of  meeting  not  unmixed  with  {wiin. 

Where  are  the  others?     Voicet  from  the 

det*p 
CaTeriih   uf  darkness  answer  me  :  **  They 


sleep 


f  •• 


I 


I  name  no  iianirt ;  instinctireW  I  feel 
I-Uch  at  Minn*  well-nrnifuibered  grave  will 

knt*cl. 
And  fr«>m  the  iuscripticm  wipe  the  weedn 

ami  niitH.il, 
For  evrrr  hi*art  U'^t  knoweth  itA  own  Umh. 
1  see  their  M*att4*n*d  gmveatones  gleaming 

«  hite 
Through  the  |kale  dunk  4if  the  impending 

night  ; 
()*er  all  alike  the  im|iartial  <ua<«ft  thn>w4 
lt«  gitldrn  lilies  niini;liM|  with  tlw  niM*  ; 
Wp  gt«c  U»  rswh  a  t<-iidi'r  tlmught,  anil  |iaM 
Out  of  the  grareyanU  with  their  tanglni 

t;ra«v 
I'nio  thf*r  *rrnr«  fmjitenteil  by  our  feet 

When  «i*  wrfv  yimng,  and  life  was  frrnh 

aiwl  fi«r«*«.*t. 

Whst  %hjk\\  I  «ar  to  ymi  ?    What  can  I  say 
lU'tti-r  thin  •ih-iuf  1%  ?     Whrn  I  murrey 
Ilii*  till' III;;  tif  fat-r«  turne«l   t4i  mert    niv 

iiWII, 

Krif-ndly  stid   f^ir.  auil  }rt  Id  me  unknown. 
1  r»n%f ••nnril  tlir   %rrT  lainlscape  sefm%  tti 

It  M  tht-  «anir.  yt  iiiit  thf  ftAme  to  me. 
Si  nianT  irrti.iinr«  i-r«i«tl  ii|mhi  nit  Krain, 
N«  uiaii%  i;liiiot«  ar**  in  lh«-  wiHithtl  plain, 
1    fain    wiMilii    ttrAl    awai,    with    uuiM'lr^a 
tread. 


Ai  from  a  hooM  wbuv  i 
I  cannot  go  ;  —  I  panae  ;  —  1  h 
My  fi*et  reluctant  linger  at  ikm  , 
As  one  who  stmgglee  in  a  trash 
To  speak  and  cannot,  to  mjadf 

Vanish  the  dream  I  Vaaiab  tiM 
Vanish  the  rolling  miata  of  flftj 
Whatever  time  or  space  umj  km 
I  will  not  be  a  stranger  in  tmt  i 
Here  every  doubt,  all  indeckioa 
Hail,  my  companions,  eoauadca, 
friends  I 

Ah  me  !  the  fifty  Tears  since  lai 
.Seem  to  me  fifty  Mio«  hoond  ni 
By   Time,  the '  great   tmnscril 

shelves. 
Wherein  are  written  the  Inatoi 

selvee. 
What  tragedies,  what  rnmediiei 
What  jtiy  ami  grief,  what  inpti 

spair ! 
What  chmnicles  of  triumph  and 
( >f  struggle,  and  temptation,  nm 
What  records  of  regrets,  and  i 

fears! 
What  pages  blotted,  hlifteied  hi 
What  lovely    landscapes  on    i 

shine. 
What  sweet,  angelic  facea,  whnl 
And  holy  images  of  love  and  tn 
I'ndimmed   by  age,  naaoiM  I 

du.it  I 

Whose  hand  shall  dare  to  op 

plore 
These  volumes,  dosed  and  elnsy 

more  ? 
N'ot  mine.  With  rrverentinl  fei 
I  hrar  a  voice  that  cries,  **  Alaa 
Whatrver  liath  been  written  aki 
\t>r  lie  era.<«efl  nor  written  o*er  i 
'IIn*  unwritten  only  stall  belan|p 
Take  IiimhI,  and  |M]nder  well  whs 

As  cliildrrn  frightened  by  n  tki 
Are  rrav^ured  if  some  one  lends 
A  tale  of  wonder,  with  eneknntnM 
Or    wild     ailvrnture,    tknt    dii 

tll<lU|'llt. 

I^t  nir  rn«lt'aTur  with  a  tale  to  i 
The    gutlirring    shadow*  of    tk 

placr. 
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And  Uuiiflh  what  we  all  too  deeply  feel 
Wliolly  to  say,  or  wholly  to  conceal. 

lo  meduBval  Borne,  I  know  not  where, 
There  stood  an  image  with  its  arm  in  air, 
And  on  its  lifted  finger,  shinine  dear, 
A  golden   ring  with  the  device,  "Strike 

here  I " 
Greatly  the  people  wondered,  though  none 

guessed 
^  meaning  that  these  words   but   half 

expressed, 
^ntil  a  learned  clerk,  who  at  noonday 
^ith  downcast  eyes  was  passing  on  his  way, 
^AQsed,  and  observed  the  spot,  and  marked 

it  well, 
vHiereon  the  shadow  of  the  finger  fell ; 
And,  coming  back  at  midnight,  delved,  and 

found 
^  secret  stairway  leading  underground. 
Bo^wii  this  he  passed  into  a  spacious  hall, 
lit  Ysy  a  flaming  jewel  on  the  wall ; 
^o^  opposite,  in  threatening  attitude, 
W'itli  DOW  and  shaft  a  brazen  statue  stood. 
^^Pon  its  forehead,  like  a  coronet, 
^ece  these  mysterious  words  of  menace 

set: 
''T*liat  which  I  am,  I  am  ;  my  fatal  aim 
Noxie  can  escape,  not  even  yon  luminous 
flame!" 

Hidway  the  hall  was  a  fair  table  placed, 
W'ith  cloth  of  gold,  and  golden  cups  en- 
chased 
W'ith  rubies,  and  the  plates  and  knives  were 

^^^  gold  the  bread  and  viands  manifold. 
^^^Qnd  it,  silent,  motionless,  and  sad, 
nr  ere  seated  gallant  knights  in  armor  clad, 
^^  ladies  beautiful  with  plume  and  zone, 
^^   they  were  stone,  their   hearts  within 
-  were  stone  ; 

^^  the  vast  hall  was  filled  in  every  part 
^^th  silent  crowds,  stony  in  face  and  heart. 

p?*^^  at  the  scene,  bewildered  and  amazed, 
^   trembling  clerk  in  speechless  wonder 

Xh         gazed; 
^^ti  from  the  table,  by  his  greed  made 

H  bold. 


AiKi 


Seized  a  goblet  and  a  knife  of  gold, 


suddenly  from  their  seats  the  guests 


j»,  upsprang, 

»l>?^  >aalted  ceiling  with  loud  clamors  rang, 
^^  archer  sped  his  arrow,  at  their  call. 


Shattering  the  lambent  jewel  on  the  wall. 
And  all  was  dark  around  and  overhead  ;  — 
Stark  on  the  floor  the  luckless  clerk  lay 
dead ! 

The  writer  of  this  legend  then  records 
Its  ghostly  application  in  these  words  : 
The  image  is  the  Adversary  old. 
Whose  beokoning  finger  points  to  realms  of 

gold  ; 
Our  lusts  and  passions  are  the  downward 

stair 
That  leads  the  soul  from  a  diviner  air  ; 
The   archer,    Death ;    the   flaming   jewel. 

Life  ; 
Terrestrial  goods,  the  goblet  and  the  knife  ; 
The  knights  and  ladies,  all  whose  flesh  and 

bone 
By  avarice  have  been  hardened  into  stone  ; 
The  clerk,  the  scholar  whom  the  love  of  pelf 
Tempts  from  his  books  and  from  his  nobler 

self. 

The  scholar  and  the  world  I    The  endless 

strife, 
The  discord  in  the  harmonies  of  life  1 
The  love  of  learning,  the  sequestered  nooks, 
And  all  the  sweet  serenity  of  books  ; 
The  market-place,  the  eager  love  of  gain. 
Whose  aim  is  vanity,  and  whose  end  is  pain  t 

But  why,  you  ask  me,  should  this  tale  be 

told 
To  men  grown  old,  or  who  are  g^wing  old  ? 
It  is  too  late  t     Ah,  nothing  is  too  late 
Till  the  tired  heart  shall  cease  to  palpitate. 
Cato  learned  Greek  at  eighty  ;  Sophocles 
Wrote  his  grand  CEdipus,  and  Simonides 
Bore  off  the  prize  of  verse  from  his  com« 

peers. 
When  each  had  numbered  more  than  four- 
score years, 
And  Theophrastus,  at  fourscore  and  ten. 
Had  but  begun  his  *'  Characters  of  Men.' 
Chaucer,  at  Woodstock  with  the  nightin- 
gales, 
At  sixty  wrote  the  Canterbury  Tales  ; 
Goethe  at  Weimar,  toiling  to  the  last. 
Completed  Faust  when  eighty  years  were 

past. 
These  are  indeed  exceptions  ;  but  they  show 
How  far  the  gulf-stream  of  our  youth  may 

flow 
Into  the  arctic  regions  of  our  lives. 
Where  little  else  than  life  itself  survives. 
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Afl  the  Imromrter  foirtrlU  tlie  •torm 
\Vhil«  BtiU  the  flkiet  an  clear,  the  weather 

warm, 
80  ■omvthini;  in  ur,  at  ol<l  a^  draws  near, 
betniT*  th«*  pressure  uf  the  atnio!i|ihere. 
The  nimble  uieix'urv,  en*  we  are  aware, 
Deter ntlfl  the  elastic  ladder  of  the  air  ; 
The  ielllale  hliMMl  in  artery  and  vein 
binka  frum  its  hi|;her  levels  in  the  brain  ; 
Whatever  ihh%  orator,  ur  sage 
llaj  say  of  it,  old  a^^  is  still  old  age. 
ll  is  the  waning,  nut  the  crrscrnt  luoon  ; 
The  dusk  of  evening,  nut  the  blaze  of  noon  ; 
It  is  not  strength,  but  weakness ;  not  de- 
sire. 
But  iU  survease  ;   not   the  fierce  heat 

fire. 
The  burning  and  eonsiiming  element. 
But  that  of  ashes  and  of  embers  s|»eutv 


In  which  some  Uvini^  sparks 
Knough  to  warm*  but 


watlill 


What  then?    ShaU  «•  Ml  idl j  Jmb  vri 


f 


The  night  hath  oome  ;  it  it  ao 
The  night  hath  not  jet  coat ;  1 

quite 
Cut  off  from  labor  bv  ikt  failUif  .^. 
Something  remains  for  as  to  do  cr  di 
Kven  the  oldest  tree  tone  ffrvit  mav  ■ 
Not  (Edipus  Colooeos,  or  Grtok  OJt, 
Or  tales  of  pilgrims  that  one  -**«*»^ . 
<  )ut  of  the  pUewav  off  the  Tabard  la^ 
But  other  something,  woaU  «•  '   ~  ' 
For  age  is  opportunity  no  Icsa 
Than  jonth  itself,  though  ia 
And  as  the  evening  twilight  (  ...j 

The  tk J  U  filled  with  star*.  iavwUr  ly  % 
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THRKK   KKIKNDS  OK  MINK 


Wiicsc  I  rrmembor  thnii,  tho*«e  friends  of 

mi  111*, 
Who  an*  lit  I  !i»njfi'r  hi- re,  thi*  noble  threr, 
Whi>  half  iiiv  litV  Wfre  num*  tluin  friends 

til  me. 
And  whiJtie  discoune  was  like  a  genertms 

wiw, 
I  mcnt  (if  all  renif  riImt  thn  divine 

SSomi'thini;.  tlu&t  shuui*  111  them,  and  maile 

u^  M*r 
Phr  arrlK*tvfKil  msri.  ami  what  iiiii;ht  lie 
Thi*  aui|ilitiitl**  t'f  Naturi*\  fir«t  ilf«ign 
In  vaiii  1  ntrftch  my  haiuU  to  cla^ii  thfir 

haniU  ; 
I  raiiiiut  hii'l  thoin       Niithing  miw  i^  Irft 
Hut   a    niaj'  o'.u*    mrmurv.     Tlu'V   urao- 

wliiif 
WAiMlrr  t*>)^-thrr  in  KI\«ian  lands, 

iVn-haiiif     n'liirmtM-niig    tur,    who    am 

l»-pift 
Of  tlN'ir  drar  prrv*ucr,  ami,  n*metnber- 


II 

Ib  Attira  thi  hirthiilaer  vhiMdil  havp  liera. 
Or  thr  louuui  l«irs.  ur  «hi*rv  thr 


Encircle  in  their 

bo  wholly  Greek  waU  thoa  ia  ihf 

rene 
And  childlike  joy  of  life,  O  PhilMkai  r 
Amu  ml  thee  would   ka^o 

Attic  lM*es  ; 
Homer  hail  been  thv  friead*  or 
And    rUto  welcomed  tJMa  la  ks  i^ 


mesne. 

For  thee  old    legeods    hriafhad 

breath  ; 

ThiMi  sawent  iNisridoa  in  the 

And  in  tlie  siinsrt  Jasoa'sdaaat  ef  jmMI 

Oh.  what  hailst  th4Mi  to  do  with  cratl  DMk 

Who  wast  so  full  of  life,  or 

thre. 
That  (hi HI  sho«ildst  dia  belbia 
grown  old  I 


III 

I  stand  again  cm  the  faauUar 
Ami   hear  the  waves  ef   I 

sra 
I^tflHmsly  ealling  and 
Ami  waiting  rrstlr«s  at  thv 

Thr  nN*k«.  thr  M*a-weed  on  the 
'Ilir  williiwi  in  the  meadow. 
Wild  wiiiiU  uf  (be  Atlaatie  wo. 
Then    whv    iiiiimld«t   thoa   ha 
comv  uo  mure  ? 
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,  why  shouldflt  thoa  be  dead,  when  com- 
mon men 
Lre  busy  with  their  trivial  affairs, 
faring  and  holding  ?    Why,  when  thou 

hadst  read 
;ure's  mysterious  manuscript,  and  then 
Vast  ready  to  reveal  the  truth  it  bears, 
Vhj  art  thou  silent?    Why  shouldst 
thou  be  dead  ? 


IV 

er,  that  stealest  with  such  silent  pace 
^round  the  City  of  the  Dead,  where  lies 
L  friend  who  bore  thy  name,  and  whom 

these  eyes 
hall   see  no  more  in   his  accustomed 

place, 
g^r  and  fold  him  in  thy  soft  embrace, 
Lud  say  good  night,  for  now  the  western 

skies 
Lre  red  with  sunset,  and  gray  mists  arise 
ike  damps  that  gather  on  a  dead  man's 

face. 
>d  night !  good  night  f  as  we  so  oft  have 

said 
(eneath  this  roof  at  midnight,  in  the  days 
rhat  are  no  more,  and  shall  no  more 

return. 
>u  hast  but  taken  thy  lamp  and  gone  to 

bed  ; 
stay  a  little  longer,  as  one  stays 
?o  cover  up  the  embers  that  still  bum. 


)  doors  are  all  wide  open  ;  at  the  sate 
lie  blossomed  lilacs  counterfeit  a  blaze, 
Lnd  seem  to  warm  the  air  ;  a  dreamy 

haze 
langs  o'er  the  Brighton  meadows  like  a 

fate, 
1  on  their  margin,  with  seartides  elate, 
The  flooded  Charles,  as  in  the  Appier 

days, 
Vrites  the  last  letter  of  his  name,  and 

stays 
lis  restless  steps,  as  if  compelled  to  wait. 
Iso  wait  ;  but  they  will  come  no  more, 
rhose  friends  of   mine,  whose  presence 

satisfied 
[he  thirst  and  hunger  of  my  heart.     Ah 

me  I 
ey  have  forgotten  the  pathway  to  my 

door  I 


Something  is  gone  from  nature  since  they 

died. 
And  summer  is  not  summer,  nor  can  be. 


CHAUCER 

An  old  man  in  a  lodge  within  a  park  ; 
The  chamber  walls  depicted  all  around 
With  portraitures  of  huntsman,  hawk, 

and  hound, 
And  the  hurt  deer.    He  listeneth  to  the 
lark, 
Whose     song    comes    with    the    sunshine 
through  the  dark 
Of  painted  elass  in  leaden  lattice  bound  ; 
He  listener  and    he  laugheth   at  the 

sound, 
Then  writeth  in  a  book  like  any  clerk. 
He  is  the  poet  of  the  dawn,  who  wrote 
The  Canterbury  Tales,  and  his  old  age 
Made  beautiful  with  song ;  and  as  I  read 
I  hear  the  crowing  cock,  I  hear  the  note 
Of  lark  and  linnet,  and  from  every  page 
Rise  odors  of  ploughed  field  or  flowery 
mead. 

SHAKESPEARE 

A  VISION  as  of  crowded  city  streets. 
With  human  life  in  endless  overflow ; 
Thunder    of    thoroughfares ;   trumpets 

that  blow 
To  battle  ;  clamor,  in  obscure  retreats. 
Of    sailors    landed   from    their    anchored 

fleets  ; 
Tolling  of  bells  in  turrets,  and  below 
Voices  of  children,  and   bright  flowera 

that  throw 
O'er    garden-walls    their    intermingled 

sweets  I 
This  vision  comes  to  me  when  I  unfold 
The  volume  of  the  Poet  paramount. 
Whom  all  the    Muses  loved,  not  one 

alone  ;  — 
Into  his  hands  they  put  the  Ivre  of  gold. 
And,  crowned  with  sacred  laurel  at  tfaimr 

fount, 
Placed  him  as  Musagetes  on  their  throne. 


MILTON 
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How  the  voluminous  billows  roll  and  xun« 
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l*|ihi'aviii«^  iiiMi  sulMHliiif;.  nihil**  thn  mm 
Shiiii*A  Uiruugh  thrir  nluftt^l  viiiermM  far 

Aad   thr  ninth  wavr,  aIuw  gathering   fulcl 
h\  f.ilil 
All  it-H  l«NiHi*.riiiwin);  f^amiiMiiJi  into  one, 
I*luuf^^  u|Miu  the  ulion*,  and  tiuodji  the 

dun 
I^Ur  rrarh  of  mukLi,  aud  I'hangvs  them  to 
l^ihi. 
So  in  ni.ij-'^iic  (Milfni*i>  rine  and  fall 
The  uii|;htv  iinilul.i(i«»n^  nf  thv  Minpr 
()  iii)rhllf«<«  IkimI.  Kn^Linil*!!  ^IH•uni'ies  I 
Ami  «*\iT  und  nnnn.  hi^^h  otiT  uU 

L'ldifti'il,    u     ninth    waw     »u|M'rb     and 

fttmn^. 
FliNidA   all    thi*  Miiil  with  its   uieludioiu 


KfcATS 

The  sea  awoke  at  midni|[ht  froai  ito  ■k 
Thk   yiiitn^  Kudviiiiiin  »lee|>s  EndymicMi'fl  '       And  nmud   the  pebUj  btttchat  fv  i 


TImb   Spaniard  mm  ia  tkm  tkt  f^km 

whera 
Ills  patron  taint  dMccadcd  ni  tht  iIm 
Of  bia  celestial  armor,  oa  mw 
And  quiet  nighta,  wben  all  ibo  bMr 

werv  fair. 
Not  this  I  see,  nor  vet  tb»  nnrirat  labb 
Of  I'baeton*!!  wild  oouim,  tlnU 

the  tkiea 
WhereVr   the  boofa  off  kia  bol 

trud  : 
But  the  white  drift  of  worlda  o*«r  dbi 

of  uble. 
The  star-duiit,  tbat  i«  wkirlad  nMI  i 

Hir« 

From  the  inTiaible  cbariol-wkMls  off  G 


THE  SOUND  OF  THE  SEA 


ftli*i'|i  ;  with 

The   ^hi-iihi*r«l-bi*v  wboae   tale    was   left  I  beanl  the  first  waTe  of  tkt  rwM  I 

Mm  ^^ 

h;iU  u*Ui  !  RuKk  «inwHrd  with  unintri  i  nple^  twvi 

Tlif    Mtl'-nm   f^rove   iipIiftH   its  shield   of      A  voice  out  i if  the  vilenrr  of  tke 

>:"l'«  -     -        -     - 

To  the  fi'il  rilling  niiMin.  and    I«>iul   and 

lIlTp 

Til**  ni);htinsr*l*'  i^  Hini^in;;  fnini  thi'  «>li*<>|i ; 

It  i«  niiiUiininicr.  Itut  I  hi'  .lir  i%  fi4tl  ; 

i'uk  It    Ih'   ilf.ith?      AU«.  )H-H|ile   the  fiilil 

A  •h**|>hi*nl'»  |*>|M*  iu-4  ^h-ittt-nil  near  hit 
«hi-i'|i 
Lu !     Ill    till-    niiiiiii]i;;!it    ^l«'ani«   a  inai'l*h' 

Kihil-  . 

(hi  whi'-h  I  n*ail  :  *'  Ilrru  lirlh  nnt*  whi»M' 

ii»iii«* 
W.i«  writ   in  water.'*     Ami  was  thu  thi- 
ii}>  I'll 
(*f   hi<     *i»i'i-t    .tinjjiiiu ?     iLkthrr    h-t    m** 


A  so«ind  iiiv«tenoiislT  mnltipUtJ 

As  of  a  i-ataract  from 
nifle. 

Or  nvir  of  wind*  upnn  a 
S»  conii'4  to  us  at   timcs^  ffroM  Ikt  i 
known 

And  ituu'i^eMiMe  solitudes  of 

The  niching  of  the  sea  tidrt  of  ike  9m 
Anil  in»|iin»ti«in4.  that  we  devmowovti 

An>  luiMir  divine  forrskadowingtMlfi 

M'i-llig 

Of  thiiig<»  iM'ioud  our 


A  SLMMKK    DAY   BY  THE  SEJ 


•  nil-  : 
*  Hi'-    flunking   Hjx    liefiin>  it    burnt    !•»     Till'  nun  i«  m-x  :  anti  in  bis  lalcti 

ll.Clli- 

W'jLM  *{  i*  I-'  h'*\   )iv  iliMtli,  and  broken  tbe 
tir-i:«  <1  ft  •  il 


Villi  litilr  chHid  of  askrn  gnij  tMlp" 
Slimli  ii|Min  thr  atnlvr  air  MMoUsl 


I!!     <;ai.\xy 

TiiMi:>M     f  l.^''.'.   mil  riK  r  of  ihf  air. 
AliMi^'   wh'iM-    r*  I  till*  ^Ikiniutring    star^ 

l«lkf  ;:'ili|  .iihI  «i]\tr  ^.liitU  111  wiMie  r4Viiie 
Wh*  rr  iii*>!int«4iii   oln'AUis  bate  b-(t  thi-ir 
•  *  inni-li  hart  * 


Tlie     f.illini*    mantle    off 

«f*t'iii«. 
Knmi  thf  linn  heaillaads  maaja 

Iflt-nni^. 
Tbe   •trfrt-lani|is  of  tke  ocvM 

h..M. 
O'rrhriMl    the  banners  of  tkt 

f..M  . 
'Ilie    iU«    hath 

drrama. 


I 
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ler  day  beside  the  joyous  sea  I 
Qmer  day  so  wonderful  and  white, 
11  of  gladness  and  so  full  of  pain  I 
and  forever  shalt  thou  be 
me  the  eravestone  of  a  dead  delight, 
me  the  landmark  of  a  new  domain. 


THE   TIDES 

le  long  line  of  the  vacant  shore, 

sea-weed  and  the  shells  upon  the 

and, 

the  brown  rocks  left  bare  on  every 

and, 

the  ebbing  tide  would  flow  no  more. 

ard  I,  more  distinctly  than  before, 

icean  breathe  and  its  great  breast 

xpand, 

[lurrying  came  on  the  defenceless 

ind 

nsurgent  waters  with  tumultuous 

oar. 

ght  and  feeling  and  desire,  I  said, 

laughter,  and  the  exultant  joy  of 
3ng 

ebbed  from  me   forever !     Sud- 
enly  o'er  me 

ept  again  from  their  deep  ocean  bed, 
a  a  tumult  of  delight,  and  strong 
ath,  and  beautiful  as  youth,  upbore 
le. 

A  SHADOW 

into  myself,  if  I  were  dead, 

would    befall    these    children  ? 
^hat  would  be 

fate,  who  now  are  looking  up  to  me 
elp  and  furtherance  ?     Their  lives, 
said, 

ye  a  volume  wherein  I  have  read 
le  first  chapters,  and  no  longe.  see 
id  the  rest  of  their  dear  history, 
1  of  beauty  and  so  full  of  dread, 
brted  ;  the  world  is  very  old, 
generations    pass,  as    they    have 
assed, 

>p  of  shadows  moving  with  the  sun  ; 
as  of  times  has  the  old  tale  been 
>ld; 

^orld  belongs  to  those  who  come 
le  last, 

will  find  hope  and  strength  as  we 
ave  done. 


A  NAMELESS  GRAVE 

A  newapaper  deicription  of  a  burying  ffroond  In  Neir- 
port  Newa,  where,  on  the  heed-board  of  a  soldier  were 
the  words,  **  A  Union  Soldier  mustered  out,**  was  sent 
to  Mr.  Longfellow  in  1864.  Ten  years  passed  before 
tjie  poet  used  the  incident,  for  he  wrote  the  sonnet  No- 
▼eniber  30, 1874. 

*'  A  SOLDIER  of  the  Union  mustered  out,'* 

Is  the  inscription  on  an  unknown  g^ve 

At  Newport  News,  beside  the  salt-eea 
wave. 

Nameless  and  dateless  ;  sentinel  or  scout 
Shot  down  in  skirmish,  or  disastrous  rout 

Of  battle,  when  the  loud  artillery  drave 

Its    iron  wedges  through  the  ranks  of 
brave 

And  doomed  battalions,  storming  the  re- 
doubt. 
Thou  unknown  hero  sleeping  by  the  sea 

In    thy  forgotten    grave  1   with   secret 
shame 

I  feel  my  pulses  beat,  my  forehead  bum. 
When  I  remember  thou  hast  given  for 
me 

All  that  thou  hadst,  thy  life,  thy  very 
name. 

And  I  can  give  thee  nothing  in  retom. 


SLEEP 

Lull  me  to  sleep,  ye  winds,  whose  fitful 
sound 
Seems    from    some  faint  ^olian  harp- 
string  caueht ; 
Seal   up  the    hundred  wakeful  eyes  of 

thought 
As  Hermes  with  his  lyre  in  sleep  pro- 
found 
The  hundred  wakeful  eyes  of  Argus  bound  ; 
For  I  am  weary,  and  am  overwrought 
With  too  much  toil,  with  too  much  care 

distraught. 
And    with    the   iron  crown  of   anguish 
crowned. 
Lay  thy   soft   hand    upon    my  brow   and 
cheek, 

0  peaceful  Sleep  I  until  from  pain  re- 

leased 

1  breathe  again  uninterrupted  breath  I 
Ah,    with   what  subtle   meaning  did  the 

Greek 
Call  thee  the  lesser  mystery  at  the  feast 
Whereof  the  greater  mystery  is  death  I 
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Tin:  OLD  nkiDCK  at  Florence 

rAt>i>co  Gamii  built  mr.     I  am  old. 
Five  centuries  old.     I  plant  my  foot  of 

•tAine 
Upon  the  Amo,  as  St  Mirhael's  own 
^as  pUntcd  on  the  dragon.     Fold  by 
fold 
Beneath  me  as  it  stnij^les.  I  liehold 

Its    glistrning    scales.     Tvice    hath    it 

overthrown 
Mr  kindred  am)  companions.     Me  alono 
It  moveth  not,  but  is  by  nie  controlled. 
I  can  ri'iiifiuber  when  the  Medici 
Were  driven  from  Horrnce  ;  longer  still 

ago 
The  final  wan  of  Ghibelline  and  (luelf. 
Florrnee  a4loni!i  me  with  hrr  ji'welnr  ; 
And  whi-n  I  think  that  MieluM*!  Angi'lo 
Hath  learned  on  me,  1  glory  iu  mvkelf. 


IL  I'ONTK  VECCMIO  1)1  FIKEN2E 

(iAi»i»l  mi  fi*i*e  ;  il  Ponte  Vecehio  sono  ; 
('iiii|iii*cent*  anni  gia  hull*  .\m<>  piauto 
II  pietlr,  e«mi«*  il  sun  Mirhele  Santo 
|*i.iiitii  Hill  dnu'ii.     Mt'iitn*  ch'  io  ragiono 

Lo  Vfilii  tort'tTv*  oin  tifbil  »iiono 

I^-  rilui't'iiti  MMj^lif      I  la  ipir^ti  affranto 
I)ue   viilto   i  niifi  maggittr.     Me  miIu  in- 

t.iiilo 
Nt*ppun*  miitivr,  *h\  id  non  I*  abf  inndooo. 

Io  mi  raiiiinento  i|uand«*  fur  r»ri-iati 
I  Mrilii-i  ;  jiiir  fpiiindii  (fhiU'lIiiui 
y  (fUflfii  fei'fr  pii'i*  mi  mmmfiid). 

l'*iMrrnra  i  .HU^i  cicijflli  m*  ha  pn-«tali  ; 
y.  ijiiaimIii  ]m*iivi  rh*  .Vgiitilii  i\  divino 
Su  me  )iiMa\a,  insu|M*rbir  mi  sento. 


NATIKE 

f.^  »  fiiiiil  iii<itlii>r.  «)ii*ii  the  flav  is  nVr, 
1.'  4«i«    l'\    thf    hand    h«-r    little    rliilil    tt* 

I--.  I.' 
II  klf  fi.lliiiif.  half  rrlui'lant  t"  In*  1i*i1. 
Auil    !•  .-•\i'    hi«   briiLrii  |ila\thili);^  tin  thr 

!!-.r. 
Sell  i^'^.vit;^  Mt  thrill  thnMi|>h  thrnprnduur, 
Sft  mhn\\\   r«-.i^<  irril  niid  r«illifiirti*il 
llv  {•^••iii:-«i-«  ••(  tiihrrt  III  thrir  «t«*ail, 
\\  L.  i:,  ')i-iii.'li  II. ••rr  «plrniLid,  Way  not 

pit  A»r  Liin  uiurr  : 


So  Natare  deals  with  us,  and  takes 
Our  playthings  oat  by  oat,  ■■! 

hand 
I^ads  us  to  rest  so  grntly,  that  i 
Scarce  knowing  if  we  wish  to 
being  too  full  of  sleep  to 
llow    far   the  unknown 
what  we  know. 


IN     THE    CHITRCHYARU    A 
TAKRYTOWX 

Hkre  lies  the  gentle  hnmoriat,  wba  dis 
In    the    bright    Indian  <SnMSff  si 

fame  I 
A    simple  stoue,    with  hnt  a  4Mi 

name, 
Marks  his  secluded  resting  tilaae  \m 
The  river  that  he  loved  and  gtorillsd 
Here  in  the  autumn  of  his  dnri  he  a 
but  the  dry  leaves  of  life  wen  aUnl 
With    tints    that   brightcatd  Md  i 
multiplied. 
How  swe«-t  a  life  wai  kia  ;   how  tvi 
death  ! 
Living,  to   wing  with  mifftll  tht  « 

hours. 
Or    with   runiantie    tnki  the  h«rt 
cheer  ; 
Dying,  to  leave  a  memory  like  the 
Of  summers  full    of 

fkhtiwem. 
A  griel  and  gladness  in  the 


Il.IOrS    OAK 

Tiior  anrirnt  oak  I  whose  myrU  Ih« 

am  Itiud 
With  Miiind*  of  aaimeUigihle 
SmiuiU  »h  of  surges  on  a  shingly 
Or  multitudiiiouii  mnnaars  off  a 
With    luime    mysterioos    gift  if 

eniloweiL 
TliiHi    «]irake«t    a   differmt 

each  ; 
To   nir   a   language   that   no  I 

teat'h. 
Of  a   liMt    rare.  Iciog   Taniihed 

I'liitnl. 

For  iiinlrnirath  thy  shade,  in  dart 
>eatrtl  lik^'  Abraham  at  e 
Henmih    the    uaks    of 
kuuwu 
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the  Indiann,  Eliot,  wrote 
3  in  a  language  that  hfith  died 
irgotten,  sare  by  thee  alone. 


SCENT  OF  THE   MUSES 

low  WM  one  day  ^rUMag  WtSMImj  Gol- 
aaked  to  write  one  of  bit  poema.  He 
few  moments'  deUy,  wrote  thie  Miuiel 
—  it  had  not  been  printed,— and  read  it 


■s,  beantif al  in  form  and  face, 
om  their  convent  on  the  shining 
hts 

s,  the  mountain  of  delights, 
among  the  people  at  its  base, 
led  the  world  to  change.    All 
I  and  space, 
■  of  cloudless  days  and  stany 

a  and  manners,  and  all  sounds 

sights, 

)w  meaning,  a  diyiner  grace. 

)  these  sisters,  but  were  not  too 

id 

b  in  schools  of  little    ooontiy 

IS 

ind  song,  and  all  the  arts  that 

se; 

le  housewiTcs  span,  and  farmers 

ghed, 

mely  daughters,  clad  in  home- 

I  gowns, 

the  sweet  songs  of  the  Piezides. 


VENICE 

an  of  cities,  slumbering  in  thy 

irfully  built  among  the  reeds 
goon,  that  fences  thee  and  feeds, 
b  thy  old  historian  and  thy  guest  I 
3r-lily,  cradled  and  caressed 
t  streams,  and  from  the  silt  and 
Is 

hy  golden  filaments  and  seeds, 
•illumined  spires,  thy  crown  and 
t! 

Guitom    city,    whose    untrodden 
ets 

rs,  and  whose  pavements  are  the 
ting 
of  palaces  and  strips  of  sky  ; 


I  wait  to  see  thee  vanish  like  the  fleets 
Seen  in  mixage,  or  towen  of  oload  up- 

Iiftin|^ 
In  air  their  nnmbstantial  masonxy. 


THE  POETS 

O  TS  dead  Poets,  who  are  living  still 
Immortal  in  yoor  verse,  though  life  be 

fled, 
And  ye,  O  living  Poets,  who  are  dead 
Thoi4;h  ve  are  uving,  if  neglect  oan  kill. 
Tell  me  if  m  the  darkest  hours  of  ill. 
With  drops  of  anguish  foiling  fost  and 

red 
From  the  sharp  orown  of  tboms  npoo 

your  head. 
Ye  were  not  glad  your  errand  to  fulfil  ? 
Yes ;  for  the  gift  and  ministiy  of  8on^ 
Have   something   in  them  so  divinely 

sweet. 
It  oan  assuage  the  bitterness  of  wrong ; 
Not  in  the  olamor  of  the  crowded  street, 
Not  in  the  shouts  and  plaodits  of  the 

throng, 
But  in  oonelves,  axe  trinnipli  end  defeat 

PARKER  CLEAVELAND 

WRITTEN  ON   REVISITING  BRUNSWICK 
IN  THE  SUMMER  OP  1875 

Among  the  many  lives  that  I  have  known. 
None  I  remembermore  serene  end  sweety 
More  rounded  in  itself  and  moie  ooid* 

plete. 
Than  his,  who  lies  beneath  this  foneral 

stone. 
These  pines,  that  murmur  in  low  mopotoiie» 
Hiese  walks   frequented  by  scholestie 

feet. 
Were  all  his  world ;  but  in  this  eeln 

retreat 
For  him  the  Teacher's  ehaar  beeame  e 

throne. 

With  fond  affection  memory  loves  to  dwell 

On  the  old  days,  when  his  exsmple  made 

A  pastime  of  the  toil  of  tongue  and  pen ; 

And  now,  amid  the  groves  he  loved  so  well 

That  naught  could  lure  him  from  theif 

ffrateful  shade, 
He  sleeps,  but  wakes  elsewhere,  for  Ged 

hath  said«  Amen  I 
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THi:    HARVEST  MOON 
It    w    tltr    IlArrett    Moon  I      Ob    gilded 

VAIK*!l 

And    roofi    uf    YiU.ip>«,    on    woodUnd 

cn>aU 
And  their  Aeriul  nt*iffblM>rhoodt  of  neiU 
iVierted,  ou  tbe  curtjuurd  wiiidow-pnnet 
Of  roonu  wberv  children  tlerii,  uu  country 

Imoes 
And   liarTe»t-tti.*ld«,  iu   niVHtic   siilendur 

rrMn  ! 
(lone  ^rr  tlie  birds  that  were  our  ■uninirr 

pieAta  ; 
With  till*  1x1 1  (tbeavvt  rvtum  the  Imbor- 

in^;  «iiuu<i ! 
All    thiiipi    an-    tyniboU  :     the    external 

fthunift 
Of   Naturv    have    their    inia|;e    iu    the 

niitMi, 
As  6owi*n»  aud  fruita  and   falling  of  the 

leaviv<«  ; 
Tbe  Bon^-lnnlA  \vm\v  u>  at  tlie  tummer*! 

thiU  iIh-  rmpty  ni*stft  an*  left  b«*himl, 
And   l»iping«    of    tha  quail  among  the 
■bt*aTr«. 


TO   Tin:    RIVKK    RHONK 

TiKM'  Kiival  Kivfr,  iMim  of  muii  and  thowrr 
In    i-h.ini)irn    |mr|iK*    with    tbr    Alpini* 

Wni|»|M*<l  in  tbr  ii|MiClriM  ermine  of  the 

«niiw 
AimI  ntrkril  )•%-  triii|M*%tJi  ! — at  tin*  a|»- 

|Mitiitrfl  biiiir 
I'ortli,  liki*  a  «ti-i-I-t-lail   borM*inan   from  a 

With    rlaii;;   and   clink  of   liamr«t  dmt 

thoii  ^'11 
Ti»  ii»r«  t  Ui\  va^al  lnrrfii(«,  tliat  lw1«iw 
Ku«b     !<•     ri'i-i  >%(•     lhf«-     and     titM-\     thv 

|M>ufr 
AmI  iiiiw  rh.i'i  ii:i>ii  •>•  ill  f riiiiii|ibiil  iiian-li, 
A  kiiiL*   iT'i..;.^'  Ml-    ri%iT«  *     t  Ml  ibv  w.iv 
A    li'i!.i)r«il    !ii«ii«    aw.iil    ami     wi'lcuiiir 

ilriil|^«  ii|iiifl  fi  r  fhi-r  thi"  *•  \i*-\\  ar*'li, 
Viiit*\ar<l«    f-i..  .rwi-    tin*-    m.*})    ^^.irl.iinU 

Autl    fl'«-(«    attt'iid   thv    |ir>igri'M    Iu  tin* 


THE    THREE     SILENCES  0 
MOLINOS 

TO  JOHN   GKCENLEAF  WHITTIt 


WrttiM  to  b*  rMtl  u  tb*  Ahht  ^«m  krite 
Itatenof  Tk0  Allamt'c  M^mtAlp  lo  Mr.  WMn«  » I 


TiiRER   Silences  then  are  :    tks  fai 
speech. 
The    ■ecnnd    of    deairat    tkt    third 

thouf^ht  ; 
This   is  tbe  lore  a  Spaaisk  mmk^ 

traught 
With  dreams  and  Titioaa,  was  tkt  tr 
I  ieai-h. 

'  These  Silences,  commingUag   aack 
each, 
Made   up  tbe  perfect  SileMt  fkm 

§<  Might 
And  prayed  for,  and  wbeNia  at  tHBi 

caught 
Mrsteriuut  nounds  frooi  laalaa  W 
our  reai'b. 
O  tb«m.  wIkmm*  flail j  life  aalicinalH 
The  life  to  come,  aad  ia  whom  thf 

and  word 
The  spiritual  world  prepoadcfataiL 
llemiit  of  Anieslmr}-  !   tlvoa  toe  haM  I 
Voices   and   melodies  frooi  bfysarf 
i  gnte«. 

And   ft|»rake^t   onlj   wbes    tkj  tm 
stirrvd  t 

THE  TWO   RIVERS 

I 

SuiWLT  tbf*  hour-hand  of  tbe 

ruund  ; 

So  nlowlv  iluit  nnhamaa  eva  kaik  p 
Til   ««'e    it    move  !     Slow  If   ta   ~^  ~ 

ikb«iwi'r 
'Pie    |iaiiilt-il   »bip   abova   it, 

iHMiiid, 
SaiU,  liiit  M'fiiia  niotionleAs«  as  if 
Yf  I  In  lib  arrtrr  st  l.tnt  ;  and  Hi  feis  I 
Tbf    «ItiiiiU-niii«    watrhl 

«triki-«  iIm*  litiiir, 
\  IllflliiM,  II !••:%« II rril, 

MitliiiLTlit  !  (K«*  iiiit|HMt  of  ailraart^  d 
'Pir  fnnitif-r  fiiwn  and  citadel  af  Bia 
The  u:«tfr^bi*tl  ui  Tine,  frooi  wkm 
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daj  and  To-morrow  take  their 

» 

he  land  of  promise  and  of  li^t, 

Uie  land  of  darkneas  and  of 

una! 


Yesterday,  with  onrrent  swift 
I  chasms  descending,  and  soon 

to  sight, 

care  to  follow  in  their  flight 

ed  leaTes,  that  on  thy  bosom 

tl 

:  To-morrow,  I  uplift 

es,  and  thee  I  follow,  as  the  ni^ht 

into  morning,  and  the  dawnmg 

it 

8,  and  all  the  shadows  fade  and 

tl 

)llow,  where  thy  waters  mn 

I  unfrequented,  unfamiliar  fields, 

t  with  flowers  and  musical  with 

?; 

r,  follow  ;  sure  to  meet  the  sun, 

ifident,  that    what    the    future 

ds 

e  the  right,  unless   myself  be 

►ng. 


Ill 


Tain,  O  RiTer  of  Yesterday, 
1  chasms  of  darkness  to  the  deep 
cending, 

thee  sobbing  in  the  »iii.  and 
ndmg 

30  with  other  voices  far  away. 
*  thee,  and  yet  thou  wouldst  not 

bulent,  and  with  thyself  contend- 

9 

rrent-like  thy  force  on  pebbles 

nding, 

>uld8t  not  listen  to  a  poet's  lay. 

like  a  loud  and  sudden  rush  of 

and  recollections  of  things  past, 
nts  and  prophecies  of  things  to  be, 
irations,  which,    could    they  be 

ly   with  us,  and  we  could  hold 

m  fast, 

iir  good  angels,  —  these  I  owe  to 

e. 


IV 

And  thou,  O  River  of  To-morrow,  flowing 
Between  thy  narrow  adamantine  walla, 
But  beaatinil,and  white  with  waterfaUs^ 
And  wreaths  of  misty  like  hands  the  path- 
way showing ; 
I  hear  the  trumpets  of  the  morning  blowing, 
I  hear  thy  mighty  Toice,  that  calla  maa 

calls, 
And  see,  as  Ossian  saw  in  Morren's  halla, 
Mysterious  phantoms,  coming,  beckoning, 
going! 
It  is  the  mystery  of  the  unknown 
That  fascinates  us  ;  we  are  children  still. 
Wayward  and  wistful ;  with  one  hand  we 
cling 
To  the  familiar  things  we  call  our  own. 
And  with  the  other,  resolute  of  will. 
Grope  in  the  dark  for  what  the  day  will 
bring. 

BOSTON 

St.  Botolfr'8  Town  !    Hither  aerosa  the 

plains 
And  fens  of  Lincolnshire,  in  garb  anstere. 
There  came  a  Saxon  monk,  and  founded 

here 
A  Priory,  pillaged  b^  maranding  Daoea, 
So  that  thereof  no  vestige  now  remains  ; 
OnlT  a  name,  that,  spoken  load  and  dear. 
Ana  echoed  in  another  hemisphere, 
Surriyea  the  sculptured  walls  and  painted 

panes. 
St.  Botolph's  Town  I    Far  over  leagues  of 

land 
And  leagues  of  sea  looks  forth  its  ndUe 

tower. 
And  far  around  the  chiming  bells  are 

heard; 
So  may  that  sacred  name  forever  stand 
A  limdmark,  and  a  symbol  of  the  power. 
That  lies  concentred  in  a  single  word* 


ST.  JOHN'S,  CAMBRIDGE 

The  memortol  chapel  o(  St.  John*e,  erected  bv  Robert 
Meeiie  HMon  fai  connection  with  the  Eplaeopel  Tbeolo- 
fricel  School,  ■tande  doae  by  the  home  of  Mr.  Loogfellow. 

I  STAND  beneath  the  tree,  whose  branehea 
shade 
Thy  western    window,  Chapel    of   Sir 
John ! 


S2» 


A   1KX)K  OF 


SONNETS 


And  hrar  ii.t  Iravrt  rrprnt  tht*ir  beuiMUi 
Ou  him.  whuM}  baud  tU}'  Btonc*  lueiuurud 

Uid  : 
llieB  I  rriucnibor  one  of  wham  wb«  uid 
la   tlir    wurhl'a  djirki*»t    buur,  **  iWhuid 

thr  Mtii  !  '* 
And  M^  him  living;  still,  and  wandrrini;  on 
And  waitini*  fur  thr  ailrrnt  ioiifj^dt'la^vd. 
K<ii  only  tuni^iirs  of  thr  a|MMitlfsi  trach 
LcaauiL«  of  litvc  and  light,  but  thcw  ci- 

|MUidin^ 
And   nhfltrrin^  iMraghi    with   all   their 

Irare^  im  I  ill  in*. 
And  sa?  in  Uniruap*  dear  a^  human  ftpervh, 
'''I'he  |N*ai*i'  of  Uud,  that  |»axM*lh  uudvr- 

fttuntlin^, 
Ba  and  abide  with  %uu  furevrrroon; !  '* 


MODUS 

Oh  that  a  S4*n^  wuultl  »in^  itflvlf  to  me 
Out  uf  tin*  hrort  of  Natun-,  ur  the  heart 
Of  man,  thf  child  uf  Nature,  nut  uf  Art, 
Krriih  ail  tin*  niuniiii^.  !«;ill  an  the  aaltira. 
With  just  <  nou^h  of  )»itti-rni><'<i  to  lie 

A  mitlifiue  til  thi«  i»luf;i;i»h  muud,  and 

Mart 
The  liff'-bliMid  in  mr  vrinn,  and  m>  ini|»art 
llrAliri;»aiiii  hfl|i  in  this  dull  li'tharj^}  I 
AUik !  nut  al%i:i\ii  doth  tin*  breath  of  tttn^^ 
Hrvathr  on  UA.     It  ia  like  th«  wind  that 

bhiWfth 
At  it «  o\%  n  %%  ill,  nut  oum, nor  tarrirth  lunf* ; 
We  lii-.-ir  th«*  MHind    tlM*n*«if,  but   no  man 
knowt  th 
Fnini   «h«-ni*«'  it  rumi'fi,  Mi  Kudden    and 

•«ift  and  «tr«in|*, 
Nur    «h:thrr   in  it*   wavwanl   rounc  it 
pM-lh. 


WoiiliSTOi  K    TAKK 

HkrF  in  a  little  rii^lii*  brrniit.-ii^ 

Alfrvil  thr  N.iiiui  Kill:;.  Alfn  •!  the  f!rrat, 
l*u«l|Hiiiri|     thi-    r.krtvi    of    kiri(«-4-nift    to 

l':ifi«I.ite 
T)ir  < 'ttfi*  •!  i!.>i!i«  I'f  t!ie   Itmiirin  •.i|fe 

II*  r«*  <tr<ifTr*  t  (  hsii- v-r  in  ).i«  ri|>^  olil  ns*r 
\\  ri>t«-  ttif   iiiiri«»l!i-d   I.tb-*,  nkKirh  mmhi 

or  l.iii- 
'I  lir  »riitiiri>u«  hiii-t  !Ji4t  »'nvr«  to  imitate 
Vaii(|'ii«hr.|   itiii«t  f^lt  tiu  the  uuluiiJihed 


Two  kinga  were  tbcy,  who  iwM 
divine, 
And  buth  tupreoir  ;  oa«  ia 

Truth, 
One  in  tlie  realm  of  Fictioa 
What  tinuoi*  hereditary  of  Ibcir 
Uprising  IB  tho  atreiifth 
jouth, 
glorj  ahall 


d 
t 


THE   FOUR    PRINCESSES  AT 
WILNA 

A   PHn-niGRAPR 

SwKKT  facet,  that  from  paclu«4 

lean 
As  from  a  castle  window. 
On  some  piT  |iagvant 

town, 
YourM'lvei   the   faimi  flgvna   ia  lie 

■erne  ; 
With  what  a  ^ntle  f:race,  with  whal  «nh 
L'nconaciuiuueM    je     w«ar    Iha    tt>ff^ 

crown 
Of  Tuuth  and  heautj  aad  Ih*  fair  i^ 

uown 
Of  a  f^n'at  name,  that  aeVr 

been  ! 

From  your  soft  eyea,  eo  ii 

Four  spirits,  sweet  aad  inaiweal.  m  Iftifi 
(Saic  cm  the  worhi  Itelow,  tha  ikj  ahese; 
Hark  I  there  is  some  uoe  atagi^f  la  Ai 
MriM'l  ; 
** Faith,  Hope,  and  Loral 

he  seems  to  saT  ; 
«« These  thrre  ;  anif  frrataal  of  Ikt 
U  Love- 


HOI.IOAYS 


Tiir  hnliiKt  of  all  holidaTi 
Kept  by  ckumelres  in  sileaee 
Tlie  secret  anniremaries  of  thr 
When    tlie  full    riTer  of 
tlow«  ; 

Th«-  bsppT  il.iir«  uneloadMi  lo  thrir 
'llie  «iidtlrii   jiiyi  that  oat  of 

*fart 
As  H^tiira  from  aahw  :  awifl 

ilaH 
Like  « wallows 

that  blows  I 
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8  the  gleam  of  a  receding  sail, 

)  as  a  cload  that  floats  and  fades  in 

ir, 

i  as  the  whitest  lily  on  a  stream, 

snder  memories  are  ;  —  a  fairy  tale 

me   enchanted  land  we   know  not 

rhere, 

>vely  as  a  landscape  in  a  dream. 

WAPENTAKE 

TO  ALFRED  TENNYSON 

[  come  to  touch  thy  lance  with  mine  ; 

s  a  knight,  who  on  the  listed  field 

urney  touched  his  adversary's  shield 

cen  of  defiance,  but  in  sign 

age  to  the  mastery,  which  is  thine, 

iglish  song  ;   nor  will  I  keep  con- 

ealed,  • 

'oiceless  as  a  rivulet  frost-congealed, 

Imiration  for  thy  verse  divine. 

.he  howling  dervishes  of  song, 

craze  the  brain  with  their  delirious 

lance, 

tK>u,  O  sweet  historian  of  the  heart  I 

re   to  thee  the   laurel  -  leaves  he- 

ee  our  love  and  our  allegiance, 
tiy  allegiance  to  the  poet's  art- 


THE   BROKEN    OAR 

iber  13, 1864.    Stay  »t  home  and  ponder  npon 
am  frequently  tempted  to  write  upon  my 
inscription  found  upon  an  oar  caat  on  tbe 
eland,— 

r  war  ek  data  durtk  Sro  thick. 

:  waa  I  weary  when  I  tugged  at  thee." 

x>n  Iceland's  solitary  strand 

t  wandered  with  his  book  and  pen. 


Seeking  some  final  word,  some  sweet 

Amen, 
Wherewith   to  close  the  volume  in  his 

hand. 
The  billows  rolled  and  plunged  upon  the 

sand, 
The  circling  sea-gulls  swept  beyond  his 

ken. 
And  from  the  parting  cloud-rack  now  and 

then 
Flashed  the  red  sunset  over  sea  and  land. 
Then  by  the  billows  at  his  feet  was  tossed 
A  broken  oar ;  and  carved  thereon  he 

read: 
*^Oft  was  I  weary,  when  I   toiled  at 

thee  ; " 
And  like  a  man,  who  findeth  what  was  lost. 
He  wrote  the  words,  then  lifted  up  his 

head, 
And  flung  his  useless  pen  into  the  sea. 


THE  CROSS   OF  SNOW 

In  the  long,  sleepless  watches  of  the  night, 
A  gentle  face  —  the  face  of  one  long 

dead  — 
Looks  at  roe  from  the  wall,  where  round 

its  head 
The  night-lamp  casts  a  halo  of  pale  light. 
Here  in  this  room  she  died  ;  and  soul  more 
white 
Never  through  martyrdom  of  fire  was  led 
To  its  repose  ;  nor  can  in  books  be  read 
The  legend  of  a  life  more  benedight. 
There  is  a  mountain  in  the  distant  West 
That,  sun-defying,  in  its  deep  ravines 
Displays  a  cross  of  snow  upou  its  side. 
Such  IS  the  cross  I  wear  upon  my  breast 
These  eighteen  years,  through  all  the 

changing  scenes 
And  seasons,  changeless  since  the  day 
she  died. 


w 
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FLIGHT  THE    FOURTH 


Tte  flm  draft  ni  tb»  fln€  poMa  wm  mad*  March  30, 
Vii.    It  did  Dot  Mttftf  J  Um  port,  lor  te  vruto,  AprU  'i : 

CHARLKS    SUMNER 

Garlamiw  upon  hiM  fpiive 
Ami  riuwer!*  u|Kin  lii^  hfiine. 
And  to  tbtf  tfiulrr  heart  aiul  brmrp 
Tb«  tribute  uf  thU  vrrM. 


HU  wrnn  ihr  trouMni  life. 
The  ooiiriict  ;iii«l  thr  (Nkiii, 
Thi*  grii'f,  the  hitti'nii-»H  uf  »trifis 
Thi*  huiKir  « ithoul  .ttaiu. 

Likr  Wiiikelrietl,  he  tuok 
Into  hi^  iiiaiily  hnraal 
The  iiheuf  uf  hiMtile  a|>i'an,  and  broke 
A  |Mith  fur  the  upprvaMxl. 

Thru  frutii  tlie  fatal  field 
('pull  a  imtittirA  heart 
Burtie  like  .1  warrmr  uii  hi*  shield  !  — 
Si  should  the  bravv  depart. 

iVath  takeA  u^  hy  9urpriM*, 
And  At:iy«  mir  hiirr\tii^  feet  ; 
Tlie  f^reat  tlfp»i^ii  utitini«hed  lies, 
Our  liveA  art*  inemnplete. 

Rut  in  the  lUrk  unknown 
Perfeet  thfir  eirelfi  M^*ni, 
Kvi'ii  as  a  linil>;e*^  art- h  uf  atone 
N  niundfd  ill  the  jitreaiia. 

Alike  are  lift*  anil  death, 
\l  hen  life  HI  lii-ath  «ur\ivfft, 
And  che  unintiTr<i|itt-d  breath 
In«pir*-!i  .1  ihdu^aiid  livr%. 

Wrre  a  «lar  i|iirneh«-d  'in  high, 
^•■r  ai^'H  %kiMtIii  ii«  i:;;h!. 
Still      tr.t\i  li.iii;      iuwiiw.inl     fruiu     the 

>hiiif*  nil    'ur  litiirtal  ^t^ht. 

S«»  «kh«'ii   I  :;r<  a*,  ti  .in  *\i*-*, 
VuT  ;iear^  lw\iiiji|  n-ir  ki-n, 
'llir  li^ht  }.'    !•  .iii-«  tifhiiitl  hill,  liea 
Upon  the  |K«th«  uf  u  lU. 


**  I  bav*  Imi««  trjrtaff  toi 
bat  lo  lUtia  purpoaa.    1 

TRAVELS   IJY  THE  FIRESID 


Writtoa  Ortobrr  7,  mi,  aa 
«l  voluaaa,  i'oeau  V  ilCMM,  adiiad  hy  Mff. 

TiiR  cemaeleas  rain  it  f Ailing  ImI. 

And  yonder  gilded  tmw, 
IminoTable  for  three  dAYi 

Points  to  the  mistj 


It  driTes  me  in  upon  mTwIf 
And  to  the  firrside  glHunflv 

To  pleaMiit  Imoks  that  eiovd  mj 
And  still  wore  plensnnt 


I  read  whateVer  hards  havn 
Of  lands  beyoml  the  ten. 

And  the  brif^ht  days  when  I 
Come  thronging  back  to  i 


In  fancy  I  can  hear  again 
The  Alpine  torrent *4 

The  niuIe-belU  ou  the  bills  nf 
The  Ilea  at  EUinom. 


I  see  the  c(>nTent*s  glmming  wall 
KLm*  frtmi  ita  sruvea  of  pua* 

And  tunkvni  of  old  cathedimb  talk 
And  «.'aj»tle9  br  the  Rhine. 


I  journey  r»n  by  park 

lieneath  centennial 
Thruu^h  tii'UU  with  p<»ppica  all 

And  fleams  of  distant 


I  fear  nt»  niiirv  the  dost  and 
No  niitpp  1  ferl  fatigne. 

While  )«iiinieying  with 
O'er  many  a  lengthmung 


Let  lalierk  traverse  aea  and  land* 

And  full  ihruugh  v 
I  turn  (he  world  round  wnk 

Kea<iiii;>  these  puels'  rh; 

Fmni  them  I  learn  what* 
lU-iirath  rai'h  changing 

Anil  ^'v,  ulien  IcMdimc 
Ik'ttrr  than  with 
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CADENABBIA 

LAKE  OF   COMO 

)f  wheels  or  hoof-beat  breaks 
ace  of  the  summer  day, 
loveliest  of  all  lakes 
.he  idle  hours  away. 

leafy  colonnade, 
evel  branches  of  the  plane 
weave  a  roof  of  shade 
3US  to  the  sun  and  rain. 

sudden  rush  of  air 
the  lazy  leaves  overhead, 
iS  of  sunshine  toss  and  flare 
ches  down  the  path  I  tread. 

va's  garden  gate 

;he  marble  stairs  my  seat, 

he  water,  as  I  wait, 

the  steps  beneath  my  feet. 

ition  sinks  and  swells 
le  stony  parapets, 
(-ay  the  floating  bells 
pon  the  fisher's  nets. 

slow,  by  tower  and  town 
ghted  barges  come  and  go, 
lent  shadows  gliding  down 
and  tower  submerged  below. 

weep  upward  from  the  shore, 
las  scattered  one  by  one 
'  wooded  spurs,  and  lower 
o  blazing  in  the  sun. 

seen,  a  tangled  mass 

and  woods,  of  light  and  shade, 
:koning  up  the  Stelvio  Pass, 
,  with  its  white  cascade. 

ilf,  Is  this  a  dream  ? 
ill  vanish  into  air  ? 
land  of  such  supreme 
feet  beatity  anywhere  ? 

^n  !     Do  not  fade  awav  : 
until  mv  heart  shall  take 
the  summer  day, 
the  beauty  of  the  lake  ; 


Linger,  until  upon  my  brain 

Is  stamped  an  image  of  the  scene ; 

Then  fade  into  the  air  again, 
And  be  as  if  thou  hadst  not  been. 


MONTE  CASSINO 

TERRA  DI   LAVORO 

Beautiful  valley  I  through  whose  ver- 
dant meads 

Unheard  the  Garigliano  glides  along  ;  — 
The  Liris,  nurse  of  rushes  and  of  reeds, 

The  river  taciturn  of  classic  song. 

The  Land  of  Labor  and  the  Land  of  Rest, 
Where  mediseval  towns  are  white  on  aU 

The  hillsides,  and  where  every  mountain's 
crest 
Is  an  Etrurian  or  a  Roman  wall. 

There  is  Alagna,  where  Pope  Boniface 
Was  dragged  with  contumely  from  his 
throne  ; 

Sciarra  Colonna,  was  that  day's  disgrace 
The  Pontiff's  only,  or  in  part  thine  own  ? 

There  is  Ceprano,  where  a  renegade 

Was    each    Apulian,   as    great    Dante 
saith. 
When    Manfred    by  his  men-at-arms  be- 
traved 
Spurred  on  to  Benevento  and  to  death. 

There  is  Aauinum,  the  old  Volscian  town, 
Where   Juvenal  was  bom,  whose  lurid 
light 
Still    hovers  o'er    his  birthplace  like  the 
crown 
Of  splendor  seen  o'er  cities  in  the  night. 

Doubled  the  splendor  is,  that  in  its  streets 
The    Angelic    Doctor  as    a   school-boj 
played. 
And  dreamed  perhaps  the  dreams,  that  he 
repeats 
In  ponderous  folios  for  scholastics  made. 

And  there,  uplifted,  like  a  passing  cloud 
That    pauses    on    a    mountain    summit 
high, 

Monte  Cassino's  convent  rears  its  proud 
And  venerable  walls  against  the  sky. 
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Well  I  rvmenibrr  how  on  foot  I  climbed 

Tba  itonjT  path  war  leading  to  its  gate  ; 
Abore,     the     coQTent    bella    for    vespert 
chinieil, 
Below,   thf  darkcniug  town  grew  deio- 
late. 

Well  I  remember  the  low  arch  and  dark, 
The  courtyard  with  iu  well,  the  terrace 
widr. 
From  whU*h,  far  down,  the  Taller  like  a 
park. 
Veiled  iu  the  e%'eniog  mi«U,  was  dim  de- 
scried. 

The  dar  waa  dyinsr,  and  with  feeble  hands 
CareaAed  the  mountain-tope  ;  the    valet 
lief  ween 
Darkene<l  ;  the  river  in  the  nieadow-landa 
Sheathed  iUelf  as  a  sword,  and  was  not 
seen. 

The  silenct*  of  the  place  was  like  a  sleep, 
So  full  of  rest  it  seemed  ;  each  passing 
tread 

\V:u  a  reverberation  from  the  deep 
I(eit*SM>ji  uf  the  ageH  that  are  dead. 

For.  nion*  than  tliirteen  riMiturit^  ^fT^t 
lieuedict  tlceiii^  from  the  );:iteH  of  Home, 

A  %outh  di>^ii»t«>ti  %kiili  itA  vi(*t*  and  wcm*, 
Nwght    iu    these   mountain  solitudes  a 
home. 

He  found  I'd  hen*  hi^  Convent  and  hu  Rule 
( If  praver  ami  work,  aiul  counted  work 
as  pniyrr  ; 
Thr  p«*ii  Imn'suu*  a  clarion,  and  liis  fu'hmil 
MaiiHtl    like   a    b4*ac(in  in  the  midnight 
air. 

Wliat    thiiugh    Boi*rai'rio,   in   his    reckless 
%i:iy. 

M<i«*kiiii;  thi'  l:ir\  bmtherhiind,  deplorra 
TIh*  illniiiiii.tti'ii  iii:ifiti<M-ri|ito,  tluit  lay 

Tom  aiiti  iM*t;lfi'ti'«l  ou  tin-  tiuHtv  tliMirs  ? 

liii«va<Tiii  «.i«  n  tiiivcli^t,  a  rlnlil 

<  *f  faiii-t  »iiil  I'f  tii-tiMii  .It  th<*  lK*«t  ! 

T)ii«  thi-  iirl'iiir  lihriri.tii  «ai<l.  and  smilrd 
lnrrr«liil'iii«,  it«  :it  Miiiit*  hllr  ji-«t. 

t'|Min  sui  li  thi'iiir4  a«  (Iicm-,  with  on**  young 
friar 
1  sat  cotitiTBing  Uli'  into  the  night. 


Till  in  its  eATemoiM  ehitamty  lk» 
Had   burnt  ita   hattrt  oat  lika  m 
chorite. 


«1 
II 
I 


And  then  translated,  in  mT 
Myself  yet  not  myself,  m 

And,  as  a  monk  who 
Started   from  sleep  ;  —  nlraady 
day. 


From  the  high  window  I  bebeld  Ike  m 
On   which  Saint    BcMdiet   m  eft 
gazed,  ^ 
The  mountains  and  the  Tnller  in  the  il 
Of   the  bright  sun,^nad  l 
iiazeo. 


■rKh 


Gray  mists  were  rolling, 

Tlie  woodlands  glistened 
elled  crown*  ; 

Far  off  the  mrllow  belU 
For  matins  in  the  balf-n 

The  conflict  of  the  PrrteiU 
llie  ideal  ami  the  actanl 

As  on  a  flt'hl  of  battle  held 
Where  thi  a  world 
were  at  strife. 


For,  as  the  valley  from  its  sleep 
I  saw  ihi*  iron  honrs  of  thm 

T««  to  th^  .nuraiug  air 
smoke, 
And  woke,  as  one  awmketk  fraa  adi 


AMALFI 

Sm*>-KT  the  meroorr  b  to  bm 
i  >f  a  lautl  tM*yood  the  sen, 
Wht'rr  the  wavrs  and 
Where  aniiil  h«-r  malberrj 
Sit»  .Vnialft  in  tlie  beni, 
liathing  rvrr  her  white  feet 
In  the  tidelesa  ftumnier  acna 


In  th<*  niiiliilr  of  the 
Kn»iii  it.1  fiMintain*  in  the  hilK 
Tumbling  through  the  uailM 
Thr  raiiurC«»  ni«heft  down, 
Ttirii<i  I  hi'  grrat  wheels  of  the 
I^iftii  the  Iwmmrrs  of  the  fotf^ 


I 


T  ia  a  stairway,  not  n 

That  asceuds  the  deep  imviM^ 
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the  torrent  leaps  between 
walls  that  almost  meet. 
•  up  from  stair  to  stair 
t  girls  their  burdens  bear  ; 
nt  daughters  of  the  soil, 
figures  tall  and  straight, 
nexorable  fate 
them  to  this  life  of  toil  ? 

f  vineyards  and  of  lands, 
3ve  the  convent  stands, 
terraced  walk  aloof 
\  monk  with  folded  hands. 

satisfied,  serene, 
g  down  upon  the  scene 
all  and  red-tiled  roof  ; 
ring  unto  what  g^d  end 
1  toil  and  traffic  tend, 
iy  all  men  cannot  be 
'om  care  and  free  from  pain, 
e  sordid  love  of  gain, 

indolent  as  he. 

are  now  the  freighted  barks 
he  marts  of  east  and  west  ? 
the  knights  in  iron  sarks 
ying  to  the  Holy  Land, 
>f  steel  upon  the  hand, 
f  crimson  on  the  breast  ? 
the  pomp  of  camp  and  court  ? 
the  pilgrims  with  their  prayers  ? 
the  merchants  with  their  wares, 
eir  gallant  brig^ntines 
safely  into  port 
by  corsair  Algerines  ? 

id  like  a  fleet  of  cloud, 
passing  trumpet-blast, 
>se  splendors  of  the  past, 
e  commerce  and  the  crowd  I 
iS  deep  beneath  the  seas 

ancient  wharves  and  quays, 
ved  by  the  engulfing  waves  ; 
treets  and  vacant  halls, 

roofs  and  towers  and  walls  ; 

from  all  mortal  eyes 
le  sunken  city  lies  : 
ties  have  their  graves  I 

an  enchanted  land  t 
the  headlands  far  away 
the  blue  Salernian  bay 
s  sickle  of  white  sand  : 
r  still  and  furthermost 
dim  discovered  coast 


PflBstum  with  its  rains  lies, 
And  its  roses  all  in  bloom 
Seem  to  tinge  the  fatal  skies 
Of  that  lonely  land  of  doom. 

On  his  terrace,  high  in  air, 
Nothing  doth  the  good  monk  care 
For  such  worldly  themes  as  these. 
From  the  garden  jast  below 
Little  puffs  of  perfume  blow, 
And  a  sound  is  in  his  ears 
Of  the  murmur  of  the  bees 
In  the  shining  chestnut  trees  ; 
Nothing  else  he  heeds  or  hears. 
All  the  landscape  seems  to  swooo 
In  the  happy  afternoon  ; 
Slowly  o'er  his  senses  creep 
The  encroaching  waves  of  sleep, 
And  he  sinks  as  sank  the  town. 
Unresisting,  fathoms  down. 
Into  caverns  cool  and  deep  I 

Walled  about  with  drifts  of  snow, 
Hearing  the  fierce  north-wind  blow. 
Seeing  all  the  landscape  white 
And  the  river  cased  in  ice, 
Comes  this  memory  of  delight, 
Comes  this  vision  unto  me 
Of  a  long-lost  Paradise 
In  the  land  beyond  the  sea. 


THE  SERMON   OF   ST.   FRANCIS 

Up  soared  the  lark  into  the  air, 
A  shaft  of  son?,  a  wing^^  prayer, 
As  if  a  soul  released  from  pain 
Were  flying  back  to  heaven  again. 

St.  Francis  heard  :  it  was  to  him 
An  emblem  of  the  Seraphim  ; 
The  upward  motion  of  the  fire. 
The  light,  the  heat,  the  heart's  desire. 

Around  Assisi's  convent  gate 

The  birds,  God's  poor  who  cannot  wait. 

From    moor    ana    mere    and    darksome 

wood 
Come  flocking  for  their  dole  of  food. 

"  O  brother  birds,"  St.  Francis  said, 
"  Ye  come  to  me  and  ask  for  bread. 
But  not  with  bread  alone  to-day 
Shall  ye  be  fed  and  sent  away. 
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"  Ye  thull  be  fed,  YC  happY  birds, 

With  tinuiim  of  ct'lefttial  wunlii ; 

NoC  tiiiue,  though  niiiic  they  M>('m  to  he. 

Nut  luine,  tbuugli  they  be  !t|>okeu  ihrougb  mc. 

**  Ob,  doubly  are  ye  bound  to  praise 
Tbe  i^reat  Creator  in  vour  layji ; 
lie  givetb  you  your  plumes  of  down. 
Your  crimiuiu  boods,  vuur  cloaks  of  brown. 

**  He  giTetb  YOU  your  win|*iK  t4>  Hjr 
And  breatbe  a  purer  air  on  bi^b. 
And  caretb  fur  vuu  every  when*, 
Whu  fur  vuurselYes  su  little  eare  !  ** 

With  flutter  uf  swift  winpi  and  s«>ngs 
Together  nise  tbe  featben'd  thruu|pi, 
And  hinpnif  EM>»tterf*d  far  a|»art  ; 
Deep  peaci*  was  in  M.  Knuici**  heart. 

Ilr  knew  not  if  the  brotherhood 
His  boinily  b:ul  uuderstiMMl  ; 
lie  only  knew  that  to  one  ear 
The  meaxiiii^  of  bin  wurd.>  was  clear. 


ini.is.Nkirs 

I  AM  |MM>r  and  old  snd  Mind  ; 
The  ^nn  burnn  nie.  and  tbr  wind 

HlowH  tiinin;;b  tbr  nty  |^>»te, 
Ami  ('uvcr«  nil*  Hitb  tlii^t 
Fruui  tb«>  mbet-N  uf  tin*  aupist 

JufetiniiUi  tbe  (irt-at. 

It  wa«  fur  hi  in  I  eba««*d 

TIm*  l*i'rM:in«  oVr  wibl  ami  wnstet 

Ao  tiiMieral  of  tb<*  K^utt ; 
Nicbt  aftf'r  niifbt  I  lay 
lu  tbi'ir  4>:tni|io  of  veNienUy  ; 

Tbfir  fi>rnp>  wast  my  feast. 

For  litiii.  witli  viiU  of  r«'(|. 
Anil  Imp  |ii-«  .if  ina^t-biMil, 

I   ttuiiit  tlif    \fti«'  ••••.I*!* 
Ami  •>•  itti-riil  tbi'  V.iii«Ul  bfMts, 
l.iki-  lin^t  in  a  wiimIv  iitn*et. 

For  111  in  I  Willi  a;^iin 

n«i'    \ii«iii.i.iM  n'.ilrii  and  n  i;;n, 

lti>:i.i-  .iiiii  I'artlicnnfi*-  ; 
Anil  all  thf  laml  w^^  mint* 
I'ruui  lb«-  «iiiiiini('«  iif  .\|H'nninr 

'lu  tbe  Bbunri  uf  either  scik 


For  him.  in  my  feeble  afi^ 
I  dared  the  battle's  rage. 

To  saYe  Bjnatium's  italic 
Wlien  the  tents  of  ZabergM 
Like  snow-drifts  overrma 

The  ruad  to  the  GoUea  CttUk 

And  for  this,  for  this  bcbeU ! 
lufimi  and  blind  and  old. 

With  gray,  imeoYertd  kn4 
Beneath  tbe  very  arrh 
Of  uiv  triumphal  mareh, 

i  stand  and  beg  n j  biead  I 

Methinks  I  still  can  hear, 
bounding  distinet  and  near. 

The  Vandal  munareh's  cfj. 
As,  captive  and  disgraced. 
With  majestic  step  ne  paced,— 

•«  All,  all  U  Vaaitj  !  "* 


Ah !  vainest  of  all  things 
Is  the  in^titude  of  kings ; 

'Ilie  plaudits  of  the  ci 
An*  but  the  clatter  of  fret 
At  midnight  in  the  street. 

Hollow  and 


But  tbe  bitterest  disgraee 
In  tu  see  forever  the  face 
Of  the  Monk  of  F.pbtMsl 
Tbe  unconquerable  will 
This,  too,  can  bear  ;  —  I  il9 
Am  Ik-lisarius  I 


SONC.O  RIVER 

^fiffn  RiTi>r  (■  ft  ■Irwliaf 
fW-lMtf  •  vitti  l<.ii(t  l^kp  la  t* 

ABii«ic  ti>^ 'A'iv   hlvrary  |4aMi  •! 
■  ni>  fi«r  •  I  r-mm   i«l*,  thfl  aciaa  aC 
iM«r  Ijkkr  S»  }»Mg'\.     Thta  foav  •■■ 
1«.  K'>.   *llrr  AvUlltotLs  R««f  ft 

rlualljtf. 


N<iw-|i>  nr  Mieh  a  devi 
S:ivi'  111  fancy  ur  in 
Wind  in  (f     plow     throngh 

brake, 
lunk*  together  lake 


Walli-d  with  wimmIs  or 
y.wr  iloiiMiii^  on  Itself 
Flii««  the  Mream,  so  still  nai 
That  It  hardly 
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errmnt  knight  of  old» 
1  woodland  or  on  wold, 
k  winding  path  pursued 
^  the  sylvan  solitude. 

school-bo  J,  in  his  quest 
bazel-nut  or  nest, 
^h  the  forest  in  and  out 
sred  loitering  thus  about. 

mirror  of  its  tide 
id  thickets  on  each  side 
inverted,  and  between 
ig  dood  or  sky  serene. 

vr  swallow  on  the  wing 
the  only  living  thing, 
loon,  that  laughs  and  flies 

to  those  reflected 


stream  !  thy  Indian  name 
liliar  is  to  nune ; 


For  thou  hidest  here  alone, 
Well  content  to  be  unknown. 

But  thy  tranquil  waters  teaeh 
Wisdom  deep  as  human  q»eeol^ 
Moving  without  haste  or  noise 
In  unbroken  equipoise. 

Though  thoa  tumest  no  busy  milly 
And  lurt  ever  calm  and  still. 
Even  thy  silence  seems  to  say 
To  the  teaveller  on  his  way :  — 

^Traveller,  hurrying  from  the  heat 
Of  the  ei^,  sUy  thy  feet  I 
Beat  awhile,  nor  longer  waste 
with  ineonsiderate  haste  I 


''Be  not  like  a  stream  that  brawls 
Loud  with  shaUow  waterfidls, 
But  in  quiet  self-control 
Link  together  soul  and  souL'* 
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,  my  whedl     Tiem  round  and 

d 

xittfe,  vaiihmU  a  sound: 

u  theflifing  world  away/ 

cell  mixed  with  mart  and  mnd^ 

motion  of  my  hand; 

ust  follow  f  <md  some  command, 

h  all  are  made  of  day  I 

the  Potter  at  his  task 
e  blossoming  hawthorn-tree, 
his  features,  like  a  mask, 
i  sanshine  and  leaf-shade 
the  boughs  above  him  swayed, 
d  him,  till  he  seemed  to  be 
oven  in  tapestry, 
Duslv  was  he  arrayed 
guincent  attire 
Bsue  flaked  with  fire, 
^cian  he  appeared, 
'  without  book  or  beard  ; 
he  plied  his  magic  art  — 
magical  to  me  — 
silence  and  apart, 
ired  more  and  more  to  see 
iless,  lifeless  mass  of  clay 
meet  the  master's  hand, 
ontract  and  now  expand, 
his  slightest  touch  obey ; 


While  ever  in  a  thourittful  mood 
He  sang  his  diUy,  aiS  at  times 
Whistled  a  tune  between  the  ritymet. 
As  a  melodious  interlude. 

Tum,ium^mymfkedf  AUUdn^wiugtekangt 
To  iomelking  new,  to  iometking  ttrange; 

Nothing  that  is  can  pause  or  stay; 
ne  moon  mil  toox,  the  moon  wHl  wane. 
The  mist  and  eUwd  will  turn  to  ramp 
The  rain  to  mist  and  cloud  a^am, 

TVMNorroiff  be  to-day. 

Thus  still  the  Potter  sang,  and  itillt 
By  some  nnoonseious  act  of  will. 
The  melody  and  evep  the  words 
Were  intermingled  with  my  thought* 
As  bite  of  eolond  thread  are  oan^t 
And  woven  into  neste  of  birds. 
And  thus  to  regions  far  remote. 
Beyond  the  ooean's  vast  expanse. 
This  wizard  in  the  motley  coat 
Transported  me  on  wings  of  sonff. 
And  l^  the  northern  shores  of  Aanee 
Bore  me  with  restless  speed  along. 

What  land  is  this  that  seems  to  be 
A  mingling  of  the  land  «id  sea? 
I  This  land  of  ihdeei,  dikes,  and  dunes  ? 
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This  water-nc*t,  that  traaelUtrt 

The  UiMiiicm|N*  ?  Ibis  uiicndiug  maie 

Of  gardtMiM,  thruu^  wboM  Imtticed  gates 

The  iniprisuiied  piiiks  and  tulips  gai«  ; 

Where  iu  lung  suuiuier  aftemouns 

The  sunshine,  sufteued  hy  the  haie, 

Comes  utreaining  down  as  through  a  sereen  ; 

Where  over  fields  and  (wstures  green 

The  painted  ships  float  high  in  air, 

And  over  all  and  rvervwhrre 

The  sails  of  wiudinilU  hiuk  and  soar 

Like  wings  of  sea-gtilU  on  the  shore  ? 

What  laud  is  this  7     Yon  pretty  town 
Is  Delft,  with  all  its  wares  di>}ilByed  ; 
The  pride,  the  uiarket'plaee,  the  crown 
And  centre  of  the  I*otter*s  trade. 
See  !  every  house  and  room  is  bright 
With  glimmers  of  reHeet4Hl  light 
From  platen  that  on  the  dresser  shine  ; 
(lagoiis  to  foam  with  FleniiAb  lieer, 
Or  s|iurkle  with  the  Khenijih  wine. 
And  pilgrim  llosks  with  fleurs-de-lis, 
And  nlnpn  utHin  a  itdling  sea. 
And  taiikuril.1  |»ewtcr  t(ip|H*d,  and  queer 
With  ruin  if  niu.sk  uml  musketeer  ! 
Vju'U  ht»spi table  rbimiifv  smiles 
A  weU'4iiiit<  frt»m  itji  |Kiiiit«Hl  tile^i  ; 
The  larltir  niallji,  the  dmnilier  floors. 
The  stairwavA  and  the  e«irridur«. 
The  Uinirn  of  the  g-anliMi  walks, 
Anr*  beautiful  with  fadi-leM  fltiwers, 
Tliat  never  dnMip  in  wind.t  or  n bowers. 
Ami  never  wither  on  their  stalks. 

Turn,  turn,  tn^  tehfri  f     Ail  Ur'^  i«  ^*^f I 
W'KiXl  ftcir  15  h^*d  vill  fnon  hr  l*(if\ 

W'Hnt  ftiiic  it  Uttf' trill  tttan  tlrfni/  ; 
Th^  wtnil  Uuwt  rf]«f,  the  vtnil  hl»»H'n  tCfst  j 
'i  h*  tn'ir  r*ft;M  in  t*tr  rrt^tn'M  n^*t 
II  1*7  »'-*n  hfifr  u'lutfn  tnul  tt^*ii'  and  hrea*t, 

.!••'/  fiiMrr  aini  fli/  fltrntf. 

Ni>w  MHiibwnnl  tbniui;b  the  air  I  glide, 

'Hm*   ^*'Ii;;  II. \    •■lilt    piir«l||V.lllt, 

Ami  *>•-«■  .ti  ?•>««  (hf  l.iii<Ura|M-  nide 
Tlir  bill-  I   ti.iri-liti*.  U|Hi||  mbii^r  title 
'I'lii*  )m  llr'.i  •  .111  1  ibi*  H|iiri-*k  **t  N:iiiitr« 
Ki|i|iM-  .i!i>i  T'-*-'k  lT"U\  Miilf  !■•  *:*\v. 
A«,  »b«  II  .til  t  irtliipi.kLi*  fi  iiil«  iti  Wi&lN, 
A  t-riiiiti-liiiL;  k:1\  r<-«-U  aiul  f.ilU. 

Willi  i«  It  ill  cbi-  «iibiir|i^  brr«>. 
Ibi*  T'-tNT,  ».irki:.i;  mitb  "iirli  rbfi-r, 
In  tbi«  mean  b«iu«e,  tliM  iim-.iii  nff  ir^, 
III!  maiilv  frature*  bruuicd  with  lin<, 


MIkmc  figuHnet  and  nutie 

Scarce  find  him  breMl  frooi  daj  Ia4qf 

This  madman,  as  tha  pcopla  ny« 

Who  breaks  his  tablca  umA 

To  feed  his  furnace  ftrea. 

Who  goes  unfed  if  they  arw  M, 

Nor  who  maj  live  if  tliry  mt9  dwif 

This  alchemist  with  boUow  cT 

And  sunken,  searehiiig  cjm» 

By  mingled  earths  aad  o 

With  potency  of  lire,  to  find 

Smie  new  enamel,  hard  nod  brigll^ 

His  dream,  his  passion,  his  dalifHf 


O  Palissy  !  within  thy 
Humed  the  hot  fever  of  ■ 
Tliine  was  the  prophet's 
The  exultation,  the  divia 
Insanity  of  noble  miada. 
That  nerer  falters  nor 
Hut  labors  and  endum  aad 
Till  all  that  it  fomccs  it 
Or  what  it  cannot  find 


Turn,  turn,  my  icketl !     71m 
.•I  touch  can  maie,  a  tiamA 

And  fkali  it  to  the  PotUr 
IMkai  makeMt  thou  f     Tkm 
As  men  tcho  think  to 
A  world  bff  their  Creaiar 

Who  truer  if  tkam  titf. 


Still  guided  by  the  dream j 
As  in  a  tnin«'e  I  float  aloof 
A  bene  the  Tyrenean  rhaia. 
Above  the  t:eld»  and  farms  of  9 
Altuve  the  bright  Majoivaa  isia' 
That  lends  itji  Miften^  nsif  tn  Ml, 
A  ^|Mlt,  H  d(»t  u|ion  the  chart, 
WluiM*  little  tiiwns,  rtd*i 
,  An*  nili}-luotred  with  the  ligte 
I  Of  bla/iiig  fiirtwees  by  night. 
And  cr«i«iui-d  bv  dav  with 
Then  east  Hani,  wafted  is  mv 
i  >n  my  enrlianter's  magic  rl 
I  oail  nrni««  the  Tyirheoa 
Into  lilt'  l.iiiil  iif  Italy, 
And  ■•'••r  (be  miiNly  Apenu 
Mantli  il  aiitl  iiiusieal  with 


•roofed  witt  w^ 


The  palai'es.  the  priDceW  haU^ 
Tbr  «l(Mii>.  tif  li«iu»rm  ancf  tbv  vaOi 
'  >f  •  bun-bf «  and  of  belfrr 
('jiiinter  ami  ra-^tle,  i4ir>rt 
\rr  garlaitili'd  simI  gay  witll 
1  hat  blu»«um  in  the  Aalda  af  m^ 
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s  workshops  eleaxn  and  glow 
t,  iridescent  ayes, 
whiteness  of  the  snow, 
ue  of  summer  skies  ; 
scutcheon,  cup  and  plate, 
ish  emulate 
nee,  Pesaro. 

rhino's  gate  there  came 
the  angelic  name 
n  form  and  face 
lie,  and  divine 
or  and  design, 
ancesco  Xanto  caught 
his  transcendent  grace, 
le  fabrics  wrought 
f  the  master's  thought, 
stro  Giorgio  shines 
perl  and  golden  lines 
s,  and  interweaves 
fruits  and  flowers  and  leaves 
andscape,  shaded  brown, 
its  on  rock  and  town. 

up  within  whose  bowl, 
id  of  deepest  blue 
lustred  stars  overlaid, 
?y  tint  and  hue 
!  harmonious  whole  I 
ue  eyes  and  steadfast  gaze, 
lir  in  net  and  braid, 
ear-rings  all  ablaze 
lustre  o'er  the  glaze, 
9rtrait  ;  on  the  scroll, 
dutiful  !     A  name 
'e  for  such  brief  fame 
►rial  can  bestow,  — 
over  long  ago 
\  heart  to  this  fair  dame. 

i  to  renown 

easant  Tuscan  town, 

the  Arno's  stream  ; 
la  Robbia  there 
s  so  wondrous  fair, 
ly  sovereignty  supreme, 
ers  with  lips  of  stone, 

is  not  heard,  but  seen, 
1  from  their  organ-screen, 
s  praise  ;  nor  these  alone, 

fragile  forms  of  clay, 
eautifiil  than  they, 
ind  angels  that  adorn 
hospitals,  and  tell 
good  deeds  so  well 


That  poverty  seems  less  forlorn, 
And  life  more  like  a  holiday. 

Here  in  this  old  neglected  church. 
That  long  eludes  the  traveller's  search, 
Lies  the  dead  bishop  on  his  tomb  ; 
Earth  upon  earth  be  slumbering  lies, 
Life-like  and  death-like  in  the  gloom  ; 
Garlands  of  froit  and  flowers  in  bloom 
And  foliage  deck  his  resting-place  ; 
A  shadow  in  the  sightless  eyes, 
A  pallor  on  the  patient  face. 
Made  perfect  by  the  furnace  heat ; 
All  earthly  passions  and  desires 
Burnt  out  by  purgatorial  fires  ; 
Seeming  to  say,  **  Our  years  are  fleetf 
And  to  the  weary  death  is  sweet." 

But  the  most  wonderful  of  all 

The  ornaments  on  tomb  or  wall 

That  grace  the  fair  Ausonian  shores 

Are  those  the  faithfnl  earth  restores, 

Near  some  Apulian  town  concealed. 

In  vineyard  or  in  harvest  field,  — 

Vases  and  urns  and  bas-reliefs, 

Memorials  of  forgotten  griefs, 

Or  records  of  heroic  deeds 

Of  demigods  and  mighty  chiefs  : 

Figures  that  almost  move  and  speak. 

And,  buried  amid  mould  and  weeds, 

Still  in  their  attitudes  attest 

The  presence  of  the  graceful  Greek,  — 

Achilles  in  his  armor  dressed, 

Alcides  with  fhe  Cretan  bull. 

And  Aphrodite  with  her  boy. 

Or  lovely  Helena  of  Troy, 

Still  living  and  still  beautiful. 

Ttarrif  turn ,  my  wheel  I    *Tis  natures  plan 
The  child  should  grow  into  the  man, 

The  man  grow  wrinkled,  old,  and  gray  i 
In  youth  the  heart  exults  and  sings. 
The  pulses  leap,  the  feet  have  wings; 
In  age  the  cricket  chirps,  and  brings 

The  harvest-home  of  day. 

And  now  the  winds  that  southward  blow, 
And  cool  the  hot  Sicilian  isle. 
Bear  me  away.     I  see  below 
The  long  line  of  the  Libyan  Nile, 
Flooding  and  feedinc^  the  parched  lands 
With  annual  ebb  and  oveHlow, 
A  fallen  palm  whose  branches  lie 
Beneath  the  Abyssinian  sky, 
Whose  roots  are  in  Egyptian  sands. 
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On  rither  bank  buf^  waU*r-w heels, 
iWltrd  with  jan  and  dripping  wee<li, 
Seiul  forth  their  nii'laiicliolv  niuant, 
A»  if,  in  their  frra>*  >nantleft  bid, 
Deail  ancboritr»  of  the  Ttiebiiid 
Knelt  on  the  iihorr  and  tuld  tlM'ir  beads, 
Beatini;  their  breattn  with  loud  appeals 
And  penitential  tean  and  gruaiu. 

This  citr,  walh^I  ami  thicklj  net 
With  fvlitterinff  inoM|ue  and  minaret. 
Is  l*airu,  in  whose  fpiy  liazaars 
The  dreaminff  tra%*eller  Unit  inhales 
The  perfume  of  Arabian  pdes. 
And  seeA  the  fabulous  earthen  jars, 
Iliif^  as  were  thone  wherein  the  maid 
Morgana  found  the  Forty  Thirves 
Conec'ulrd  in  midnight  ambuM*ade  ; 
And  M^eiuf^.  more  than  half  belie %*es 
The  fascinutiu);  taK'n  that  run 
Tlimui^h  all  the  Thousan<l  Nights  and  One, 
Told  hy  the  fair  Scheherviade. 

More  stranj^e  and  wtinib*rful  than  these 

Art'  the  K^yptiuii  di-itii'». 

Amnion,  and  Knit-th,  and  the  praad 

t><kiri4,  hohlin^  in  hi^  haml 

Tlie  lotUM  ;  Nis  crownrd  and  veiled  ; 

Tlie  KarrtMl  Ilii^,  and  the  sphinx  ; 

Hnureli'tH  with  blue  enaini-llril  links  ; 

Tlie  .V*araU'e  in  emerald  mailfd. 

Or  spn*adin^  wide  Iiih  funml  winy^  ; 

Lamps    that    |MTi'han«-e  their  uig;ht*watch 

kept 
O'er  (Mi»op.itra  while  nhe  slept,  — 
All  plun4li'red  from  the  tonilm  of  kin^ 

y'lrti,  turri,  niy  wh^^l !     Th^  human  racTt 

O/  ei>rv  ^••J'/'«'^  of'  rrrrif  ftiiV-r, 

' '«j '**•*! Mil »i,  /  Viyffir,  fir  Ma'ity, 
AH  th'it  I'thfihi!  thi*  f/r^nt  ntrfh. 

Are  It'.-ir^i  ttuii  ttllftl  fi^f  hirth, 
.!'••/  Vtii'l^  t't' the  mtm^  «*«'«'y- 

O'er  dr«Tt  %antU.  i»*rr  ijulf  ami  lay, 
OVr  \\  iii;;r«i  aiiil  ••'•■r  Iliiti.il.i\, 
Itini-liLi*  1  tl\,anil  Hwii:;  -Mii;. 
'I'll  tliiwi'Tv  kiii^il<iiii-«  ••!  <  .ith.ty, 
Arul  I'lnUIiLi*  |M>i^-  I'll  lii]:iii<-<-d  wiiij; 
Alrtiti'  till'  tiiwn  «if   K:li;:-(i  •(i-lllll^, 

A  biiririi;;  tuMn,  **r  *<-•  iniiij  «ti*, 
Tlir»-i"  Mi-i'iv:iiii|  f  urn  I- •  <i  tl-il  j;l"^ 
lnf-«-<«.inf Iv,  ami  till  thi-  .nr 
With  »Uioke  upfi^iii^,  ^.^1^'  ou  g^rr, 


And  painted  hy  the  Isrid  fIftiVv 
Of  jeU  and  dashes  of  red  in. 


As  leaves  that  ia  the  ant— w  lA 

Spotted  and  veined  with 

Are  swept  along  the 

Ami  lie  in  heaps  by  hedge 

So  from  this  grove  of  chimaejs 

To  all  the  markeCa  of  the  wom* 

These  porcelain  leaves  arv  wnAsi  e^ 

Light  yellow  leaves  with  spoil 

Of  violet  and  of  crimson  dj% 

Or  temler  azure  of  a  slnr 

Just  washed  by  gentle  April 

And  beautiful  with  celadon. 

Nor  less  the  coarser  honsrhoM 
The  willow  pattern,  that  w« 
In  childhood,  with  its  hridgo  of  Mm 

I 


I^'ading  to  unknown  _ 

The  solitary  man  who  stam 
At  the  white  river  flowing 
Its  arches,  the  fantastic  tn 
And  wild  perspective  of  the 
And  intenningled  amoa_ 
Tlie  tiles  that  in  our  nurserioa 
Killed  us  with  wonder  and  daG|di^ 
Or  haunted  us  in  dreams  n&  ai^lL 


And  vonder  by  Nankin,  behold  I 

Tlie  Tower  of  Foreelain, 

I'plifting  to  the  astonished 

I  til  ninefold  painted 

With  lialufttrailes  of  twining 

And  roofs  of  tile,  beneath  whose  eatrai 

llanf;  |Nim*lain  bells  thai  all  the  &■• 

Rin^  with  a  soft,  melodiotts 

While  the  whole  fabric  is 

With  varied  tints  all  fused  in 

(tr«Mt  ni&K%  of  eolor.like  a 

( H  tif iwiT»  tUuinined  bv  the 


rtirfi.  f urn.  my  rAcW  /     Whm  k  k^ 
At  ilayftrrtiL  mutt  at  dark  le  dsm^ 
7'i>-mtfrroir  riil  be  oneder  d^f  f 

H'l./  fr«iri*A  the  hetirt  itn</  by 
Afyl  *  turn  ft  tritk  htmar  or  wik 
Thr*e  r%Mri«  siodr  of  €lm§* 


(*nid1ril  ami  r«K*ke«|  in  R 

I  lit'  i«l.iii>N  iif  tilt*  •! 
lU'iirath  iiir  lie  ;  o*er  lake 

The  itiiik.  the  biTiin,  and  the 
Throng h  the  vicar  iwnlma  of 
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illside  I  can  see 

of  Imari, 

iged  and   flaming  workshops 

[  columns  of  smoke  on  high, 
rs  that  in  ruins  lie, 
e  streaming  through  each  rift, 
Lrches  of  blue  sky. 

t  flowers  that  fill  the  land, 
^es  on  rock  or  sand, 
Fusiyama's  cone, 
;  heaven  so  thickly  sown 
ations  of  bright  stars, 
at  rustle,  the  reeds  that  make 
each  stream  and  lake, 
awn,  the  sunset  red, 
}n  these  lovely  jars  ; 
^lark  sings,  again 
e  heron,  and  the  crane 
1  the  azure  overhead, 
3it  and  counterpart 
produced  in  Art. 

Id  of  Nature  ;  yes, 
;hild,  in  whom  we  trace 
of  the  mother's  face, 
id  Jher  attitude  ; 
itic  loveliness 
d  softened  and  subdued 
ittractive  grace, 
uman  sense  imbued. 


He  is  the  g^atest  artist,  then, 

Whether  of  pencil  or  of  nen. 

Who  follows  Nature.     Never  man. 

As  artist  or  as  artisan, 

Pursuing  his  own  fantasies, 

Can  touch  the  human  heart,  or  plesisci 

Or  satisfy  our  nobler  needs, 

As  he  who  sets  his  willing  feet 

In  Nature's  footprints,  light  and  fleet, 

And  follows  feaness  where  she  leads. 

Thus  mused  I  on  that  mom  in  May, 
Wrapped  in  my  visions  like  the  S€»er, 
Whose  eyes  behold  not  what  is  near. 
But  only  what  is  far  away. 
When,  suddenly  sounding  peal  on  peal. 
The    church -bell    from  the  neighboring 

town 
Proclaimed  the  welcome  hour  of  noon. 
The  Potter  heard,  and  stopped  his  wheels 
His  apron  on  the  grass  threw  down. 
Whistled  his  quiet  little  tune, 
Not  overloud  nor  overlong, 
And  ended  thus  his  simple  song : 

Stop,  stop,  my  wheel !     Too  soon^  too  soon, 
The  noon  will  be  the  afternoon^ 

Too  soon  to-day  oe  yesterday  ; 
Behind  us  in  our  path  we  cast 
The  broken  potsherds  ofthepast^ 
And  all  are  ground  to  dust  at  kut^ 

And  trodden  into  day! 


BIRDS   OF   PASSAGE 


FLIGHT   THE   FIFTH 


the  volume  entitled  Kiramot  and  other  Poems.  1878.    Elmwood,  in  the  flnt  poem,  wm  tbe 
LoweU. 


RONS   OF   ELMWOOD 

ill  is  the  summer  night, 
the  river's  brink  I  wander  ; 
ad  are  the  stars,  and  white 
lering   lamps   on  the  hillside 


the  sounds  of  day  ; 
lear  but  the  chirp  of  crickets, 
f  the  herons  winging  their  way 
oet's  house  in  the  Elmwood 

A. 


Call  to  him,  herons,  as  slowly  you  pass 
To  your  roosts  in  the  haunts  of  the  exiled 
thrushes. 
Sing  him  the  song  of  the  green  morass, 
And  the  tides  that  water  the  reeds  and 
rushes. 

Sing  him  the  mystical  Song  of  the  Hem, 
And  the  secret  that  baffles  our   utmost 
seeking ; 
For    only    a    sound    of    lament    we    dis- 
cern. 
And  cannot  interpret  the  words  you  are 
speaking. 
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Sing  of  the  air,  and  the  wild  cieli|;ht 

Of  winpi  that  uplift  and  winda  that  u|v> 
hold  vuu. 
The  jov  uf  freedom,  the  rapt ii re  of  flight 
Through  the  drift  uf  the  floating  niiata 
that  infold  tou  ; 

Of  thff  landioape  Iving  to  far  below. 

With   ita  towns  and   riven  and  desert 
places  ; 
And  the  splendor  of  light  above,  and  the 
glow 
Of  the  limitless,  blue,  ethereal  spaces. 

Ask  him  if  songs  of  the  Trutibaduurs, 
Or  uf  MinneitingfrH  in  old  black-letter, 

Sound  in  hi  a  ears  uiun*  sweet  than  yours. 
And  if  voun  are  not  sweeter  and  wilder 
and  better. 

Sing  to  him,  say  to  htm,  hen*  at  his  gate, 
\Vherr  the  bouglis  of  the  stately  elms  are 
meetiu);. 
Some  uiic  hath  lingered  tu  meditate, 

And  s«*ud  him  uuseeu  this  friendly  greet- 
iug  : 

That  manv  anothrr  hath  done  the  same, 
Thouf;h  nut  by  a  sound  was  the  silence 
broken  ; 
IIm  surest  iilfd^e  of  a  dcathlens  name 
Is  the   ftilrut   homage   of  thoughts  un- 
spoken. 


With  his  Moorish  cap  mi 

The  old  sea-captain,  bale  aad 
Walks  in  a  waking 


I 


A  smile  in  his  gray 

Whenever  he  thinks  of  Iha  K^  of 
And  the  listed  tulins  look  Uka 
And  the  silent  gardener  at  bt 

Is  changed  to  the  Deaa  of  Ji 


The  windmills  on  the  oni 

Verge  of  the  landscape  ia  the  _ 
To  him  are  towers  on  tae  Spaaisk 
With  whiskered  seatiaeb  at  their 

Though  this  is  the  rivar 


But  when  the  winter  raiaa 

He  sits  and  smokes  bj  the 
And  old  seafaring  mea  roan 
(loat* bearded,  gray,  aad  vith 
And  rings  upon  their 


They  sit  there  in  the 

Of  the  flickering  Are  of 
Figures  in  color  and  <lcaiga 
Like  those  br  Rembraadt  of  the 
Half  darkiicM  and  haU  Ughk 


And  thev  talk  of  rentorea 
And    their  talk   is  evar 
same. 
While  they  drink  the  fed 
From  the  cellars  of  soom 
Or  convent  set  on  flaoM. 


A    Dl'Tl  I!    rK'Tl'RK 

SlMUX  I>AX/  bait  rome  Immr  SfT^in, 

FnMii  «*riii«iiig  .lUiiil  with  lii«  bucranerrs  ; 

He   lui«  «in^*il    the  iM'unl  of  thr   King  of 
.^paiii. 

And  rarrii*«l  :iwnv  the  I^'.in  uf  Jaen 
And  i^il<l  liini  in  Alj^irr^. 

In  \m%  Iii»i«i-  b\  tlif  M:ic«f*,  with  it«  rtKif  uf 

.\iii|  %kta!)ii  r<*iN-k«  ti\in;;  iiluft  in  air, 
'Dirrr  .ir*'  «.!%•  r  tankunU  ••(  .intti|iii'  ^t\l**ii, 
I'lundi-r  of  •  ••ii\riii  :inf)  i-avtlc,  ^n«l  pilr^ 

(>f  (Mr|Mt-  III  li  :ti>i|  r.in 

In  hi«  tii'!|»-;^  iriti-n  !!:•  r-    t>\  lU*-  tii%kn, 
0\erliH>kiij^  tlii*  ^liijsK'^^b  •iir«-axn. 


ilestless  at  times  with  fccaii  ttffii 
He  iiaoeA  his  partor  to  aaio  fiw; 

lie  in  like  a  shi^i  that  at 

And   swings   with   the 
tidrs. 
And  tugn  at  her 


Voice*  my^teriiMis  far  aad 

Sound  of  the  wind  aad 

Are  cillmg  and  whisperiag  ia 

".Siniiin  Dam  !     Wbv  sUveet 

Cunii'  furth  aad  follow  oie ! 


S«>  he  think*  he  shall  take  to  the  Ma 

Ftir  tint*  intin-  rnii«p  with  hii 


af  «iA 


To  Mngi*  th«*  iH-anI  of  the  KiMef  i 
And  oaptiirr  siniilhrr  IWaa  of  3aM 
And  tell  hiui  m  Algien^ 
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ASTLES  IN  SPAIN 

I  of  my  young  heart,  O  Spain, 
t  to  thee  in  oays  of  yore  I 
ms  romantic  filled  my  brain, 
oned  back  to  life  again 
ns  of  Charlemagne, 
Campeador  I 

I  more  shadowy  than  these, 
m  twilight  half  revealed  ; 
galleys  on  the  seas, 
1  camps  like  hives  of  bees, 
tplif ting  from  his  knees 
u  his  shield. 

6  memories  perchance, 

nals  of  remotest  eld, 

he  colors  of  romance 

rivial  circumstance, 

ed  the  form  and  countenance 

at  I  beheld. 

whose  history  lies  hid 
ish  chronicle  or  rhyme,  — 
i  birthplace  of  the  Cid, 
i  Valladolid, 
lit  and  walled  amid 
i  of  Wamba's  time  ; 

traight  line  of  the  highway, 
int  town  that  seems  so  near, 
ts  in  the  fields,  that  stay 

0  cross  themselves  and  pray, 

1  the  belfry  at  midday 
elus  they  hear  ; 

ses  in  the  mountain  pass, 
ly  with  tassels,  the  loud  din 
rs,  the  tethered  ass 
the  dusty  wayside  grass, 
in  with  spurs  of  brass 
^  at  the  inn  ; 

lets  hidden  in  fields  of  wheat, 
ties  slumbering  by  the  sea, 
bine  flooding  square  and  street, 
itain  ranges,  at  whose  feet 
>eds  are  dry  with  heat, — 
i  dream  to  me. 

ling  sombre  and  severe 
enchanted  landscape  reigned  ; 
the  atmosphere 


As  if  King  Philip  listened  near. 
Or  Torquemada,  the  austere. 
His  ghostly  sway  maintained. 

The  softer  Andalusian  sides 

Dispelled  the  sadness  and  the  gloom  ; 
There  Cadiz  by  the  seaside  lies. 
And  Seville's  orange-orchards  rise. 
Making  the  land  a  paradise 

Of  Mauty  and  of  bloom. 

There  Cordova  is  hidden  among 

The  palm,  the  olive,  and  the  vine  ; 
Gem  of  the  South,  by  poets  sung. 
And  in  whose  mosque  Almanzor  hung 
As  lamps  the  bells  that  once  had  rung 
At  Compostella's  shrine. 

But  over  all  the  rest  supreme, 
The  star  of  stars,  the  cynosure. 

The  artist's  and  the  poet's  theme. 

The  young  man's  vision,  the  old   man's 
dream,  — 

Granada  by  its  winding  stream. 
The  city  of  the  Moor  I 

And  there  the  Alhambra  still  recalls 

Aladdin's  palace  of  delight : 
Allah  il  Allan  I  through  its  halls 
Whispers  the  fountain  as  it  falls. 
The  Darro  darts  beneath  its  walls, 

The  hills  with  snow  are  white. 

Ah  yes,  the  hills  are  white  with  snow, 
And   cold    with    blasts    that    bite    and 
freeze  ; 

But  in  the  happy  vale  below 

The  orange  and  pomegranate  grow, 

And  wafts  of  air  toss  to  and  fro 
The  blossoming  almond  trees. 

The  Vega  cleft  by  the  Xenil, 

The  fascination  and  allure 
Of  the  sweet  landscape  chains  the  will ; 
The  traveller  lingers  on  the  hill. 
His  parted  lips  are  breathing  still 

The  last  sigh  of  the  Moor. 

How  like  a  ruin  overgrown 

With   flowers   that   hide    the   rents   of 
time, 
Stands  now  the  Past  that  I  have  known : 
Castles  in  Spain,  not  built  of  stone 
But  of  white  summer  clouds,  and  blown 

Into  this  little  mist  of  rhyme  1 
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Ml  TORI  A   COLONNA 

▼lltorU  Coloom,  on  th*  dMih  of  bi>r  hiMbud,  tb« 
MattIimp  di  IVwajm,  ivtirad  bi  ht>r  caaCla  ftt  IvhU 
(lB*nmr I,  And  ih^ra  wrnc#  th^  <>i|*  upim  hU  dcalb 
«lurb|UMJ  bcrUwUUeof  l>i«uw.    H.  W.  L. 

Oncr  tnorr,  once  more.  Innrinitf, 
I  Mfe  tliv  |»ur|>i«'  h:ilU  !  -    uuc«  more 

I  h«»iir  tlir  billowA  of  till*  bar 

Wftftb  the  wbiU'  pebblva  uu  thy  HhoK. 

Iliffh  oVr  the  iioa-«iiri»«*  aimI  tbr  Hands 
Liki*  m  fp^*at  ^ulU-tui  wn'fki-U  And  cast 

Ashon*  bv  »tt>nii!»,  tbv  oantlp  MtamU, 
A  luuuldfriu);  landmark  uf  tbu  Past. 

Upon  its  torraoi'-walk  I  are 
A  pliautoiii  ^lidiii);  to  and  fro  ; 

It  U  I'olonna,  --  it  ik  >he 

Who  iivini  and  lu%vd  »o  long  ago. 

PfKcani'M  liiraiitifiii  yoinif;  wifo, 
'Hh*  ty|H*  uf  |HTf*-rt  woman  hi  mmI, 

WhoM*  lih'  i»:ij»  Iii%i*,  tbv  lift*  of  life, 

lliat  tiiDu  and  cban^r  and  death  with- 
ktuod. 

For  death,  that  bn^ak^  tbi*  marriage  band 

III  uthrr?t.  iiiily  t'liiM-r  |iri  *«M-d 
Tbr  w«'d«liii^-riii);  u}mi|i  biT  band 

And  t*luM*r  loi'ki'd  and  barn-d  her  brrast. 

She  knew  the  lif**.Utn)«  niartTnlmn, 
The  wr;(nn«*<»'k.  tbi*  fnint*<»*i  pain 

Of  waiting  fur  hhum*  «ini*  tu  i  ■•iiif 
Who  n«*%i*riiitirt'  uoitbl  (-uini'  again. 

Tlie  «baibiw«  of  t!ie  i-brstniit  trees, 
Tbi'  iMbir  iif  the  iir.iii|^  bbHiin«, 

Tlii-  *tin::  *'f  binU,  :inil,  more  tbaii  tbe»0, 
I  he  «ib-liri-  «if  di">*Tted  rooili.H  ; 

Tbi'  reoplr.itiiMi  I  if  tb**  M'a, 

I  bi'  oi'lt  i-.irt' «••«•"«  iif  tbi-  air. 
All  lititi;;^  III  ii.ititri*  •>•  •■iiii'ii  til  lif^ 

lliit  iu:hi*ti  Pi  uf  bi-r  dt-^|iair  ; 

Till  tbr  ••'«  r}»«iril»Miiil  biTirt.  ••!  I"ng 
Ini|>r;«->i  ■  li  ;!i  {•-I  It.  fiiinnl  \i'iit 

Ami    \i<|i«     ill   •■ti<-    llliti  l««iii|lf-d    HUll;^ 

(  H  iiii  ••ii«i<i.iMi-  1  till!  lit 


Her  life  was  interfoacd  witk  ligkl. 
From  realms  that,  tboogk 

Inarim^ !  Inariro^  I 

Thy  cant  If*  on  the  erafpi  abofvt 
In  dust  shall  oninible  and  6mmf, 

But  not  the  nienuirj  of  her  lovt. 


THE    REVENGE     OF    RAIN -IS 

THi:-FACE 


Ix  that  des<i1ate  land 

Where  the  Big  Hum  and 

Roar  down  thvir  mountaia  ^ 
Br  their  film  the  Sioux  Cbiefa 
Muttered  th«'ir  woefl  and  griefs 

And  the  menace  of  Ibeir 


"  Rerenge  I  **  cried  Rain-in-tW-Fi 
**  Kereiigp  iiiHin  all  the 


Of  the  White  Chief  with  vcUov 
And  the  mountains  dark  aad  bigh 
Frtun  their  crag^  rrecboed  tbt  ciy 

Of  hi.<i  anger  and  despair. 

In  the  mea<low,  sprmdiBg 
Br  womtlaiid  and  rirer-sida 

The  Iiiflian  village  stood  ; 
All  was  »ilent  as  a  dream. 
Save  the  rubbing  uf  the 

And  tbe  blue*jay  in  tbe 


Mt 


T)ien  AA  t)ti'  «iiii.  tl.iin;;).  Inibb  n  fmtn  si<«bt, 


Trsa!»ii.ut«-«  X"  ^•iiii  l\tv  li'ttdt  II  luiat. 


In  hi.i  war  paint  and  bis 
Like  a  biMin  among  the 

In  amlMinh  the  Sitting  Ball 
I^\  with  ibree  thousand  brarai 
Cronrbe«l  in  tbe  i- lefts 
Savage,  unmetrifal ! 


Into  the  f.ital  snare 

'Hie  White  Chief  witb  yrilov 

And  bit  three  hundred 
I>asheil  beailltNig,  sword  ia 
But  fif  that  pliant  band 

Not  one  re  ill  rued  agaia. 

The  «udili-n  ilarkness  of  deatb 
<  liiTwIifliiieil  them  like  the 

Ami  «ni<ikr  uf  a  famaer  ftiv 
liy  ibf  r-.\tr'«  lank,  .tnd  bet 
Till*  riN  k^  I  if  tlie  m\iiie. 

They  lay  m  tbrir  bloody 
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roemen  fled  in  the  night, 
o-in-the-Face,  in  his  Sight, 
;d  high  in  air 
stly  trophy,  bore 
6  heart,  that  beat  no  more. 
White  Chief  with  yellow  hair. 

as  the  right  and  the  wrong  ? 
)  funeral  song, 
I  voice  that  is  full  of  tears, 
that  our  broken  faith 
all  this  ruin  and  scathe. 
Year  of  a  Hundred  Years. 


THE  RIVER  YVETTE 

Y  river  of  Yvette  I 
iug  river  !  like  a  bride, 
apled,  bashful,  fair  Lisette, 
^oest  to  wed  the  Orge's  tide. 

't,  and  lordly  Darapierre, 
1  salute  thee  on  thy  way, 
b  a  blessing  and  a  prayer, 
be  sweet  bells  of  St.  lorget. 

y  of  Chevreuse  in  vain 
hold  thee  in  its  fond  embrace  ; 
lest  from  its  arms  again 
irriest  on  with  swifter  pace. 

t  not  stay  ;  with  restless  feet, 
Qg  still  thine  onward  flight, 
st  as  one  in  haste  to  meet 
le  desire,  her  heart's  delight. 

river  of  Yvette  I 
ing  stream  !  on  balanced  wings 
l-birds  sang  the  chansonnette 
ere  a  wandering  poet  sings. 


E  EMPERORS  GLOVE 


n  faudnUt-il  de  peaux  d*Esp«f(ne  pour  faire 
:;ette  grandeur  ?  **  A  play  upon  the  words 
e,  and  Gand^  the  French  for  Ghent.     H.  W. 


avon's  tower,  commanding 
f  Flanders,  his  domain, 
he  Emperor  once  was  standing, 
>neath  him  on  the  landing 
Duke  Alva  and  his  train. 


Like  a  print  in  books  of  fables, 

Or  a  model  made  for  show. 
With  its  pointed  roofs  and  gables, 
Dormer  windows,  scrolls  and  labels. 

Lay  the  city  far  below. 

Through  its  squares  and  streets  and  alleys 

Poured  the  populace  of  Ghent ; 
As  a  routed  army  rallies, 
Or  as  rivers  run  through  valleys. 
Hurrying  to  their  homes  they  went. 

"  Nest  of  Lutheran  misbelievers  I " 

Cried  Duke  Alva  as  he  g^zed  ; 
"  Haunt  of  traitors  and  deceivers, 
Stronghold  of  insurgent  weavers. 
Let  it  to  the  ground  be  razed  I " 

On  the  Emperor's  cap  the  feather 

Nods,  as  laughing  he  replies  : 
"  How  many  skins  of  Spanish  leather, 
Think  you,  would,  if  stitched  toeether. 
Make  a  glove  of  such  a  size  ? 
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FLEET 

OCTOBER,   1746 

Mr.  Thomas  Prince  loquitur 

Written  at  the  inatanoe  of  the  Bev.  E.  E.  Hala.  wh«D 
efforts  were  making  to  save  from  dMtruction  tlM  Old 
Soath  Meeting  Uouae  in  Boetoo.  Mr.  Hale  aent  Mr. 
Longfellow  a  paaaage  out  of  Hutchinaon*«  history,  and 
referred  him  to  Prince's  Thankagiring  sermon,  giveii  al 
the  Old  South  in  1746. 

« 

A  FLEET  with  flag^  arrayed 

Sailed  from  the  port  of  Brest, 
And  the  Admiral's  ship  displayed 

The  signal :  "  Steer  southwest." 
For  this  Admiral  D'Anville 

Had  sworn  by  cross  and  crown 
To  ravage  with  fire  and  steel 

Our  helpless  Boston  Town. 

There  were  rumors  in  the  street. 

In  the  houses  there  was  fear 
Of  the  coming  of  the  fleet, 

And  the  danger  hovering  near. 
And  while  from  mouth  to  mouth 

Spread  the  tidings  of  dismay, 
I  stood  in  the  Old  South, 

Saying  humbly  :  "  Let  us  pray  I 
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O  Lonl  1  we  would  not  adTiM  ; 

But  if  iu  thy  rruvUltruce 
A  teiu|«»t  febould  mriae 
To  <Irtvtf  thi*  KrvDi'b  Fleet  heiiM, 
And  Mrmtter  it  far  and  wide, 

i  )r  Kink  it  in  tko  nea, 
We  »houId  be  Mtis»fled, 

And  ibine  tbe  glory  be.** 

Tbis  was  tbe  prayer  I  made, 

For  niy  immiI  was  all  on  tlame. 
Ami  even  as  I  prayed 

Tbe  answeri UK  trmpcst  came  ; 
It  came  with  a  mighty  power, 

Shaking  the  windows  and  walls. 
And  ttiUing  the  bell  iu  tbe  tower, 

As  it  tolls  at  funerals. 

Tbe  lightning  suddenly 

rn^hi'utlicd  iiji  tlaining  sword. 
And  I  cried  :  **  Stand  still,  and  sec 

The  salvation  tif  the  I^nl  I  " 
Tbe  heavens  were  black  with  cloud. 

The  M*a  was  white  with  bail. 
And  ever  nmrt*  tifrce  and  loud 

Blew  tlie  October  gale. 

Tbe  fleet  it  overt iMtk, 

Ami  the  broad  nail  it  in  the  ran 
Likf  the  tent<«  uf  C'liHluin  hluiok, 

( >r  the  eiirtaiiiH  of  Midmu. 
lKi«in  nn  the  reeling  deekn 

Cnuhed  the  o'en»heliniii|;  Mas  ; 
Ah.  ne\rr  were  then*  wrecks 

^o  pitiful  as  thcMf ! 

Like  a  |H liter's  ressrl  broke 

I'he  i;n*at  s\u\v*  of  the  line  ; 
Tliev  were  earriitl  awav  as  a  Kmoke, 

<  )r  oMiik  like  lejul  in  iIh*  brine. 
(>  l^int  !  Iiefiire  thy  iialh 

Hii-y  \  »ni«lie«|  and  craM^I  to  be, 
^\  hen  thiMi  di«Ut  %»alk  in  wrath 

With  thine  htirM*«i  through  tbe  sea  ! 


Till     MAI'   i*y    KcHsMAN   BFC 

Mitl  NT  1 1*  ••II  K\r:it  ••trim);  and  Heet. 
lii«  (iif*tiiiil  <«tf-iil  u.th  fiiitr  fihite  feet, 

Koiioh.-iii  I^-;:,  «-.illi-d  Kiirri*t;iiiii, 
N'li  of  thr  r^*ju\  and  ImimIiI  thief, 
br«kin^  rrfiip*  :(Im1  r*  lit'f, 

I'p  iba  niuuutAin  |Mithfia\  tlr«. 


Such  was  Kjrat*s 

Nerer  yet  could  mnr  ttmtd 

Keach  tbe  dusl-cmd  is 
More  tbau 
More  than  gold  and  mnt  to  Hit 

Rousban  tbe  Robbw  la*«d  bis  hM 


In  tbe  Und  tbat  lies  bejoai 
Eneroum  and  TrebiioiM* 

Garden-girt  bis  fnrtr— 
Plumlered  kban.  or  au 
Journeying  north  froai 

Gave  bim  wenltb  and 


Seven  hundred  and  fc 
Men  at  arms  bis  livery 

Did  bis  bidding  night  and  dqr ; 
Now,  through  regions  nil  ■nkanwi 
He  was  wandering,  loal,  nloan. 

Seeking  without  guidn  his  way. 

Suddenly  tbe  pathway  endfl» 
Sheer  the  precipice 

Ijoud  tbe  torrent  ronn 
Tliirty  feet  from  side  to 
Yttwnit  tbe  chasm  ; 

He  who  crosses  tbia  n 


Following  dose  in  bis  pnnait. 
At  the  precipice's  fool 

Rrvban  tbe  Arab  of  Orlnh 
Ilaltc-d  with  bU  bandied  Men. 
Sluiuting  upward  from  tbn  flfl^ 

-  U  IlUb  ilU  AlUb  I " 


Gently  Bousban  Beg 
Kv rat's  forrbead,  neck,  and 

Kissed  him  upon  both  kii  cyH^ 
Sang  U*  him  in  ois  wild  wny* 
As  np(»n  tlie  toiimoat  >PvnT 

Sings  a  bird  urfoie  it  tfiatk 

()  my  Kyrat.  O  my  Btc«4» 
Ittiund  and  ulender  as  a 

Carry  me  this  peril  t 
Siitin  hiHi!»iii(p  sliall  be 
MiiicK  iif  gi'Kl,  II  Kyrat 

O  thiiii  Mtul  of  Ku 


**  S<ift  th>  ••kin  as  Ailken 
>«ift  AH  wiHiMu'ii  luur  thy 

Ti-nth-r  are  thine  eT«n 
All  ih\  hiKif*  like  ivorr 
F«*hih'ed  hnght  ;  O  life  of 

Leap,  mh\ 
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len,  the  stroDg  and  fleet, 
^ether  his  four  white  feet, 
I  a  moment  on  the  verge, 
1  with  his  eye  the  space, 
the  air's  embrace 
1  as  leaps  the  ocean  surge. 

^an  surge  o'er  sand 
wimmer  safe  to  land, 
safe  his  rider  bore  ; 
down  the  deep  abyss 
ts  of  the  precipice 
like  pebbles  on  a  shore. 

s  tasselled  cap  of  red 
i  not  upon  his  head, 
ss  sat  he  and  upright  ; 
land  nor  bridle  shook, 
lead  he  turned  to  look, 
galoped  out  of  sight. 

harness  in  the  air, 
oraent  like  the  glare 
?ord  drawn  from  its  sheath 
phantom  horseman  passed, 
shadow  that  he  cast 
I  the  cataract  underneath. 

he  Arab  held  his  breath 
is  vision  of  life  and  death 
above  him.     "  Allahu  I " 

"  In  all  Koordistan 
re  not  so  brave  a  man 
i  Robber  Kurroglou  I " 


^OUN   AL   RASCHID 

[aroun  Al  Raschid  read 
Tein  the  poet  said  :  — 

e  the  kings,  and  where  the  rest 
\o  once  the  world  possessed  ? 

one  with  all  their  pomp  and  show, 
ne  the  way  that  thou  shalt  go. 

lo  choosest  for  thy  share 
and  what  the  world  calls  fair, 

hat  it  can  give  or  lend, 
hat  death  is  at  the  end  !  " 

Raschid  bowed  his  head  : 
ipon  the  page  he  read. 


KING    TRISANKU 

ViswAMiTRA  the  Magician, 
By  his  spells  and  incantations. 

Up  to  Indra's  realms  elysian 
Raised  Trisanku,  king  of  nations. 

Indra  and  the  gods  offended 

Hurled  him  downward,  and  descending 
In  the  air  he  hung  suspended. 

With  these  equal  powers  contending. 

Thus  by  aspirations  lifted. 

By  misgivings  downward  driven, 

Human  hearts  are  tossed  and  drifted 
Midway  between  earth  and  heaven. 


A  WRAITH    IN   THE   MIST 

"  Sir,  I  ahoald  build  me  a  fortification,  U  I  came  tc 
lire  here."  —  BotwKX*t  Johfuon. 

On  the  ereen  little  isle  of  Inchkenneth, 
Who  IS  it  that  walks  bv  the  shore. 

So  g^v  with  his  Highlana  blue  bonnet, 
I&  brave  with  his  targe  and  claymore  ? 

His  form  is  the  form  of  a  g^ant. 

But  his  face  wears  an  aspect  of  pain  ; 

Can  this  be  the  Laird  of  Inchkenneth  ? 
Can  this  be  Sir  Allan  McLean  ? 

Ah,  no  I    It  is  onlv  the  Rambler, 
The  Idler,  who  lives  in  Bolt  Court, 

And  who  savs,  were  he  Laird  of  Inchkenneth^ 
He  wonl^  wall  himself  round  with  a  fort. 


THE   THREE   KINGS 

Three  Kings  came  riding  from  far  away, 

Melchior  and  Gaspar  and  Baltasar  ; 
Three  Wise  Men  out  of  the  flast  were  they, 
And  they  travelled  by  night  and  they  slept 
by  day. 
For  their  guide  was  a  beautiful,  wonder- 
ful star. 

The  star  was  so  beautiful,  large,  and  clear, 

That  all  the  other  stars  of  the  sky 
Became  a  white  mist  in  the  atmosphere, 
And  by  this  they  knew  that  the  coming  was 
near 
Of  the  Prince  foretold  in  the  prophecy. 
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lUrci*  cjukcU  tbvjr  bure  uu  their  MidtlUs- 
buw!«, 
Tlirve  cu>kets  of  gold  with  iniMrii  kert ; 
Tlii'ir  ruU'A  were  uf  criiiiMiu  »ilk  with  ruwii 
Of  brlU  aiul  puiuf ^nuialfs  ami  furbi'Iuws, 
Their  turbiuu  like    hluabumiug  aliuuiul- 
trvei. 

And  to  tbt*  Thrvr  Kinpi  hmIo  into  tb«*  Went, 
Thruugh  the  dusk  of  night,  o\i*r  hill  und 
dell. 
And  MiiiM'liuji'ii  tht'V  nodded  with  beard  on 

m 

lin*ii»t. 
And  iioiuf times  talketl,  as  they  |iaUM*d  to 
rvht. 
With  the  |N'o|ile  thfV  met  at  some  way- 
side well. 

•«  Of  the  child  that  ih  Uirn,**  said   lialtasar, 
"(totid  |»fi>|ilc,  1   |iniy  you,  tell  us   the 
ni*%»»  ; 
For  wr  in  tin'  Fast  have  Mfn  his  star. 
And  hair  riddt-n  (usU  »nil  ha%*e  ri«ldrn  far. 
To  find   and    monhip  the    King   uf   the 
Jews." 

Aiwl  the  |H*ii|ilfaiiHW«Te<l,  **  Vmi  ai»k  in  vain  ; 
Wv    kniiw    i>f    nti    king    hut    llcriHl    the 
<;n:it  !" 
Thor  thoiii^ht  till'  \Vi.M*  Mm  were  men  in- 

«ian«-. 
As  tht'V  «»purrfi|    tlu-ir   liorvs   aeri»*iS   the 
plain. 
Like    ritti-rs   in   ha»te,  and    «lio   cannot 
wait. 

And  wlM«n  thrv  i-anir  to  •Tcrusalcin, 

lit  hmI    till'  <iri-at.   «lio    had    lii-anl    tlii« 

«l»"'C. 
S<*nt    fur    th**    WiM'    Mi-n    and    i|iir«itiiini*d 

ill!  ni  : 
AimI  laid.  **<tii  dnwii  uiitit  lU'thlfhfin, 
And   liriiig  inr  titlin;:'*  **f  thin  iifw  king.** 

^1  tlit'V  rtiiii-  :iw;iT  :  :iiiil  tin*  ot.ir  ifiNMl  fiilin. 

I  111*  i>iil\  ••ii<-  :ii  'III*  i;r.i\  iif  iiiMrit  ; 
)  !■«,  it   «:"p|M  •!.       it   ^tiMNl  iitill  iif  its  (twn 

f  r«  •-  M  lil. 
Ui:;ht  •  \i  r  lU  rl.!>  !.i  fn  nn  iIm   ti.H. 

rill  i-i!\  "\  P.tM'i,  will  !•■  4  hri^t  H.i^  iHim. 

And  thr  "rJin-f  Kiml:-*  rmlr  lliriiii^h  thr  gatr 
:inil  till    ..''i.tiii. 
Thri'u^!   'Ill  ^ili  lit  ^tri-i-t,  till  their  ImrM's 
turiMrd 


And  neighed  as  thej  calertd  thm  fmi  ■» 

yard; 
Bat    the   windows  were   rlna— i,  aai   ik 

doors  were  barrrdt 
And  only  a  light  in  tbe 


And  cradled  there  in  the  scratcd  kav. 
In  the  air  made  twccl  by  tW  hmt'  d 
kine. 

The  little  child  in  tbe  man^r  lay. 

The  child,  tliat  would  be  kinf  one  6mj 
Of  a  kingdom  not  human  bat  difiM 


ilis  mother  Mary  of  Naiarrth 

Sat  watching  beside  his  plaee  of  tmfL 
Watching  the  even  flow  of  bis  htia th. 
For  till*  jtiv  «if  life  and  tbe  terror  afdfllk 
Wen*  mingled  together  in  ~ 


TheT  laid  their  offerings  at  kis  feet : 
The  g«>ld  was  tlieir  tribute  to  a 

Tlie  frankincense,  with  its  odiir  v 

Wa»  for  the  i'rieM,  the 
The  myrrh  for  the  body's 


And  the  mother  wondered  and 
head. 
And  sat  as  still  as  a  statae  of 
Hvr  heart  was  tnaihlrd  «et 
Kemenihcring  «hat  the  Angel 
Of    an    endless    reiga    aiid   «l    D^tdl 
thrtiue. 

'Ilien  thr  Kings  rode  cNit  off  the  city  plU 
With  a  clutter  nf  hoitfs  in  utoad  am* : 
But  they  wint  not  liark  to  llerod  lbs  GrMk 
For  thi-v  knew  his  malice  and  ffouW  1* 

h:i(«*. 
And  n-tunu'd  to  tbeir  bumw  ly 
war. 


SONG 


Stay,  star  at  home,  mv 
llomc-ki-i-piiig  lit  arts  ate  ha|n>wii 
Fi>r  thitM*  tli:it  tiandrrtbet  know  asC 
Are  full  uf  tnmlilr  ami  full  of 
Til  !ita\  at  home  is  best. 


Wear\  ami  himir^ick  and 
Thiv  fi;iiiiliT  ra«t,  thry 
\nil  are  haflled  »ml  lieateaaod 
|l\  the  Winds  nf  tlie  wihiervees  of 
To  »tay  at  Immr  is 
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y  at  home,  my  heart,  and  rest ; 
is  safest  in  its  nest ; 
that  flutter  their  wings  and  fly 
is  hovering  in  the  sky  ; 
itay  at  home  is  best. 


THE   WHITE   CZAR 

Ite  Csar  is  Peter  the  Oreat.  Batyuabka, 
tr,  and  Oosudar,  Sovereign,  are  titlea  the 
lople  are  fond  of  giving  to  the  Czar  in  their 
iga.    H.  W.  L. 

thou  see  on  the  rampart's  height 
¥reath  of  mist,  in  the  light 
t  midnight  moon  ?     Oh,  hist  I 
ot  a  wreath  of  mist ; 
le  Czar,  the  White  Czar, 
atyushka  I     Gosudar ! 

s  heard,  among  the  dead, 
rtillery  roll  overhead  ; 
rams  and  the  tramp  of  feet 
soldiery  in  the  street ; 
awake  I  the  White  Czar, 
atyushka !     Gosudar ! 

s  heard  in  the  grave  the  cries 
people  :  "  Awake  !  arise  I  " 
a  rent  the  gold  brocade 
;of  his  shroud  was  made  ; 
risen  I  the  White  Czar, 
atyushka !     Gosudar ! 

the  Volga  and  the  Don 
s  led  his  armies  on, 
river  and  morass, 
iesert  and  mountain  pass  ; 
zar,  the  Orthodox  Czar, 
•atyushka !     Gosudar ! 


He  looks  from  the  mountain-chain 
Toward  the  seas,  that  cleave  in  twain 
The  continents  ;  his  hand 
Points  southward  o'er  the  land 
Of  RoumiU  I     O  Czar, 

Batyushka  I    Gosudar  I 

And  the  words  break  from  his  lips  : 
**  I  am  the  builder  of  ships. 
And  my  ships  shall  sail  these  seas 
To  the  Pillars  of  Hercules  I 
I  say  it ;  the  White  Czar, 
Batyushka  I    Gosudar  I 

''  The  Bosphorus  shall  be  free  ; 
It  shall  make  room  for  me  ; 
And  the  gates  of  its  water-streets 
Be  unbarred  before  my  fleets. 
I  say  it ;  the  White  Czar, 
Batyushka !  Gosudar  I 

'*  And  the  Christian  shall  no  more 
Be  crushed,  as  heretofore, 
Beneath  thine  iron  rule, 

0  Sultan  of  Istamboul  I 

1  swear  it  I     I  the  Czar, 

Batyushka  I    Gosudar  I  ** 


DELIA 

Sweet  as  the  tender  fragrance  that  sur- 
vives. 
When  martyred  flowers  breathe  out  their 

little  lives. 
Sweet  as  a  song  that  once  consoled  our  p^dn. 
But  never  will  be  sung  to  us  again. 
Is  thy  remembrance.     Now  the   hour  of 

rest 
Hath  come  to  thee.     Sleep,  darling  ;  it  is 
best. 
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ction  of  poems  under  this  title  waa  pablished 
he  volume  bore  ou  the  title-page  theee  line* 
»  (Lib.  I.,  Carmen  XXX.,  Ad  ApoUinem)  i  — 

Precor,  integrft 
Cum  mente,  nee  turpem  senectam 
Def^ere,  nee  cithar&  carentem. 


The  dedicatioo  is  to  his  life-Ions  friend,  Oeorge  Wsah- 
izigton  Oreene,  who  himMll  dedicated  his  Li/e  qf  A'a- 
thanael  Greene  to  Mr.  Longfellow  in  words  which  give 
a  glowing  picture  of  the  aspirations  of  the  two  in  tb» 
days  oftheir  young  numhood. 
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Wrrii  fuTorinf;  windii,  oVr  sunlit  mm, 
We  Miiled  for  the  Ileiipcrtdeii, 
The  Uud  when*  gulden  apple*  gjow  ; 
But  that,  ah  !  that  wan  Imig  agu. 

How  far  linre  then  the  or«*aii  iit reams 
IfaTe  swept  us  from  thai  land  of  dreams, 
That  land  of  Action  and  of  truth, 
The  lottt  Atlantis  of  our  vouth  ! 

Whither,  ah.  whither  ?     Are  not  these 
The  tenipest-httuiited  <  >rt*ades. 
Where  sea-pilU  !M*r«'aiii.  niid  breakers  roar, 
And  wreck  and  sea- weed  line  the  shore  ? 

Ultima  Thule  !     I'tmost  Uv  ! 
Here  in  thv  harbors  for  a  while 
We  lower  our  saiU  ;  a  while  we  rest 
From  the  uneiiding,  endless  quest. 


POKMS 
BAYARD  TAYLOR 

Dr.Al>  he  lay  amimf^  hiit  1mm ikn  ! 
The  |ieace  of  (lod  was  in  his  looka. 

As  the  statues  in  thr  ««looni 
Watch  o*er  M«iiiiiilian*!>  toiub. 

So  th<ise  volume*  fmm  tlwir  ^hfUet 
Watched  biui,  silfut  an  tbeiuseUes. 

Ah  t  liii  hand  will  nrvfrmore 
Turn  tlieir  st4iri«*d  psp't  oVr  , 

Nrvi»nimr»*  hi*  lip*  n'|M'at 
Sung^  ttf  thfifH,  hiiworr  *wt*et. 

I^l  thr  lifi'lc^*  ImmIv  ri'^t  ! 

He  M  giiiM',  %>h<i  wa«  itH  gur»t  ; 

(•f»nr,  X*  tm\*-ll*-r«  li.i«tr  t<i  Irave 
An  inn,  nur  tarn  until  ev««. 

Tratrllrr!  in  wliat  r«*.ilni«  afar, 
lu  what  pUuft.  in  wliat  !itar» 

In  wh.1t  irs«t,  atn.il  «|i  i>-f. 
hhinei  the  li^ht  u|iuu  tUy  fact-  ? 


In  wlmt  gardens  of  deligkt 
Kmt  thjr  wemry  feet  to-Mgkftf 


Poet  I  thoQ,  whoM  latMl 
Was  a  garland  on  thj  hti 

Thou  hast  sung,  with     _ 
In  i>eukalion*s  life,  tliiae 


On  the  ruins  of  the  Aul 
Blooms  the  |ierfect  flcnrvr  ml 


Friend  I  but  Teatrrdaj  thm  hdk 
Rang  for  thee  their  lovd 


And  to-daT  tbev  toll  for 
Lying  dead  beyond  tho  mtm ; 


I 


I^ing  dead  among  thy 
Toe  peace  of  God  in  all  thy 


THE  CHAMBER  OVER  THEGA: 

Writtm  Octotor  3D,  llCS. 
•  nClnff  s  kttorof 


4i«>d  at  hla  poll 
1ft,  durlof  Um  pf«v: 


Ih  it  so  far  from  thee 
Thou  canst  no  longer 
In  the  Chamber  over  the 
That  old  man  desoUUe, 
AVeeping  and  wailing 
For  his  M»n,  who  is  no 
O  Absalom,  my  mm  I 


Is  it  so  ItHig  ago 
That  cry  ol  human 
Knmi  the  walled  city 
CsUini;  on  hin  dear 
Tliat  it  ha*  died  away 
In  till*  diHtance  of  IcMbyf 
()  Absalom,  my  son  I 


Then*  is  no  far  or  near. 
Then*  i*  neither  there  nor 
Tlien*  is  neither  soon  nor  liii^ 
In  tiLit  Chamber  over  th«  G«l 
Nor  Any  limg  ago 
To  tliat  fry  of  human  wo^ 
( >  Aliulom,  my  mm  I 

Kmm  the  ages  that  aiv  MM 
The  voice  sounds  like  a  Mm^ 
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as  that  wreck  and  drown, 
iiuult  of  traffic  and  town  ; 
>m  ag^s  yet  to  be 
be  echoes  back  to  me, 
tsalom,  my  son  I 

icre  at  every  hour 
tchman  on  the  tower 
brth,  and  sees  the  Heet 
ch  of  the  hurrying  feet 
sengers,  that  bear 
ings  of  despair, 
isalom,  my  son  I 

(  forth  from  the  door, 

all  return  no  more. 

im  our  joy  departs  ; 

ht  goes  out  in  our  hearts  ; 

[Chamber  over  the  Gate 

disconsolate. 

tsalom,  my  son  ! 

is  a  common  grief 
,h  but  slight  relief  ; 
the  bitterest  loss, 
the  heaviest  cross  ; 
rever  the  cry  will  be 
God  I  had  died  for  thee, 
tsalom,  my  son  !  ** 

M  MY  ARM-CHAIR 

CHILDREN    OF    CAMBRIDGE 

JTED  TO  ME.  ON  MY  SEVENTY- 
RTHDAY,  FEBKUARY  27,  1879,  THIS 
DE  FROM  THE  WOOD  OP  THE  VIL- 
KSMITH'S   CHESTNUT   TREE. 

>w  bad  this  poem,  which  he  wrote  on  the 
}(]  on  a  abeet,  aiid  waa  accuatomed  to  ffire 
hlld  who  visited  him  and  aat  in  the  chair. 

%  that  I  should  call  my  own 
lendid  ebon  throne  ? 
reason,  or  what  right  divine, 
proclaim  it  mine  ? 

ps,  by  right  divine  of  song 
to  me  belong  ; 

e  the  spreading  chestnut  tree 
was  sung  by  me. 

?raber  it  in  all  its  prime, 
n  the  summer-time 
;  foliage  of  its  branches  made 
rn  of  cool  shade. 


There,  by  the  blacksmith's  forge,  beside 
the  street. 

Its  blossoms  white  and  sweet 
Enticed  the  bees,  until  it  seemed  aliTSy 

And  marmured  like  a  hive. 

And  when  the  vrinds  of  autumn,  with  a 
shout, 
Tossed  its  great  arms  about, 
The  shining  chestnuts,  bursting  from  the 
sheath. 
Dropped  to  the  ground  beneath. 

And  now  some  fragments  of  its  branches 
bare, 
Shaped  as  a  stately  chair. 
Have  by  my  hearthstone  found  a  home  at 
last. 
And  whisper  of  the  past. 

The  Danish  king  could  not  in  all  his  pride 

Repel  the  ocean  tide, 
But,  seated  in  this  chair,  I  can  in  rhyme 

Roll  back  the  tide  of  Time. 

I  see  again,  as  one  in  vision  sees. 

The  blossoms  and  the  bees. 
And  hear  the  children's  voices  shout  and 
call, 

And  the  brown  chestnuts  fall. 

I  see  the  smithy  with  its  fires  aglow, 

I  hear  the  bellows  blow. 
And  the  shrill  hammers  on  the  anvil  beat 

The  iron  white  with  heat ! 

And  thus,  dear  children,  have  ye  made  for 
me 
This  day  a  jubilee. 
And  to  my  more  than  threescore  years  and 
ten 
Brought  back  my  youth  again. 

The  heart  hath  its  own  memory,  like  the 
mind, 
And  in  it  are  enshrined 
The   precious    keepsakes,    into  which    is 
wrought 
The  giver's  loving  thought. 

Only  your  love  and  your  remembrance  could 
Give  life  to  this  dead  wood, 

And  make  these  branches,  leafless  now  so 
long. 
Blossom  again  in  song. 
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Jl'c.UkTMA 


Il4>w  rttld  art*  thy  Kitliii,  A|mi1Iu  ! 

i'rii*(I  tlu*  Afrifuii  iiKHiiin'h,  th«»  iplendUl,  t 

As  down  l<>  hi.i  tleatli  iii  lh«*  hollow 

Park  duiifri'oiiii  u(  Kuiiir  he  (Ii*iiceni1««l, 
Uiicrowiitti,  uuthroiii'd,  uiiatu*ndvd  ; 

How  void  arv  thy  hathii,  Apulio  ! 

How  i*old  mn*  thy  Itath^,  A|mi11o! 

Cru*«l  till*  i'o«'t,  till kii« mil,  iiiilN*fripnded, 

At  th«*  vi»i«m,  that  Itirt'd  hi  in  to  follow. 
With  the  iiiiiit  and  thr  darkiit'.t!*  hlrndt*d. 
And  thv  driMin  of  hit  liff  wuji  vuded  ; 

How  i*old  an*  thy  huth.H,  ApoUo ! 


TMK   IRON   I'KN 

Writtrn  Jiior  JO,  IKT'.I.  Th»  |<ra  »m  oimI^  of  a  bit  nf 
Irui  liuiii  liic  priMiu  of  biiuukvMxl  at  L'i.illuu  ;  thm 
bauill**  <•(  winal  frmii  tin*  Kriie«t«  I'mtttitutiiio,  aixl 
UiuimI  Wilh  a  tin  \*-l  >'l  Ki'M,  Hurt  with  lUtrm  firrvkju* 
■lt«tf»  fr  111  ^lrl■^tA.  i  ••tlii-,  «ji«|  M.4.I.*-  Jt  rass  gift 
fruu.  M.M  llrli-b  Hal^I*!..  I.:  lLAii|r<.ir,  M«iiir. 

I  Tiioi'tiiiT  thiii  IVii  would  urt*«p 
KiMiii  thi'  i-:A">kit  «ili«  r*'  it  lii-^ 

t  If  itM-lf  wniiM  ari'^f  iii'd  write 
My  thank?!  ami  iii\  MirpriM*. 

Whrii  yini  i^nvi'  it  uw  under  tin*  pi  noil, 
I  ilriMiiii'd  thi'M*  pMiiH  frnni  thf  iiiiiii*ii 

(If  Silifria.  r«<\|iiii.  mill  Maiii>- 
W«»ii]«i  ^liiiiiiifr  at  lhiiii};htH  in  thf  lintrit  ; 

Tlint  thit  in>ii  link  fnini  flu*  rluiin 
Of  li<Miiii%:irii  iiii;;lit  nt.iin 

Niiiiif  \i  I  «!•  Ill   I  lie   |*iM*t  wlii»  Min)* 
Of  till-  pn-Miiii-r  and  hit  |i.iin  ; 

Tli.ii  (lii«  wimhI  fnmi  tin*  fri^att**!!  ninst 
^li«*lit  Kirilf  nil-  a  rli\iiii*  at  htAt, 

Ah  it  n«t-d  til  uritt-  mi  tlit>  *>k\ 
Dlf   ti'Ii;;  I  if  till-   <M'.k  aitii  ill**   M.uft. 

Hut     llio'i-illlt    *«    ao     I     lA.tlt, 

l.ik«*  a  l'.*!i><'|>  K:iii:  III  •tati' 

l.u  ^  ;>.•    !'•  ti,  \«.*i.  i*»  iiii!r«*  of  pild. 

Anil  lis  ji  Wii-  ]i.%i>i[alf 


l')i«-ii  niti«!  I  ^{M  .ik.  a»il  ^ay 

Tlial  tlf  li;:lit  nf  that  ''iiiiiiiifr  day 

In  l)f  i;  ipli  it  iiiuli  r  t!.>    |iiiirs 
bball  iu*i  fadi  ami  \taMM  atia}. 


I  shall  M*c  Tou  standing  Ibetv. 
Cait'Med  by  the  ffragraal  nir. 

With  tho  feluulow  on  your  faeib 
And  the  sunshine  on  jour  kair. 


I  shall  hear  the  sweet  low 
Of  a  voii*e  iN'fon*  unknown, 

Sayini;,  **  This  is  from  me  to  joa 
From  lue,  and  tu  joa  aloan.** 

And  in  words  not  idle  and  rain 
I  shall  answer  and  thank  joa 

For  thf  ^ift,  ami  the  gr^em  of 
O  beautiful  Helen  of  Maine  I 

And  foreriT  thisi  fpft  will  be 
As  a  lilt'Siiini;  from  you  to  bw« 

As  a  drop  of  the  «lew  of  juar 
On  the  leaves  of  an  aged 


tWgiffl. 


ROHFRT  BURNS 

I  HCK  amid  the  fields  of  Att 
A  ploii(;hinan,  who.  in  fuol 

^ingH  at  bis  task 
Si  (*l«'ar,  wt*  know  noC  if  it  is 
The  lav«'rm*k*M  sum^  we 

Nor  rare  to  ask. 


Yor  him  the  ploughing  of 

A  nion*  rthrrfnl  liarvest  yirldn 

Thau  ^lM•aTes  of  grain  ; 
Sin);*>  tlii^h  with  purple  bluom  tW 
llie  pliivrr't  call,  the  earlew*a  07. 

t>in^  III  his  brain. 


Tourh«*d  by  his  hand,  ike  ara;^ 
lWt*«*iii«'s  a  tlower  ;  Ike  lavlicat 

1(4' tide  the  stream 
Is  I'liiChf'tl  with  lM*anly  ; 
And  hratlK'r,  wlirre  his  f 

Thi*  brif«hter  seem. 


Hi*  <iinir*  of  liiV**,  wIlOMt 
Thi*  dark  ill*  vs  nf  litne  e«Htage 

He  ft-rU  the  fort^, 
Thi'  tn-a«-hf'nHi4  nmlrrtnw 
Of  fia\Hani  |uiMiion«,  and 

Tli<*  ki*«-a  rrnioffve. 


At  nioiiirnts,  wrr«tling  vitk  lua  fafti^ 
Hi«  \Mii*f  in  har^h.  but  not  wHh  kafte  | 


'llie  brutih-wood,  k^ 
1       Above  tbi*  tavern  door,  leta 


«aLll 


ELEGIAC 


345 


Its  bitter  leaf,  its  drop  of  gall 
Upon  his  toDgiie. 

But  still  the  music  of  his  song 
Rises  o'er  all,  elate  and  strong  ; 

Its  master-chords 
Are  Manhood,  Freedom,  Brotherhood, 
Its  discords  but  an  interlude 

Between  the  words. 

And  then  to  die  so  young  and  leave 
Unfinished  what  he  might  achieve  I 

Tet  better  sure 
Is  this,  than  wandering  up  and  down, 
An  old  man  in  a  country  town. 

Infirm  and  poor. 

For  now  he  haunts  his  native  land 
As  an  immortal  youth  ;  his  hand 

Guides  every  plough  ; 
He  sits  beside  each  ingle-nook, 
His  voice  is  in  each  rushing  brook, 

Each  rustling  bough. 

His  presence  haunts  this  room  to-night, 
A  form  of  mingled  mist  and  light 

From  that  far  coast. 
Welcome  beneath  this  roof  of  mine  I 
Welcome  I  this  vacant  chair  is  thine. 

Dear  guest  and  ghost  I 


HELEN    OF  TYRE 

What  phantom  is  this  that  appears 
Through  the  purple  mists  of  the  years, 

Itself  but  a  mist  like  these  ? 
A  woman  of  cloud  and  of  fire  ; 
It  is  she  ;  it  is  Helen  of  Tyre, 

The  town  in  the  midst  of  the  seas. 

O  Tyre  !  in  thy  crowded  streets 
The  phantom  appears  and  retreats. 

And  the  Israelites  that  sell 
Thy  lilies  and  lions  of  brass. 
Look  op  as  they  see  her  pass. 

And  murmur  "  Jezeoel  I  ** 

Then  another  phantom  is  seen 
At  her  side,  in  a  g^y  gabardine. 

With  beard  that  floats  to  his  waist ; 
It  is  Simon  Magus,  the  Seer  ; 
He  speaks,  and  she  pauses  to  hear 
The  words  he  utters  in  haste. 


He  says  :  "  From  this  evil  fame, 
From  this  life  of  sorrow  and  shame, 

I  will  lift  thee  and  make  thee  mine  ; 
Thou  hast  been  Queen  Candace, 
And  Helen  of  Troy,  and  shalt  be 

The  Intelligence  Divine  I  " 

Oh,  sweet  as  the  breath  of  mom, 
To  the  fallen  and  forlorn 

Are  whispered  words  of  praise  ; 
For  the  famished  heart  believes 
The  falsehood  that  tempts  and  deceives, 

And  the  promise  that  betrays. 

So  she  follows  from  land  to  land 
The  wizard's  beckoning  hand. 

As  a  leaf  is  blown  by  the  gust, 
Till  she  vanishes  into  night. 
O  reader,  stoop  down  and  write 

With  thy  finger  in  the  dust. 

O  town  in  the  midst  of  the  seas, 
With  thy  rafts  of  cedar  trees, 

Thy  merchandise  and  thy  ships. 
Thou,  too,  art  become  as  naught, 
A  phantom,  a  shadow,  a  thought, 

A  name  upon  men's  lips. 


ELEGIAC 

Dark  is  the  morning  with  mist ;  in  the 
narrow  mouth  of  the  harbor 
Motionless  lies  the  sea,  under  its  curtain 
of  cloud  ; 
Dreamily  glimmer  the  sails  of  ships  on  the 
distant  horizon, 
Like  to  the  towers  of  a  town,  built  OB 
the  verge  of  the  sea. 

Slowly  and  stately  and  still,  they  sail  forth 
into  the  ocean  ; 
With  them  sail  my  thoughts  over  the 
limitless  deep, 
Farther  and  farther  away,  borne  on  by  on- 
satisfied  longing^, 
Unto    Hesperian    isles,  unto    Aosonian 
shores. 

Now  they  have  vanished  away,  have  dis- 
appeared in  the  ocean  ; 
Sunk  are  the  towers  of  the  town  into  the 
depths  of  the  sea  I 
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All  have  vanubcd  but  those  that,  moored 
iu  the  nriifhborinf^  ruadstemdt 
SailleM  at  anchor  ride,  looniiug  ao  large 
in  the  nitat. 

Vanished,  too,  are  the  thoughta,  the  dim, 
unnatiatied  loni^nga  ; 
Sonk  are  thr  tiirrrt«  of  cloud  into  the 
oei'an  uf  dreanm  ; 
While  in  a  haven  uf  rest  my  heart  ii  riding 
at  anchor. 
Held  bv  thr  chaini  of  lore,  held  by  the 
anchors  of  trust  ! 


Were  I  a  pilgrim  in  icardi  of  _ 

Were  I  a  pastor  of  Holj  ChM^ 
More  than  a  Bishop's  diocsos 
Should  I  priie  this  plaea  «l  iwl  tmi 

lease 
From  further  longing  mad  fartkrr  m 

Here  would  I  sUr,  aad  let  ibe  «orU 
With    iu    distant    thnwWr    mr 
roll; 
Storms  do  not  rend  the  sail  tJnU  m  fail 
Nor  like  a  di*a<l  leaf,  tossed  and  vkirli^ 
In  an  eddjr  of  wind,  is  tko  ■■chstsd  m 


OLD   ST.  DAVnrs   AT   RADNOR 

At  Ihn  tlai#  of  ltM>  CrntonnUI  Kiblbitioa  ftt  Phil*. 
4rl|»liU  IU  l^Tti,  Mr  UMiirfcUuw,  *bn  wu  «  rlaior, 
•»CAbbitM<d  hintarll  « ith  liu  f aiuilir  «|  fUwinont,  «  frw 
mUt*  fnnH  titf  rit>.  111  Ihr  lUtumfiAt^  uriglihorhond  of 
■hkh  1*  lli«i>l<l  rhurrhoC  St.  l>m«Ml'k.  ttic  iwtfrowth  uf 
■•  EBffhsh  MiMiuci  wl  Qucvn  Ann**!  tinv. 


What  an  imnp*  of  |irace  and  rest 

Is  tliiA  liu  It'  fliurt'li  aiiionc  its  f^rares  ! 
All  i.«  Mi  «|uift  ;  till*  truuliM  brrxst, 
Tlifl>  w«iuiifU*4i  »|iirit.  till*  heart  oppressed. 
Hen*  may  iliul  the  rv|HiM*  it  craves. 

See,  how  tlir  iry  clinilM  and  fX|Minds 

Over  thi^  liiiiiiblr  lifrtiiitHKf. 
And  »eeni«i  tn  rare»)i  with  it.o  little  handft 
The    ruii^li.  Cray    utonesi,  an   a   child    that 
Mands 

CareMiti^  the  wriiiklcMl  clieekii  of  ap* ! 

Yon  rnN«  th«-  tlin*«liold  ;  and  dim  and  small 
In  the    «|ia«'e   that   st'rveH   for    the   Slie|>- 
liir«r«  Kiihl  ; 

Tlie  lurriiw  »x%\t',  the  lian*.  white  wall. 

I1ie  |M'M«.  ami  tin'  pulpit  ipiaiiil  aiul  tall. 
Wlu<i|ier  and  i^ay  :   **  Ala«i !  we  arr  uld." 

HerlH-rl*«  rha|M*l  at  I  if  inert  tin 

ll.inlh  II. "re  iipai-iiMi«  iH  than  thin  ; 
Hilt  |Mw  t  :iiiil  p:i-ti>r.  hl«-tit  in  une, 
I'liithfii  wiih  a  «)•■•  iii|i>r.  a-*  **{  the  sun, 
TliAl  liiMl\  anil  hilly  i-iiilire. 

It  i«  n«<t  fill-  ^  ill  i»f  <*t<in**  withiMit 

Mutt  ni  tkf«  th<-  hiiil'iiii^'  %Tn4ll  or  (Treat, 

itiit  thi-  «<•  il'«  ii^'ht  otiiiiiii^  riMind  alMiut. 

Auil  thf  f.iitit  th  it  ••%•  ri  on.ifii  iliiiiiit. 
And  the  hitf  th^t  !>triiii|;t-r  i»  than  hat«'. 


MOU 


FOLK-SONGS 

THE  SIFTING  OF   PETEI 

In  St.  L4ike*s  Gospel  we  are  told 
How  Peter  in  the  dajs  of  old 

Was  sifted  ; 
And  now,  though  a^pea  iatitfios, 
Sin  is  the  Amme,  while  timo 

Are  shifted. 


Satan  desires  tis,  great  aad 
As  wheat  to  sift  us,  and 

Arr  tempted  ; 
Not  one,  however  rich  or 
Is  by  his  Ktation  or  eslato 

Kxempted. 


No  hoiue  so  safelv  goarded  ii 
Hut  he,  by  some  device  of  k■^ 

('an  enter ; 
No  heart  hath  armor  so 
Uut  he  can  pierce  with  arrows 

It»  centre. 

For  all  at  laAt  the  cock  will 
Whii  hear  tin*  warning 

I'liheeding. 
Till  tlirii*e  and  inure  they 
The  M:kii  of  .s«imiws,  rniciflsd 

.Vim I  bleedmg. 


One  liHik  of  tlial  pair,  si 
Will  make  n%  feel  tlir  deep 

<  If  weaknem*  ; 
We  »h.ill  \h-  mftetl  till  the 
i  >f  arlf-i'tiiiiiii  \w  rhaaged  at 

Iu  lure 


THE  TIDE  RISES,  THE  TIDE  FALLS 
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8  of  the  soul,  though  healed,  will 

le  ; 

idening  scars  remain,  and  make 

Con^ssion  ; 
aocence  returns  no  more  ; 
not  what  we  were  before 

Transgression. 

)le  souls,  through  dust  and  heat, 
)m  disaster  and  defeat 

The  stronger ; 
iscious  still  of  the  divine 
them,  lie  on  earth  supine 

No  longer. 


N     AND    WEATHERCOCK 

MAIDEN. 

lERCOCK  on  the  village  spire, 
r  golden  feathers  all  on  fire, 

what    can   you    see    from   your 
rch 
;re  over  the  tower  of  the  church  ? 

WEATHEBCOCK. 

the  roofs  and  the  streets  below, 
>eople  moving  to  and  fro, 
ud,  without  either  roof  or  street, 
t  salt  sea,  and   the   fishermen's 

St. 

a  ship  come  sailing  in 
te  headlands  and  harbor  of  Lynn, 
ing  man  standing  on  the  deck, 
iken  kerchief  round  his  neck. 

i  pressing  it  to  his  lips, 

he  is  kissing  his  finger-tips, 

'   he   is   lifting    and   waving    his 

id, 

ing  the  kisses  toward  the  land. 

BCAIDEN. 

s  the  ship  from  over  the  sea, 

inging  my  lover  back  to  me, 

my  lover  so  fond  and  true, 

)  not  change  with  the  wind  like 

1. 

WEAtHERCOCK. 

re  with  all  the  winds  that  blow, 
because  they  made  me  so, 
le  would  think  it  wondrous  strange, 
eathercuck,  should  not  change. 


O  pretty  Maiden,  so  fine  and  fair, 

With  your  dreamy  eyes  and  your  goldeo 

hair, 
When  you  and  your  lover  meet  to-day 
You  will  thank  me  for  looking  some  other 

way. 


THE  WINDMILL 

Behold  !  a  giant  am  1 1 
Aloft  here  in  my  tower, 
With  my  granite  jaws  I  devoar 

The  maize,  and  the  wheat,  and  the  rye, 
And  grind  them  into  flour. 

I  look  down  over  the  farms  ; 
Li  the  fields  of  grain  I  see 
The  harvest  that  is  to  be. 

And  I  fling  to  the  air  my  arms, 
For  I  know  it  is  all  for  me. 

I  hear  the  sonnd  of  flails 

Far  off,  from  the  threshing-floors 
In  bams,  with  their  open  doors. 

And  the  wind,  the  wind  in  my  sails, 
Louder  and  louder  roars. 

I  stand  here  in  my  place. 

With  my  foot  on  the  rock  below. 
And  whichever  way  it  may  blow, 

I  meet  it  face  to  face 

As  a  brave  man  meets  his  foe. 

And  while  we  wrestle  and  strive. 
My  master,  the  miller,  stands 
And  feeds  me  with  his  hands  : 

For  he  knows  who  makes  him  thrive, 
Who  makes  him  lord  of  lands. 

On  Sundays  I  take  my  rest ; 
Church-going  bells  begin 
Their  low,  melodious  din ; 

I  cross  my  arms  on  my  breast. 
And  all  is  peace  within. 


THE     TIDE     RISES,    THE    TIDE 

FALLS 

The  tide  rises,  the  tide  falls. 
The  twilight  darkens,  the  curlew  calls ; 
Along  the  sea-sands  damp  and  brown 
The  traveller  hastens  toward  the  town, 
And  the  tide  rises,  the  tide  falls. 
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ULTIMA  THULE 


Darkof  u  nettles  on  nwN  and  walU, 

But  tkr  ftvtt,  till*  M>a  in  tliv  (larknmii  calls  ; 

The    little    wavvn,   with   thvir   soft,  white 

haiHln. 

Efface  till*  foot  print  A  in  the  sands,  . 

And  the  tide  risczi,  the  tide  falls. 

Tlw   niorninff  hreak.t  ;  the  steeds  in  their 

stalls 
Stamp  and  nei|(h,  as  the  hu!»lh*r  calls; 
Till*  dav  ri'tums,  hut  nt* viTuiurv 
Returns  the  tnivclhT  to  the  .thtins 

And  the  tide  rist's,  the  tide  falls.  i 

I 


SONNETS 
MY   CATHEDRAL 

LUK   two   cathcdrul   towers  these  stately 

pui«-!» 
rplitt  tltiir  freited  summits  tipped  with 

riini*'*  ; 
The  an-h  U-ueiiih  them  is  not  huilt  with 

Not  Art  I  lilt  Nature  traced  thc*se  lovelv 

linr*. 
And   <-ar\til    this    ^nu'eful    araheM|ue    of 

\in«'%  ; 
No  or^ih  hut  the  wind    hen*  ^i};hs  aiid 

nii<stii<>. 
No  M'piilrhn'  riincealii  n  martyr';*  1»oih"«. 
Ni»  ni.irMe  t»iOtiip  on  hit  («iiiili  n-dinet. 
Enter  !  thi*  p:i\riiit'nt.  car|N'ti*«l  with  lea\«-s. 
(ille4  hirk  A  Mtflf'ni'il  ri-hi»  In  thy  In'ail  ! 
Liot«'M  !  till*  I'lmir  14  r»ini;iiiK  ;  all  the  hinls 
In  leaf\   ;;:illiTn'"»  U'lieath  the  eavet, 

Arr   mn'jiir^ !    li^tin,   en*   the   lumnd    l»e 

Ihtl. 
Anil  harti  then*  may  be  worship  without 

«i«iriU. 


THE    I  IKIAI.   OF   THE    I'ol  T 


^ 


to  m 


The  SHOW  was  falling,  m  if  Uoavatt 

down 
White  Hewers  of  Fkradaac  to 

pall;- 
The  dead  around  bin  •ee—d 

and  call 
I  lis  name,  an  worthy  of  10  wbito 
And  now    the    moon    is    ihiniat 

scene. 
And  the  broad  sheet  of 

oVr 
With  shadows  emeifonn  of 
As  one<*  the  windin|f-«hect  »f 
With  chapters  of   the  Ki 

more 
Mysteri<Mis   and    trium 

these. 


NIGHT 

IxTO  the  €larkness  and  tW  hnali  of  aigt 
Mowly  the   landscapo  naka,  mmi  I 

awav. 
And  with  it  fade  the  phiwtn—of  lbs  1 
The  ghosts  of  wen  and  thi^p^  tlal  k 
the  light. 
The  cmwd,  the  clamorv  Ikt 
Hiffht. 

Tlie  unpnifitable  splendor  and  dii^v 
Tlie  afrituti«ins,  and  the  carsa  tlal  pf« 
I'lMfU  cMir  hearts,  all  vaniak  aalaf  m 
'Hie  U'tti-r  life  liepns  ;  tbe 
Mtilf4t4  U4  ;  all  its 
Knmi  the  dull  commoni 

livr% 
Tliat  like  a  iialimpsest  is 
With  trivial  incidents  of 
And  lo  !  the  ideal,  bidden 


di 


aadph 


L'KNVOI 
T\\\:    I'Or.T   AND   HIS 


VI   iivh:>   iiisrv   i>ANA 

is  the  iiM  I  liiiri-hi:ir<l  iif  lii^  ii.itive  tnwn. 
.\ii«l    III    tlif    aiii'rHtr.il    toiuli    iN-iiiie    the 

\\r   la^il    hiin    111   tin*  «lef|i  tliat  niriie^   to 

all. 
Auil   left   hiiu   to   hu    rest    and   hi»   n*- 

nowo. 


Ar«  tlie  liinis  r«mie  in  tlw 
Wi*  kntiw  n<it  fron 

Ah  the  .4 tars  come  at  e 
Knmi  di-|>ths  of  the  air  ; 


A*  thf  rain  romea  fi 
And  the  bniok  fl 

A«  «itildenlT.  luw  €ir 
Out  uf  sUri 


tbt 
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Ab  the  grape  comes  to  the  vine, 
The  fruit  to  the  tree  ; 

As  the  wiud  comes  to  the  pine, 
And  the  tide  to  the  sea  ; 

As  come  the  white  sails  of  ships 
0*er  the  ocean's  verge  ; 

As  comes  the  smile  to  the  lips, 
The  foam  to  the  surge  ; 

So  come  to  the  Poet  his  songs, 
All  hitherward  blown 


From  the  misty  realm,  that  belongs 
To  the  vast  Unknown. 

His,  and  not  his,  are  the  lays 
He  siug^  ;  and  their  fame 

Is  his,  and  not  his  ;  and  the  praise 
And  the  pride  of  a  name. 

For  voices  pursue  him  by  day,  g 

And  haunt  him  by  nieht. 
And  he  listens,  and  needs  must  obey, 

When  the  Angel  says,  "  Write  ! " 


IN  THE   HARBOR 


Shortly  after  Mr.  LongfeIk>w*t  death,  the  oollectloD 
Btitlfti  In  the  Harbor,  UUima  Thule,  Part  //.,  was 
r"****^^!  bearing  upon  the  title-page  for  a  motto  the 


BECALMED 

Becalmed  upon  the  sea  of  Thought, 
Still  unattained  the  land  it  sought, 
My  mind,  with  loosely-hangine  sails. 
Lies  waiting  the  auspicious  gales. 


On  either  side,  behind,  before. 
The  ocean  stretches  like  a  floor,  — 
A  level  floor  of  amethyst. 
Crowned  by  a  golden  dome  of  mist. 

Blow,  breath  of  inspiration,  blow  I 
Shake  and  uplift  this  golden  glow  I 
And  fill  the  canvas  of  the  mind 
With  wafts  of  thy  celestial  wind. 

Blow,  breath  of  song  !  until  I  feel 
The  straining  sail,  the  lifting  keel, 
The  life  of  the  awakening  sea. 
Its  motion  and  its  mystery  1 


THE   POET'S   CALENDAR 

JANUARY 

-^2^8  am  I ;  oldest  of  potentates ; 
Forward  I  look,  and  backward,  and  be- 
low 
^oant,  as  god  of  avenues  and  gates, 
The  years  that  through  my  portals  come 
and  go. 


final  atania  in  the  dedkatory  poem  which  introdnoes 
UlHma  ThuU. 


I  block  the  roads,  and  drift  the  fields  with 
snow  ; 
I  chase  the  wild-fowl  from  the  frozen 
fen  ; 
My  frosts  congeal  the  rivers  in  their  flow. 
My  fires  light  up  the  hearths  and  hearts 
of  men. 


FEBRUARY 

I  am  lustration  ;  and  the  sea  is  mine ! 
I  wash  the  sands  and  headlands  with  my 
tide  ; 
My  brow  is  crowned  with  branches  of  the 
pine  ; 
Before    my   chariot  -  wheels    the    fishes 
glide. 
By  me  all  things  unclean  are  purified. 
By  me  the  souls  of  men  washed  white 
again  ; 
E'en  the  unlovely  tombs  of  those  who  died 
Without  a  dirge,  I  cleanse  from  every 
stain. 

MARCH 

I  Martins  am  I      Once  first,  and  now  the 
third  I 
To  lead   the   Year  was    my  appointed 
place  ; 
A  mortal  dispossessed  me  by  a  word, 
And  set  there   Janus   with  the   double 
face. 
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Ucuce  I  make  wmr  oo  all  the  human  race  ; 

I  shake  the  cities  with  mT  hurricanes  ; 
I  tiood  the  riven  aud  their  hanks  efface, 

And  drown  the  farms  and  hamleU  with 
my  rains. 

AHKIL 

I  open  wide  the  portals  uf  the  Sprinfj^ 

To  welcoou*  the  prucessiou  of  the  Howert, 
With  their  gay  haiiuen,  and  the  birds  that 

•ing 
Their  noag  of  songs  from  their  aerial 

towers. 
I  soften  with  mv  sunshine  and  mv  showers 
The  heart  of  earth  ;   with    thoughts  of 

love  1  glide 
Into  the   hearts    of   men  ;   and  with   the 

Hours 
Upon  tlie  Bull  with  wreathM  horns   I 

ride. 

MAY 

Hark  !     Tlie  sea«fariitg  wild-fowl  loud  pro- 
claim 
My  oouiiug,  aiid   the   swarming  of    the 

Thi'M.'   an*    mv  heralds,   and    behold  I    mv 
iiauii* 
Ift  writtrti  in  blosMUiis  on  the  hawthoni- 
tm*!*. 
I  t4>ll  tlif  iiiarinf  r  when  to  sail  thi*  si*a.<t ; 
1  waft  oVr  all  the  laml  fn>in  f:ir  away 
The  bn*atti  ami  bloom  of  thp  Hei*|N'ridrji, 
My  birthplace.    1  am  Maia.    I  am  May. 


JUXK 

Miiif    lA    the    Miiiith    of    Ku)ir«  ;  yes,   and 
liiinr 
I'lir  Month  of  Marhagi's  !     All  pleasant 

And  «i-i  iit«.  (lii>  fntgraiicrof  thr  bloAMUiiing 

Th«>     fi'l:.!^*    of    tht'     \ alley II    and     thi* 

Miiu*   an     till*    |i»iigi'^t    d.1%  <»,    tbr   liiVflir«t 

Hi**  ii><>^«>-r'«   -fMbf   lUiikr*   iiiii^it*  to  mv 
t.ir  ; 
I  am  thr  liinthrr  of  all  «!•  .tr  lb  I:;;til«  ; 
I  aiii  lli'-  fun  «t  «!.iu^hl<'r  uf  tin    M-ar 


JULY 

Mjr  emblem  ia  the  LaoBv  mad  I  hntAi 
fhe  breath  of  Libjna  danflto  •• 
land  ; 
Mj  tickle  as  a  sabre  I  nnshaathe. 
And  bent  before  nw  thm  pab  ku 
stand. 
The  lakes  and  riT«n  akriak  aft  mj 
mand. 
And  there  is  thirst  and  ffaiwr  ia  tkt 
The  skj  is  changed  to  braM*  tkt  cai 
sand  ; 
I  am  the  Knperor  wboaa  aaat  I  W 


AL'GUST 

The  Emperor  OcUviaav  called  tkt  Ai 
^  I  being  his  favoritCt  betloptd  Ms  a 
U|N>n  me,  and  I  hold  it  still  a 
III  memory'  of  him  and  of  k 
I  am  the  Virgin*  and  nj 
Bums    less    inteuclj  Ikaa  Ikt  I 
ragp; 
Sheares  are  mr  only  gariaadti  aad  I  i 
The  golden  llar^eata  at  mj 


SEPTEMBER 


I  bear  tlie  Scales,  where 
llic  ni^ht  and  day  ;  and 
lips 
I  put  my  trumpet,  with  ita 
Flv  the  white  rlouda  lika 
of  shi|ifi  ; 
Tlie  tn*t>.t«i|isi  lath  tkt  air  vilk 
whi|ift  ; 
South'^anl  the  claoM 
thfir  flight ; 
Thr  hrdp-ii  are  all  red  vitk  kaat 
TIm'   lluiiti*r*s   Mouo 
I  hi'  iii^ht. 

OCTOBER 


My   finminenls   arp    fruila  ;  mj 
Iravt's 
Wiiv«-ii   like  rloCk  of  gold* 
«l>f«l  ; 

I  «li t  \Mt»%i  the  harreatiag  of 

(IV I  •  in  turds  and  o*er  viatjMidt 
sulc. 


VICTOR  AND  VANQUISHED 
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hoagh  oo  the  frigid  Scorpion  I  ride, 
The  dreamy  air  ia  full,  and  overflows 

rith  tender  memories  of  the  summer-tide, 
And  mingled  voices  of  the  doves  and 
crows. 

NOVEMBER 

he  Centaor,  Sagittarias,  am  I, 
Bom  of  Ixion*s  and  the  cloud's  embrace  ; 
Tith  sounding  hoofs  across  the  earth  I 

A  steed  Thessalian  with  a  human  face. 
Iiarp  winds  the  arrows  are  with  which  I 
chase 

The     leaves,    half    dead    already    with 
affright  ; 

shroud  myself  in  gloom  ;  and  to  the  race 

Of  mortals  bring  nor  comfort  nor  de- 
light 

DECEMBER 

iding  upon  the   Goat,   with  snow-white 

haur, 
I  come,  the  last  of  all.    This  crown  of 

mine 
I  of  the  holly  ;  in  my  hand  I  bear 
The  thyrsus,  tippea  with  fragrant  cones 

of  pine, 
celebrate  the  birth  of  the  Divine, 
And  the  return  of  the  Satumian  reign  ;  — 
[t  songs  are  carols  sung  at  every  shrine, 
IVoclaiming  "  Peace  on  earth,  good  will 

to  men." 


AUTUMN  WITHIN 

It  is  autumn  ;  not  without. 
But  within  me  is  the  cold. 

Youth  and  spring  are  all  about ; 
It  is  I  that  have  grown  old. 

Birds  are  darting  through  the  air, 
Singing,  building  vrithout  rest ; 

Life  is  stirring  everywhere, 
Save  within  my  lonely  breast. 

There  is  silence  :  the  dead  leaves 
Fall  and  rustle  and  are  still  ; 

Beats  no  flail  upon  tho  sheaves, 
Comes  no  murmur  from  the  milL 


THE  FOUR  LAKES  OF  MADISON 

Four  limpid  lakes,  —  four  Naiades 
Or  sylvan  deities  are  these. 

In  flowing  robes  of  azure  dressed  ; 
Four  lovely  handmaids,  that  uphold 
Their  shinmg  mirrors,  rimmed  with  gold| 

To  the  fair  city  in  Uie  West. 

By  day  the  coursers  of  the  sun 
Drink  of  these  waters  as  they  run 

Their  swift  diurnal  round  on  high ; 
By  night  the  constellations  elow 
Far  down  the  hollow  deeps  below. 

And  glimmer  in  another  sky. 

Fair  lakes,  serene  and  full  of  light, 
Fair  town,  arrayed  in  robes  of  white. 

How  visionary  ye  appear  I 
All  like  a  floating  landscape  seems 
In  cloud-land  or  the  land  of  dreams, 

Bathed  in  a  golden  atmosphere  1 


VICTOR  AND  VANQUISHED 

As  one  who  long  hath  fled  with  panting 

breath 
Before  his  foe,   bleeding  and   near  to 

fall, 
I  turn  and   set   my  back  against   the 

wall. 
And  look  thee  in  the  face,  triumphant 

Death. 
I  call  for  aid,  and  no  one  answereth  ; 
I  am   alone  with  thee,  who  conqnerest 

•U; 
Yet  me  thy  threatening  form  doth  not 

appall. 
For  thou  art  but  a  phantom  and  a  wraith. 
Wounded  and  weak,  sword  broken  at  the 

hilt, 
With  anpor  shattered,  and    without  a 

shield, 
I  stand  unmoved  ;  do  with  me  what  thoa 

wilt ; 
I  can  resist  no  more,  but  will  not  yield. 
This   is   no  tournament  where  cowards 

tut ; 
The  vanquished  here  is  victor  of  the 

field. 
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MOONLU;nT 


At  a  pale  |ihant«iin  with  a  lump 
Atcendtt  i»uiur  riiiirn  haunted  Htairi 

So  glides  the  inouii  alung  tlie  dump 
Mjsterious  chamber^  uf  the  air. 

Now  bidden  in  cloud,  and  now  revealed, 
Ai  if  thin  pluint«>ni.  full  itf  |muu, 

Were  bv  th«'  onimbliu);  wuUs  cuncealed, 
And  at  the  wiuduw»  keen  uguin. 

Until  at  last,  serene  and  proud 
In  all  the  splendur  uf  hrr  lighty 

She  walks  the  t«*rnu*es  of  cluud, 
Supreme  as  Kmpreiis  uf  the  Night. 

I  look,  but  rt'cogiiize  no  more 

(H>jet>t>  familiar  to  my  virw  ; 
The  verv  fiuthwav  to  my  door 

Is  au  eucliauteil  avenue. 

All  thinpi  an*ohuiigi'd.    ( >ne  mass  of  sluule,  > 
'Die  i'lm-tn*es  dnip  tlirtr  curtains  down  ;  ' 

By  |tala«H*.  p:irk,  :iii(l  ci*louiuide 
I  walk  a^  in  a  foreign  town. 

The  very  gnmud  U-ncath  my  ffet 

Is  elothtMl  with  a  diviner  air  ; 
While  marble  ]i.ivf%  tliv  silrnt  Ntn^t  ' 

And  glimmiTji  in  tlte  fnipt\  !M|uare. 

Illusion  !     Underneath  there  1ie« 
Ilie  oomnion  life  of  everv  duv  : 

Chilv  the  npirit  i:It>ritieH 

With  it^  own  tints  the  Milier  gray. 

In  vain  we  ItMik.  in  vain  uplift 

Our  eyn  to  heaven,  if  mr  an*  blind  ; 

Wi-  Me  Imt  Mbiit  we  have  the  gift 
Of  M>eing  ;  %«bat  we  bring  me  find. 


Tin.  (  MII.hKI  N>.  (  KUsADI-: 


\   »  y  \'.mi:m 


WH\r  i«  t)it«  I  ri--ii!  !•!  }ii4tiir\. 
KuU  *'i  iiitr\i  I.  full  «-f  iii\^ti-r%, 
l^iffirnlt  t-i  iiiiili-rtl.iini    * 
1«  It  h<  l.>'U,  :%  It   rriith  " 
Childrru  m  ihr  lluwer  of  UMilh, 


Heart  in  heart,  and  luuid  in 
Ignorant  of  what  helps  or 
Without  armor,  witlioat 
Journeying  to  the  Ilolj 

W*ho  shall  answer  or  diTiBO  ? 
Never  since  the  w«irld  WBi 
Such  a  wonderful  crusade 
SUrted  forth  for  Palcatiw. 
Never  while  the  world  sball  ImI 
Will  it  renruduce  the  past ; 
Never  will  it  see  again 
Such  an  anny,  such  a  hmad. 
Over  mountain,  over  main. 
Journeying  to  the  Holy 


Like  a  shower  of  bh 
From  the  |iarfnt  tivea  wctv  thaj  ; 
Like  a  Hcjck  of  bird*  that  fly 
Through  the  unfrequented  akj. 
Holding  nothing  as  their  01 
I'uMiod  they  into  lands  anki 
i'assed  to  suffer  and  to  die 


O  the  siniide,  ehild-lOw  tml  I 
( )  the  faith  tlut  cfiuld  belaeva 
What  the  hame»»ed,  i: 
Knighta  of  ChristendoiB  had 
liy  their  proweM,  to  achieve, 
The\,  the  rhildrrn.  cuuki 


Little  thought  the  Hermit, 
lloU  Wars  to  knight  m 
Tb:it  the  wofil 91  dropped  IB  hie 
lli^  entn-atv.  his  beseeching, 
Willi  111  b\  ehildren's  hands  be  gleai 
And  the  !»t:iff  on  which  he 
BluAMim  like  the  rod  of  A 


A  A  a  summer  wind  upbraTca 
'Hie  iiiniiiiierable  lea«e« 
In  the  Ummui  of  a  woud«  — 
Not  :!•»  »e|».trate  leaves,  bat 
All  tKi-etlier  by  the  blast,  ~ 
Ni  fur  e\jl  nr  f»»r  gth«l 

Ili'»  n'^i<»tle<»H  breath  upheave 
All  at  ni!i  e  the  many -leaved, 
Maii\  -thoiight<*«i  multitude. 

In  thf  tiiniiilt  of  tlie  air 
Koek  thi   Uiii^'hii  with  all  the 
(Vailleil  un  ilieir  ttMning 
il\  tlif  frr\tir  of  hit  prayer 
TrmiMi-i!  hi'.irt*  »rff  every 
Ki^Wetl  and  t4M»rd  m  httom 
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century,  at  least, 
ophetic  voice  had  ceased  ; 
e  air  was  heated  still 
lurid  words  and  will, 
m  fires  in  far-off  woods, 
autumn  of  the  year, 
w^onted  fever  broods 
sultry  atmosphere. 


II 

og^e  the  bells  were  ringing, 
Dgne  the  nuns  were  singing 
}  and  canticles  divine  ; 
:be  monks  sang  in  their  stalls, 
le  thronging  streets  were  loud 
he  voices  of  the  crowd  ;  — 
neath  the  city  walls 
flowed  the  river  Rhine. 

the  gates,  that  summer  day, 
1  robes  of  hodden  gray, 
be  red  cross  on  the  breast, 
•eyed  and  golden-haired, 
the  young  crusaders  fared  ; 
above  the  band  devoted 
rated  banners  floated, 
red  many  a  flag  and  streamer, 
le  cross  o*er  all  the  rest ! 
^  lowly,  meekly,  slowly, 
s,  give  us  back  the  holy 
hre  of  the  Redeemer  !  " 
'■  vast  procession  pressed, 
I  and  maidens.  .  .  . 


Ill 

rhat  master  hand  shall  paint 
bey  journeyed  on  their  way, 
be  days  grew  long  and  dreary, 
beir  little  feet  grew  weary, 
beir  little  hearts  grew  faint  I 

wifter  day  by  day 

1  the  homeward  river  ;  ever 

md  more  its  whitening  current 

and  scattered  into  spray, 

e  calmly-flowing  river 

ed  into  a  moUntain  torrent, 

ig  from  its  glacier  green 

through  chasm  and  black  ravine. 

phoenix  in  its  nest, 
i  the  red  sun  in  the  West, 


Sinking  in  an  ashen  cloud  ; 
In  the  rlast,  above  the  crest 
Of  the  sea-like  mountain  chain, 
Like  a  phcsnix  from  its  shroud. 
Came  the  red  sun  back  again. 

Now  around  them,  white  with  snow. 
Closed  the  mountain  peaks.     Below, 
Headlong  from  the  precipice 
Down  into  the  dark  abyss, 
Plunged  the  cataract,  white  with  foam ; 
And  it  said,  or  seemed  to  say  : 
"  Oh  return,  while  yet  you  may. 
Foolish  children,  to  your  home. 
There  the  Holy  City  is  I  ** 

But  the  dauntless  leader  said  : 
**  Faint  not,  though  your  bleeding  feet 
O'er  these  slippery  paths  of  sleet 
Move  but  painfully  and  slowly  ; 
Other  feet  than  yours  have  bled  ; 
Other  tears  than  yours  been  shed. 
Courage  !  lose  not  heart  or  hope  ; 
On  the  mountains'  southern  slope 
Lies  Jerusalem  the  Holy  I " 
As  a  white  rose  in  its  pride, 
By  the  wind  in  summer-tide 
I'ossed  and  loosened  from  the  branch. 
Showers  its  petals  o'er  the  ground, 
From  the  distant  mountain's  side. 
Scattering  all  its  snows  around, 
With  mysterious,  muffled  sound, 
Loosened,  fell  the  avalanche. 
Voices,  echoes  far  and  near, 
Roar  of  winds  and  waters  blending. 
Mists  uprising,  clouds  impending. 
Filled  them  with  a  sense  of  fear. 
Formless,  nameless,  never  ending. 


SUNDOWN 

The  summer  sun  is  sinking  low ; 
Only  the  tree-tops  redden  and  glow : 
Only  the  weathercock  on  the  spire 
Of  the  neighboring  church  is  a  flame  of  fire  ,* 
All  is  in  shadow  below. 

O  beautiful,  awful  summer  day. 
What  hast  thou  given,  what  taken  awmj  ? 
Life  and  death,  and  love  and  hate. 
Homes  made  happy  or  desolate, 
Hearts  miade  sad  or  gay  1 
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On  the*  road  of  life  one  milr-ttooe  more  t 
Id  the  book  of  life  odv  leaf  turned  o*er  1 
Like  a  red  Heal  is  the  letting  ran 
On  the  good  and  tho  evil  men  hare  doM,  - 
Naught  can  to-daj  restore  t 


CHIMES 

8wcrr  chimes  I  that  in  the  loneliness  of 

night 
Salute  the  pasiiing  hour,  and  in  the  dark 
And  silrut  chambers  of  the  household 

mark 
The   movements  of  the  myriad  orbs  of 

light  I 
Through  my  cluscd  eyelids,  by  the  inner 

sight, 
I  st'i*  the  ronftti-llAtiun.i  in  the  arc 
Of   tlirir  gn*at  citvles  moving  on,   and 

liark  ! 
I  aIiu«*Nt  hrar  them  singing  in  their  tiighL 
Bettrr  tluin  »\vvy  it  is  to  lie  awake, 
O'er-caiiopit  •!  by  the  vaAt  starry  dome 
Of  tlif*  iiiinifaxuniblr  i^ky  ;  to  feel 
The  sluuibenug  world  sink  under  us,  and 

make 
Ilardlv  an  e<ldv,  —  a  mere  ruKh  of  ftiam 
On  the  great  sira  beneath  a  sinking  keel. 


KOIR   HY   THK   CLOCK 

**  yaliMii.   8r|4rnit»r  S,   lr«0,  four  o'clock  Is  Ifat 


Foi'K  bv  th«*  fliM'k  !  and  rrt  not  dar  ; 
Hut  th«*  gn-nt  world  ri»IN  ntul  whrrln  away, 
With    it«   i-itii*B  «Mi   bind,  and   its  ships  at 

Into  thr  dawn  that  is  to  bi* ! 

Only  thr  lamp  in  the  anrhorrd  bark 
S*nd«  it<»  i*Iiiiiiiirr  a4*r«M«  the  dark. 
And  th<>  htM\y  )in-:itliiii{;  <if  thr  sra 
Is  the  otiW  %iiund  ttiat  cHimrs  tu  me. 


UmiL  we  meet  agmia  I    Tkaft  m  tha 

ing 
Of  the  familiar  worda,  Ikal  ■ 
At  part  in:;  in  the  atreet. 
Ah  jes,  till  then  t  but  whaa 

Teniug 
Rends  us  asunder,  with  what 
We  wait  for  the  Agaui  I 

The  friends  who  laara  oa  do 

sorrow 
Of  parting,  as  we  feel  it,  wIm 

l^junenting  day  by  dar. 
And  kmiwing,   wfawa   we 

morrow. 
We  shall  not  And  in  its 
The  one  belored  faaa. 

It  were  a  double  grief,  if  tlw 
Being  released  from  earth, 
tain 
A  sense  of  earthlr  paw  ; 
It  were  a  doiiblr  grief,  tf  the 
Who  loved  us  here,  ahoold  oa 
shore 
Remember  as  no 


fcallfei 


rtill» 


Relieving,  in  the  midst  of  o«r 
That  death  is  a  beginaiag,  ool  «i 

We  cr>-  to  them,  and  arod 
Farewells,  that  lietter  might  ho 

dicticNis, 
Being  fore-«hadowing«  of  the 

Into  the  va«t  I' 


Faith  overleaps   the 

MMI, 

And  if  by  faith,  as  in  old  ti 
Women  received  their 
Raised  up  to  life,  then  ooIt  for  a 
Our  jwrtings  ate,  nor  shall  wo 
Until  we  meet  agaia  I 


ELrr.IAC  V 


AlK    WIIDKKSI.HKN 


Wntirn  at  vartntia 
Jnl*.  l<v>l       In  lb* 
baiovMd  (Utter 


IV    MIX!     VV    UK    J.    T.    r. 

!■  A|<vi!.  1-^1.  Mr    L#«fff#ll"«    (•••<«^    n   Ma  4\mrf 
**  A  aurr^wf ul  •»!   Iirtr*.  I.>-1  v«-k     r  . .  i«  >lftMl  .m  Hun 
4av.  th«  /4lb     l*»)'r>-i  .lir.1  '41  TiM«l*%      T«-<  ifilim«t# 
fr««vi.  IB  .«•  VMa  ■  "       IlM  »u«w  VM  vnilMi    AtorU 
».  IMI. 


I 

PajiAnvr  vrt-ar  of  old, 

I  •lands 
Walking  abme  by  tho 
wanh  of  the  wavea* 


hudia 


-Tjirfri 
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med  the  secret  from  them  of  the  beauti- 
ful verse  elegiac, 

reathing  into  his  song  motion  and  sound 
of  the  sea. 

as  the  wave  of  the  sea,  upheaving  in 

long  undulations, 
lunges  loud  on  the  sands,  pauses,  and 

turns,  and  retreats, 
he  Hexameter,  rising  and  singing,  with 

cadence  sonorous, 
alls  ;  and  in  refluent  rhythm  back  the 

Pentameter  flows. 


II 

in  his  youth  alone,  but  in  age,  may  the 

heart  of  the  poet 
loom  into  song,  as  the  gorse  blossoms 

in  autumn  and  spring. 


Ill 

in  tenderness  wanting,  yet  rough  are 

the  rhymes  of  our  poet ; 
hough  it  be  Jacob's  voice,  Esau's,  alas  I 
are  the  hands. 


IV 

UB  be  grateful  to  writers  for  what  is 

left  m  the  inkstand  ; 
''hen  to  leave  off  is  an  art  only  attained 

by  the  few. 


f  can  the  Three  be  One  ?  you  ask  me  ; 

I  auswer  by  asking, 
ail  and  snow  and   rain,  are   they  not 

three,  and  yet  one  ? 


VI 

the   mirage  uplifted,   the   land  floats 

vague  in  the  ether, 
lips  and  the  shadows  of  ships  hang  in 

the  motionless  air  ; 
•J  the  art  of  the  poet  our  common  life 

is  uplifted, 
»,  transfigured,  the  world   floats   in   a 

luminous  haze. 


VII 


Like  a  French  poem  is  Life ;  being  only 
perfect  in  structure 
When  with  the  masculine  rhymes  mingled 
the  feminine  are. 


VIII 

Down    from   the   mountain    descends   the 
brooklet,  rejoicine  in  freedom  ; 
Little  it  dreams  of  the  mill  hid  in  the 
valley  below  ; 
Glad  with  the  joy  of  existence,  the  child 
goes  singing  and  laughing. 
Little  dreaming  what   toils  lie  in  the 
future  concealed. 


IX 

As  the  ink  from  our  pen,   so   flow   oar 
thoughts  and  our  feelings 
When  we  begin  to  write,  however  slug- 
gish before. 


Like  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven,  the  Fountain 
of  Youth  is  within  us  ; 
If  we  seek  it  elsewhere,  old  shall  we 
grow  in  the  search. 


XI 

If  you  would  hit  the  mark,  you  must  aim 
a  little  above  it ; 
Every  arrow  that  flies  feels  the  attraction 
of  earth. 


XII 

Wisely  the  Hebrews  admit  no  Present  tense 
in  their  language  ; 
While  we  are  speaking  the  word,  it  is 
already  the  Fast. 

XIII 

In  the    twilight  of   age  all    things   seem 
strange  and  phantasmal. 
As  between  daylight  and  dark  ghost-like 
the  landscape  appears. 


/ 
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XIV 


Grpat  lA  th^  art  of  bepnning,  but  greater 
the  art  i»  uf  ending  ; 
Many  a  |>oeui  u  marred  bj  a  tuperfluoua 
VerM*. 


THE  CITY  AND  THK  SEA 

Thk  panting  Citr  erie«l  to  the  Sea, 

'*  1  am  faint  with  heat,  —  Oh  breathe  on 


HERMES  TRISMECISTl'S 


Uiv  I 


I  ** 


Aa9mUmevm 

rank  u  ■rhul—  la  Iw  n; 
ar»  IttfonsMl  hf 
prtoriplM  In  thnm  myrteda  ^ 
and  l«i^nl7-i*«  vulia 

.  .  .  Uur  nncMlon 
wtodon  hi  this  iSriljr, 
with  tlM  immm  uC  Hrn 


tf 


And  the  Sea  iiaid,  ''  Lo,  I  breathe  !  but  mj 

bri'Mth 
To  tome  will  lie  life,  to  others  death  ! 


As  to  I'rometheuH,  hrin^^iu^  v 
In  pain,  comi*  the*  Oceauidi'H, 


So  to  th«*  (*i(v,  h<it  with  the  Hame 

Of  the  pit  ill*  »s  Aun,  the  cast  wind  came.         ! 


I 


It  cauic    fmiu  tho   hi'uviiig  breast  of   the 

•U't'p, 
Silent  a»  dreams  art',  anil  sudden  aa  sleep. 

Ijfr-giviiig.  di*ath-);ivin);.  which  will  it  In.'  ; 
O  bri'ath  of  thr  lurn'iful,  iiuTfilosa  Sea  ? 


MKMOklK.S 

OlT  I  ri'ni«*iiilH*r  thit^r  whom  I  liavi'  known  ■ 
111  (itlii-r  ila\  o,  ti>  mliuiji   ntv  heart   was  , 

I..1 

A«  l>v  u  iiia{;nrt,  and  i*ho  art'  n«>c  dead, 
lint    :i)i«i-iit,    and    their    Ujeiiitirieit    nver- 
jjrM»n 
With  other   thoughts  and   truublen  of  my 

fiWII, 

A«  ;;r.i%f«  with  f;ra»M-s  are,  and  at  their 
h.:«.l 

1  }•••  o!iiiii*  %«ith  inn«^  and  iii'hrnK  mi  «>'er* 
Hpr»-utl, 

N'lll.iii^'  i«  li-^'iMr  but  the  nailir  u1ti|:r. 
Anil  i*  :t  «>•  %kiilt  tliciii '*      Aftt-r  Inn;;  \e.-ir%, 

IKi  till  %   rt-iDiii.U'r  iiif  Ml  thf  <».kiiii*  «»%*, 

Ati'i  i«  till-  iiiiii:iir\  |>ii-.i<vnnl  :%*  ti»  iiic  '.' 
1  fear  ti>A»k  ;  \«t  wl.i  n  f'Tf  an*  iii\  fear*  ? 

l*li-:i«iir«-«,   I:ki-   llnwir*.   ni;i_\  uither  aiid 

Auil  \vt  tt.r  r««il  I  •  r«-iiiii.4l  luai  be. 


Still  through  Kgrpl's  dcaeft 

Flows  the  lordlj  Nile, 
From  its  banks  the  grcsl  ttaa 

(f  aze  with  iiatient  smife. 
Still  the  pyramids  impertooa 

Pienv  the  eloudlew  Mm 
And  the  Sphini  stares  vilk  m 

Solemn,  stonj  ejrcib 

Hut  where  are  the  old     

l>enii-gods  and  kiaga^ 
Nothing  left  but  an  iaachpcioa 

(jraveu  on  stones  aad 
Where  are  Helios  aad  II 

Gods  of  eldest  rid  r 
When*  is  He  rues  Tri 

Who  their  sccivU  Ud  f 


When'  an*  now  the  ouuit 

Thousand  books  be 
Bt  the  Tliaumatnrgista 

Ix»t  in  lands  remote  ; 
In  oblivion  sunk  foreTefp 

As  when  o'er  tbe  laod 
HluwA  a  »torm-wuKi,  in  tbe 

Sinks  the  scatiefvd 


Some  thing  unsulwtaattal. 

Sei-in!!  this  Tkrurgisi , 
In  dreii  mmiitation  nustW 

A\  rap|ied,  as  in  a  mitfL 
Vat;iie,  phantasmal,  mm 

To  «Nir  thought  be 
Walking  in  a  world  i' 

lu  a  land  of  dm 


Was  III*  one,  or  manr. 

Name  ami  fame  in 
I. ike  a  iktn'ani,  to  wb 

.M.iny  ntreamlela  nui? 
Till.  With  ^ntlierrd  povrr 

Aniplcr  sweep  il 
I  Km  II M. ml  the  >weel 

Kmui  uiiuuttbefvd  Uka^ 
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^^ile  I  see  him  wandering, 
isiug  now  and  then, 
nystic  union  pondering 
ween  gods  and  men  ; 
ieving,  wholly  feeling, 
th  supreme  delight, 
i  gods,  themselves  concealing, 
:  men  to  their  height. 

lebes,  the  hundred-grated, 
he  thoroughfare 
ig,  as  if  consecrated, 
iviner  air  ; 
[(1  discordant  noises, 
be  jostling  throng, 
far,  celestial  voices 
Olympian  song. 

ill  call  his  dreams  fallacious  ? 

0  has  searched  or  sought 
inexplored  and  spacious 
verse  of  thought  ? 

his  own  skill  confiding, 
11  with  rule  and  line 
e  border-land  dividing 
nan  and  divine  ? 

istus  !  three  times  greatest ! 

V  thy  name  sublime 

tended  to  this  latest 

^eny  of  time  ! 

hoy  whose  written  pages 

ish  with  their  lives, 

the  crumbling  ages 

1  their  name  survives  I 

>  priest  of  Egypt,  lately 
nd  I  in  the  vast, 
icumbered,  sombre,  stately, 
ve-yard  of  the  Past  ; 
pescnce  moved  before  me 
that  gloomy  shore, 
ft  of  wind,  that  o'er  me 
athed,  and  was  no  more. 


TO   THE    AVON 

jweet  river  !  like  his  verse 
■eneath  this  sculptnrod  hearse  ; 
K?side  the  churchyard  wall 
ho  cannot  hear  thy  call. 

late  once  ;  I  sop  liim  now 
1  sunshine  on  his  brow, 


And  hear  in  Stratford's  quiet  street 
The  patter  of  his  little  feet. 

I  see  him  by  thy  shallow  edge 
Wading  knee-deep  amid  the  sedge  ; 
And  lost  in  thought,  as  if  thy  stream 
Were  the  swift  river  of  a  dream. 

He  wonders  whitherward  it  flows  ; 
And  fain  would  follow  where  it  goes. 
To  the  wide  world,  that  shall  erelong 
Be  fiUed  with  his  melodious  song. 

Flow  on,  fair  stream  I    That  dream  is  o'er ; 
He  stands  upon  another  shore  ; 
A  vaster  river  near  him  flows. 
And  still  he  follows  where  it  goes. 


PRESIDENT   GARFIELD 


**  E  Teani  dal  uuutirio  a  quasU  p«06.** 

P<irttftM,XT.  14& 


These  words  the  poet  heard  in  Paradise, 
Uttered  by  one  who,  bravely  dying  here. 
In  the  true   faith  was    living  in  thai 

sphere 
Where  the  celestial  cross  of  sacrifice 
Spread    its  protecting   arms  athwart  the 

sides  ; 
And    set    thereon,  like    jewels    crystal 

clear. 
The  souls  magnanimous,  that  knew  not 

fear, 
Flashed  their  effulgence  on  his  daszled 

eyes. 
Ah  me  !  how  dark  the  discipline  of  pain. 
Were  not  the  suffering  followed  by  the 

sense 
Of  infinite  rest  and  infinite  release  I 
This  is  our  consolation  ;  and  again 

A  great  soul  cries  to  us  in  our  suspense, 
''I  came    from    martyrdom    unto    this 

peace  I " 


MY   BOOKS 

Sadly  as  some  old  medieval  knight 

Gazed  at  the  arms  he  conld  no  longer 

wield. 
The  sword  two-handed  and  the  shining 

shield 
Suspended  in  the  hall,  and  full  in  sights 
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While  Mcret  longing*  for  the  loet  delight 

Of  tourney  or  adventure  in  the  fleld 

Cnnie  over  him,  and  tear*  hut  half  con- 
cealed 

Tremhled  and   fell   upon  hia   heard  of 
white. 
So  I  heboid  the«e  hooks  upon  their  thelf. 

My  omamenCtt  and  ariiiii  uf  other  days  ; 

Not  whoUjr  uaeleM,  though    no  longer 
naedy 
For  thej  remind  me  of  mr  other  self. 

Younger  and  stronger,  and  the  pleasant 
ways 

In  which   I  walked,  now  clouded    and 
coufuied. 


MAD    RIVER 

IN    THE   WHITE    MOUNTAINS 
TKAVKLLXR. 

Why  dost  thou  wildlv  ru»h  and  roar, 

M»4l  River,  O  .\fad  River? 
Wilt  thuu  not  pauae  and  cease  to  pour 
Thy  hurrying,  headlong  wattm  o*er 

ThiM  nickv  slM'lf  forrvvr  ? 

m 

What  secn-t  (rouMr  stirs  thy  breast? 

Whv  all  thi!>  fn>t  and  Hiirr\  ? 
Dost  thtui  noi  kiHtw  tliat  what  is  best 
In  this  t<Mi  ri'«tlf«4  worlil  i<  r«>st 

From  u*-«T-wi>rk  an«l  worry  7 

w 

TiiK  nivra. 
What   wfHiliUt    thiHi    in    tliese    mountains 

•••rk, 

n  Mn»crr  fnwn  tlir  city  7 
Is  it  |M*rluip4  %f>iri«*  f«M>li«h  fn*ak 
llf  thiii«\  til  put  thf  wiinU  1  speak 

Into  a  plaint ivr  ditty  ? 

TH^vri  I  rn. 
Y**s  ;    I   WM'il't  li-  irii  llf  llitT  thv  «nng, 

\Vi*h  ill  lit  t1i»«ini;  iiiimU  r«, 
An*\  in  a  %'•:.•#•  :i«  fn'^lt  ami  strung 
As  thin*'  i«,  "in^  i*.  ^11  <l.t%  l'*ni;. 

Ami  hrar  it  in  my  «lumlN>ni. 

Tiir  nnrii 
A  liriMtklrt  n.imrli-ft«  .nul  iiriknnwn 

Waji  I  at  t'.r*t,  r«**«-iiilil.ni; 
A  t  ttU  rhiM.  tfi-nt  all  n1i>nr 
C<Hiii'«  \f*tit>ir:r-;;   ilnwn  th*-  «taini  tif   ktooe, 

lrrrM«tutf  aiitl  tmuhhng. 


Later,  bj  wajwmrd  fmoMa  Ud, 

For  the  wide  world  I 
Out  of  the  forest,  dark 
Acroas  the  open  flelda  I  tUd, 
one  punocd  aad  ~ 


I  tossed  mj  arma,  I  aanf  alood. 

My  voiee  enUtant  "^^''■■y 
With  thunder  from  tbe  fin 
The  wind,  the  foreat  beni  aad 

The  nub  of  rain  dfarfding 


I  heard  the  distant  oeeaa  call. 
Imploring  and  entrcniing ; 
Drawn  onwara,  o*er  this  rocbj  will 
I  plunged,  and  the  loud  vatvflaD 
wide  answer  to  tbe 


And  now,  beaet  with  naaj  ilk^ 

A  toilsome  life  I  foUow  ; 
Compellvd  to  carry  from  tbe  killi 
Tbes«*  logs  to  the  impatieal  miUi 
Below  there  in  the  boUow. 


Yet  something  ever  ebeen 

The  rudeness  of  mjr  bibon ; 

Daily  I  water  with  tbcae 

Tbe  cattle  of  a  hundred 
And  have  tbe  birds  for 


,  Men  rail  me  Mad.  and  well  ibej 
When,  full  of  rage  mmi 
I  burnt  my  Ishuks  of  sand  aad  ehf , 
And  iiwr«*p  their  wooden  bridge  nvifi 
Like  withered  rrcds  or  atabkliL 


Now  pi  and  write  thy  little  rbyva. 

As  «>f  ihinr  own  creating. 
Thou  seeftt  the  day  is  past  its  ^ 
I  can  no  likng«*r  waste  mj  tiow  ; 
Tlie  niilU  arp  tired  of 


; 


roSSIIilLITIES 


WiirRR  arv  the  Pueta,  nnio  w! 
'llie   OUmptan   beigbta ;  w 

»haft<  were  sent 
Straight  to  tbe  nark,  and  waA 

h^ir  Unt, 
But  with  tilt*  utmost  teasioaof 
Whrn*  iiv  !h**  ^lately  argnsiea  o# 
Wh>**»  niching  keels 
went 

Sailing  in  searrb  of 
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sail  set,  and  steady  winds  and 

re  lives  some  dreamy  boy,  un- 
it 
,  some  graduate  of  the  field  or 

'» 

I  become  a  master  of  the  art, 

sailing  the  high  seas  of  thought, 

kud  first,  and  steering  with  his 

not  yet  laid  down  in  any  chart. 

XORATION    DAY 

3mrades,  sleep  and  rest 

s  Field  of  the  Grounded  Arms, 

)es  no  more  molest, 

utry*s  shot  alarms  ! 

slept  on  the  ground  before, 
;arted  to  your  feet 
innon's  sudden  roar, 
drum's  redoubling  beat. 

lis  camp  of  Death 

ind  your  slumber  breaks  ; 

lo  fevered  breath, 

und  that  bleeds  and  aches. 

x>se  and  peace, 
npled  lies  the  sod  ; 
ts  of  battle  cease, 
le  truce  of  God  ! 

arades,  rest  and  sleep  I 
oughts  of  men  shall  be 
lels  to  keep 
est  from  danger  free. 

int  tents  of  green 
ck  with  fragrant  flowers  ; 
A  the  suffering  been, 
emory  shall  be  ours. 

A   FRAGMENT 

arise  !  the  hour  is  late  I 
are  knocking  at  thy  door  ! 
in  baste  and  cannot  wait, 
2e  departed  come  no  more. 

irise  !  the  athlete's  arm 
s  strength  by  too  much  rest ; 
h'  land,  the  untitled  farm 
;s  only  weeds  at  best. 


LOSS  AND  GAIN 

When  I  compare 
What  I  have  lost  with  what  I  have  gained« 
What  I  have  missed  vrith  what  attained. 
Little  room  do  I  find  for  pride. 

I  am  aware 
How  many  days  have  been  idly  spent ; 
Uow  like  an  arrow  the  good  intent 
Has  fallen  short  or  been  turned  aside. 

But  who  shall  dare 
To  measure  loss  and  gain  in  this  wise  7 
Defeat  may  be  victorv  in  disguise  ; 
The  lowest  ebb  is  the  turn  of  the  tide. 


INSCRIPTION  ON   THE   SHANK- 
LIN   FOUNTAIN 

O  TRAVELLER,  stay  thy  weary  feet ; 
Drink  of  this  fountain,  pure  and  sweet ; 

It  flows  for  rich  and  poor  the  same. 
Then  go  thy  way,  remembering  still 
The  wayside  well  beneath  the  hill. 

The  cup  of  water  in  his  name. 

THE   BELLS   OF  SAN   BLAS 

Th«  iMt  poem  written  hj  Mr.  LoncfeUow.  The  last 
rene  but  one  U  dated  March  12, 1882.  The  final  Terae 
waa  added  March  15.  Mr.  LongfeUow  died  Maroh  24. 
The  poem  waa  suRfgeated  by  an  article  in  Harper's 
MagoMine,  which  the  poet  had  Juat  read. 

What  sa^  the  Bells  of  San  BUs 
To  the  ships  that  southward  pass 

From  the  harbor  of  Mazatlan  ? 
To  them  it  is  nothing  more 
Than  the  sound  of  surf  on  the  shore,  — 

Nothing  more  to  master  or  man. 

But  to  me,  a  dreamer  of  dreams, 
To  whom  what  is  and  what  seems 

Are  often  one  and  the  same,  — 
The  Bells  of  San  Bias  to  me 
Have  a  strange,  wild  melody. 

And  are  something  more  than  a  name 

For  bells  are  the  voice  of  the  church  ; 
They  have  tones  that  touch  and  search 

The  hearts  of  young  and  old  ; 
One  sound  to  all,  yet  each 
Lends  a  meaning  to  their  speech. 

And  the  meaning  is  manifold. 


yo 


IN  THE  HARBOR 


Thi»y  aiT  a  vou*<»  of  the  Pwt, 
Of  an  hf^  that  in  failinf;  fniit* 

Of  a  poirrr  austre  and  |r"Uid  ; 
When  thr  Haf;  of  Sftain  unfurled 
Ita  fuldfi  «iVr  thii  western  world. 

And  the  Triest  wan  lord  uf  the  land 

The  chapel  that  once  looked  down 
On  the  little  ««*a|Mirt  town 

llai  crumbU'd  iuto  the  dust ; 
And  on  oaken  bfonis  below 
The  belU  itwini^  to  and  fro. 

And  arv  green  with  mould  and  nut. 

>  Ii,  then,  the  uM  faith  dead. " 
TbeT  ftav,  "and  iu  iU  ittead 

Is  ikiuie  new  faith  pruclaimed, 
Tliat  we  an*  fort*e<l  to  remain 
Naked  to  Hiin  and  ruin. 

Unsheltered  and  ashamed  ? 

'Onee  iu  our  tower  aloof 
We  raii^  over  wall  and  roof 

i  iur  warnin[;%  and  our  complatnta  ; 
And  rotiml  uInmii  iih  tlien* 
The  white  tlovrs  tilled  the  air. 

Like  the  white  houls  uf  the  sainta. 

'Tlie  saints  !     Ah,  h-ive  tlifV  g^own 
Furp'tful  of  thrir  own  ? 

Art*  they  aslri'|i,  or  dead, 
That  o|ien  to  the  %k\ 
Their  ruiurd  MiMioiiH  lie. 

No  lonp-r  tenanted  ? 

'Oh,  brin^  n%  \Kwk  onet*  more 
The  v»iii«}iri|  i|av«  of  \<in*, 

Whrn  the  w  orld  with  faith  was  filled  ; 
Hrin};  b.-ii-k  thi*  frr^id  ical, 
Th«*  hi-arlH  iif  lift*  hihI  «>t«fl, 

'I  be  luiiiili  that  b«-lii*\e  and  build. 

'  Thi-n  ffitiii  niir  tiiKirr  ai*aiii 
\S  »'  will  «t-iiil  liK-r  liiiid  niul  main 

*  Kif  v..{ii  ^  iif  rtiiiifiKiii«|, 
I.iki-  •  \:!<-ii  Liiii;«  whn  r«-tiirii 
111  tKi  :r  !).ri>r'.t  ^.  ninl  t}i«-  iM'tipb*  b'am 
Ili.i(  till   I'm-^t  iH  lonl  uf  thi-  land  !'* 

O  fUlU  i-f  **.ifi  IlI.iH.  iti  \:iin 
\*'  i-.ili  b.ii  L  th»-   r.i*l  :iu;iui  ' 

111*-  I'.i*!  1^  lii-at  (••  )iiiir  prmver  ; 
Out  <>t  ?!.•■  «i..iiliiw  «  iif  riii^bt 
Thf  fc.-rl.l  T'-'.'i"  iiitii  liijbt  ; 

It  !•  ilai  hn.ik  rver%  where. 


FRAGMENTS 


Neolbctkd  record  of  a  miad 
Unto  what  **  leU  and  atopa  **  art 

jcctedl 
The  daj  with  all  iU  toUsaad 
The  nielli  with  its  rrflectioae  mad 
The  future,  and  the  preaenl.  aad  tkt 
All  i  remember,  feel,  aad  ht 
A II  shapes  of  joy  and  sorrow,  as  tWy 
Find  but  a  dusty  inafe  ia  lUi 


0  faithful,  ioderatigable  tidm^ 

That  evermore  upon  God's  wtttmiB  WK^ 
Now  seaward  bearing  tidiagaof  tka  KbL' 
Now  landwanl  brarinytidiaji  of  thtH^ 
And  filling  f very  frith 
Plach  ann  «>f  the  i^reat 
V.Mch  thnrad  and  tiUment  of 
Full  with  your  minist ration  of  MUtl 
Under  the  rafters  of  this 

1  see  ycHi  eome  and  gu  ; 
To  reach  your  joiiniey*s 

diMie 
With  feet  unreated  ye 
Ami  recommence  the  neve 
l*;itient,  whatever  burdens  yo  any 
And  fretted  only  by  the  im; 


Soft   through   the   silrnl  air 

feAthenr  snow-Hakrs  ; 
White  are  the  distant  bills. 

m'ighlwring  fields  ; 
f  )nly  the  marthe*  are  bfowa, 

rollinif  among  them 
Wearpth  th«'  leaden  hoc 

the  blind. 


i.lf 

A  lovely  morning, 
sun.  the    M<a  in  great 
and  foaming. 

So  from  the    biiaom  of 

I'lime  roaring  and  gjeaiiag. 
Chafe  ami    break   into  f 
il:irkne%4  agpiin. 
liut  on  the  ikhorr^of  Time 
tmer  cif  it« 
Thou|*li  the  sui 
out  from  the 
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referrttd  for  a  oonaidention  of  the  place 
held  in  the  poet's  scheme  of  work  to  the 
etch  preflxed  to  this  edition. 
>De  of  Mr.  Longfellow's  writings  which 
have  so  dominated  his  literary  Uf  e.  The 
and  the  translation  of  the  Divina  Cant' 
ed  a  wider  arc  in  time,  but  from  the 
I  the  interpretation  of  a  great  work  was 
the  development  of  a  theme  which  waa 
oet's  thought  and  emotion.  Yet  even  in 
at  which  elapsed  between  the  first  concep- 
And  its  final  accomplishment  was  scarcely 
which  extended  from  the  day  when  Mr. 
ned  Dante  to  the  end  of  his  life,  —  for 
ive  m  companionship  with  the  great  seer, 
[cation  of  actual  work  upon  the  subject 
*  until  the  end  of  1849,  when  he  seems  to 

>  take  up  first  the  second  division.  He 
lis  volume  of  poems,  The  Setuide  and  the 
ther  stone  rolled  over  the  hilltop  I  "  and 
B  diary,  November  19 :  '*  And  now  I  long 
strain,  the  sublimer  Song  whose  broken 
'or  so  tnany  years  breathed  through  my 
:er  hours  of  life,  and  which  I  trust  and 

long  unite  themselvM  into  a  symphony 
hy  the  sublime  theme,  but  furmshing 
nt  expression  for  the  trouble  and  wrath 
orrow  and  its  mystery.'  "  On  December 
:  *'  A  bleak  and  dismal  day.  Wrote  in 
ie  Ch/iUmge  of  Thor  aa  Prologue  or  //i- 
econd  part  of  ChrUUuy    This  he  laid 

up  again  ten  years  later,  when  he  pro- 
the  Saga  of  King  (Haf.  It  is  probable 
mind  the  opposition  of  northern  pagan- 
tianity  of  sacerdotalism,  andthesuprem- 
^r.  But  the  theme  of  the  drama  waa 
re  him  in  one  shape  or  another.  In  his 
.te  of  January  10,  1850,  he  records :  '*  In 

>  ludered  and  meditated  upon  sundry 
Uu.  In  such  meditation  one  tastes  the 
oetic  vision,  without  the  pain  of  puttinff 

The  scheme  of  his  first  venture  had 
more  or  less  determined  up^,  for  a  few 
iot«s :  "  February  28.  And  so  ends  the 
I  vacation.  Not  quite  satisfactorily  to 
(thing  I  have  done.  Some  half  dozen 
e  are  written  of  The  Golden  Ijfgend^ 
Second  of  Christus ;  and  the  whole  is 
1  my  mind  ss  to  handling,  division,  and 
'ensure  of  the  several  parts."  It  is  to  be 
kdy  in  1839  there  hxd  crossed  his  mind 
ritin^  a  drama  based  upon  the  legend  of 
inrirh,   and  that  he  had  perceived  the 

"I  have  a  heroine,"  he  says,  "aa 
a,  could  I  but  paint  her  so." 
yfgen^i  was  published  near  the  close  of 
ithor  gave  no  intimation  of  the  relation 
:  held  to  a  larg'>r  plan.  He  had  taken 
lis  poem  the  »tory  oi  Drr  A  rme  Heinrich 
maim  von  dor  Amp,  a  minnesinger  of  the 
f,  to  be  found  in  M.aihith's  Altdeutttche 
tliM  in  Stuttgart  in  1S()9,  and  it  was  not 
)Ook  w.a«  iH')Me«l  that  he  caught  «ight  of 
ragine's  Ijegentin  Aur^n.  His  own  ac- 
rk  may  b«  rev!  in  hrief  in  a  letter  which 
English  correspondent  at  this  time.  "  I 
w,"  he  sayn,  "  that  you  find  something 
'iohi^n  L^g^nd.  I  have  endeavored  to 
'njf  other  thine»,  that  through  the  dark- 
>tion  of  the  Middle  A^es  ran  a  bright. 
Faith,  atrong  enough  for  all  the  exigen- 


cies of  life  and  death.  In  order  to  do  this  I  had  to  in* 
troduoe  some  portion  of  this  darkness  and  oormption  as 
a  background.  I  am  sore  you  will  be  glad  to  know  thai 
the  monk's  sermon  is  not  wholly  of  my  own  iuTentioo. 
The  worst  passage  in  it  Is  from  a  sermon  of  Fra  Oa- 
briella  Barletta,  an  Italian  preacher  of  the  fifteenth 
century.  The  Miracle  Play  is  founded  on  the  Apocry- 
phal  Qospels  of  James  and  the  Infancy  of  Christ.  Both 
this  and  the  sermon  show  how  sacred  themes  were 
handled  in  *  the  days  of  long  ago.' " 

It  is  a  strong  illustration  of  the  importance  which  Mr. 
Longfellow  attached  to  The  Golden  Leffend  as  a  portion 
of  a  larger,  more  inclusive  work,  that  we  find  him  re- 
gretting, while  his  book  was  in  full  tide  of  success,  that 
he  had  not  taken  a  theme  more  fit  to  his  mirpose  which 
had  been  chosen  by  another  poet.  **we  stayed  at 
home,"  he  writes,  April  2, 1862,  "  reading  The  SainVt 
Tragedy ^  the  story  of  8U  Eliaabeth  of  Hungarv  pat  into 
dramatic  form  with  great  power.  I  wlah  I  had  hit  up<m 
this  theme  for  my  Golden  Legend^  the  mediwral  part 
of  my  Trilogy.  It  Is  nobler  and  more  characteristic 
than  my  obscure  legend.  Strange  that  while  I  was 
writing  a  dramatic  poem  illustrating  the  Middle  Afsa, 
Kings^y  should  have  been  doinff  the  same,  and  that  we 
should  have  chosen  precisely  ue  same  period,  abont 
1230.  His  poem  was  published  first,  but  I  never  saw  it. 
or  a  review  of  it,  till  two  days  ago."  Whether  or  not 
Mr.  Longfellow  would  have  wrought  at  the  other  theme 
with  any  more  satisfaction  to  himself,  The  Golden 
Legend  has  taken  its  place  as  a  faithful  exponent  of 
the  phase  of  Christianity  which  it  described.  "  Long- 
fellow," says  a  competent  authority,  '*in  his  Qciden 
Legend  has  entered  more  closely  into  the  temper  of  the 
monk,  for  good  and  for  evil,  than  ever  yet  theological 
writer  or  historian,  though  they  may  have  given  their 
life's  labor  to  the  analysis." 

ChrUtue  was,  however,  preesing  upon  the  poet's 
mind ;  the  completion  of  the  second  division  only  made 
bira  more  desirous  of  fulfilling  the  noble  theme.  The 
Golden  Legend  had  been  published  a  few  weeks  when 
he  wrote  in  his  diary  one  Sunday :  **  Dec.  28, 1861.  The 
weather,  which  has  been  intensely  cold,  suddenly 
changes  to  rain :  and  aTalanches  of  snow  thunder  from 
the  college-roofs  aU  sermon-time.  A  grand  accom- 
paniment to  Mr.  Ellis,  who  was  preachmg  about  the 
old  prophets,  —  an  excellent  discourse.  Ah  me  1  bow 
many  things  there  are  to  meditate  upon  in  this  great 
world  !  And  aU  this  mediUUon,  —  of  what  avail  is  it,  if 
it  does  not  end  in  some  action  ?  The  great  theme  of  mj 
poem  haunts  me  ever ;  but  I  cannot  bring  it  into  act.'* 

It  was  nearly  a  score  of  years  before  another  number 
of  the  Trilogy  was  ready,  though  it  is  probable  thai 
Mr.  Longfellow  was  in  the  neighborhood  of  The  New 
England  Tragedies  when  he  was  diverted  for  the  time 
by  the  attractive  theme  of  The  CourUhip  of  Mile* 
Standish,  As  far  back  as  1839  he  had  thought  of  a 
drama  on  Cotton  Mather.  It  is  curious  that  be  should 
have  mentioned  that  and  a  drama  on  "  the  old  poetic 
legend  of  Der  Arme  Heinrich  "  in  the  same  sentence  as 
possible  themes,  a  couple  of  years  before  the  conception 
of  ChriMtus  came  to  him.  In  the  spring  of  186C  be  was 
contemplating  a  tragedy  which  should  take  in  the  Pun- 
tans  and  the  Quakers,  and  preparing  for  it  by  looking 
over  books  on  the  two  sects,  "  particularly,"  be  says. 
••  Besse's  Sufferings  of  the  Quakers^  —  a  strange  record 
of  violent  persecution  for  merest  trifies."  He  notes  on 
April  2d  of  that  year :  '*  Wrote  a  scene  in  my  new 
drama.  The  Old  Colony ,  Just  to  break  ground,"  and  a 
month  later  :  '*  May  1.  At  home  all  day  pondering  the 
New  England  Tragedy,  and  writing  notes  and  bits  of 
scenes."     He  was  still  experimenting  on  it  in  Julj 
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■nou  tolMw 
Tk€  VvmrUhtp  nf  M4m 


MhI  Ib  JfOVtffBbVTi  but 

B»w  aUrt  vaA  lo  have 
SkmdUk  M  A  drmma. 

On  Um  'It\h  (if  Aufftul.  1HS7.  b«  hMA  flniibad  tb*  am 
nmirh  ilrmfl  of  HVn/ori  r'AruTf  im,  Mil  UtM-  rMUiBMl  hte 
Jfilcj  XfaiiiluA  M  an  iil>L  Fur  a  wbito  Ihla  po^m  as* 
ctodwl  Ihm  tnc«l7.  but  br  took  up  tha  Utt#r  wIimi  th« 
ComrUhtp  «M  rani|4Hf>l  m»1  bcgMi  a    raviaioa.    On 

lilh  of  Aucuat,  I VWt,  hr  boCm  :  **  Tb«  moffwlac,  M 
Mt«o  «Uh  Ihr  writiac  of  Mtvra.    I  am 

'  folnff  Co  try  •  aoMa  la  H'nioek  rkriMHaon.  I  wriU 
MOonUof  It  •ewmm  aaronil  of  art  flrat.  JuaC  wm  1  ttalah 
Ito  b^lU  rue  BOOH.  Tbrra  u  a  JiaUaC  boomlaff  of  cfto- 
■oa.   F.  coB^a  In  and  Mja,  '  Tb*  Qu^Mi'a  aMiaaiflO  haa 

ftrriv«4  by  lhi»  AlUntlr  rabl* iw^wmbn  13.   I 

at  w<ifk  oo  HVa/iK-ik  CAruruoit,  moaUloK 
a." 
II  waa  IM  jrfl«ra  aftm  thU  tb«l  Tke  .V#v  ^n^tiwl 
TVgfiirf— 1  •ni#r|M  from  tha  print ine-oflkr.  Tra  ropiM 
at  trat  m^t*  prtntM  tu  fuuu  •c^UmI  arrldant  Ia  tb« 
— ninrnpt  r^py.  aa  I  he  authnr  waa  about  bwvint  bona 
for  A  €unaii|«>ral)l«  at^mr^  in  Eurup*.  In  Ortfibrr 
if  lb*  «UB*  v»r,  tMW.  lb*  biMik  waa  publiabwl  atnul- 
taaaoaalv  in  lk««t««  and  Lnoilan.  It  would  aiiani  aa  if 
tbla  wbaip  iliTiaiim  of  thr  Triliif y  muaad  tba  poat  fiwal 
doubt,  and  that  ba  b^ld  bm-k  froa  Dubllration  oat  of 
dbCniat  of  hia  work.  Ha  maki»a  but  iittlr  raforanra  lo 
It  In  bla  dinry.  racordinf  n«ira  tbat  h#  rwnd  a  portkm  to 
Mr.  FWlila.  who  rar#tT«d  it  nlbvr  fuldly.  In  thla  maa 
Mitra  rmpliatirally  tban  in  Iba  raaa  nf  TV  ffolJ^n 
i^ff*n>t,  Ihii  relation  of  Iba  pnrt  to  lb#  wbola  waa 
In  Iba  pooC'a  »ukL    ll  aaj  bo  tbat  ba  tn- 


tandad  aA  aral  to 

bafora  pubUabln*  llM  tktvtf,  tat 


placain  alarvar  plan. 

dtfs  had  no  aorb  Inlrt 

Legend,  uaA  In 

tbur'a  alienor  divlffn 

compnmti^a  indlSoi 

MM  ft  van  to  Iba  fomMT  of  Iba  two 

piiMiabad,  ••  Jt 

Ahbooffb  Mr. 

tbaaoooa  to  ba  laU 

by  wblcb  ba  bopad  t«  hn  ahia  lo 

of  rAa  .Vrv  JTaffaMf  Tim§tdm» 

flilint  eloaa  lo  tha 

aodtt  lamoal  prob 

fardad  Iba  Tragmiw*  aa 

tba  Trlloiy.  and 

rraaMil  dcaira  lo  roMplHo  Ma  taak  bf 

of  tba  en«  and  moat  diflrall  ■■»»■ 

part  of  iKTfi  ba  bagan  U  anha  aavya 

January,  Kl.  ba  wrHan  In  Ma  ~ 

Tke  /MHntf  Tragtdf  hM 

All  day  pnodannc  upon  and 

The  tHrm0  Tragflf  waa  pni 
Kl.  and  In  Iba  autumn  af  llC:  Ti 
rioplala  work.     It  la  an 
plara  wblrb  Iba  work  baM  In 
BOW  Ineorporata  In  It  tr 
which,  wbnk  ba  wro«#,  ba  waa 
aciiiali<m  t<>  a  monk  of  tha 
tba  poat  now  alood 


I  Angel  of  Light, 

Ha  AKitBL  Uarimg  the  Pkophkt  IlABAKKric     ^  Cannot  gainsar  tbM, 
thnmyk  tke  uir.  I  can  but  obrj  tbce  t 


riuti'iirr. 

Why  (liMt  thou  bear  nip  aloft, 

()  Angfl  of  (tocl,  on  thy  piniuiur 

OVr  realms  and  (loininiuna  ? 

Softlr  I  Hoat  ai  a  cloud 

In  air,  for  thv  right  hand  uplioldi  mc, 

Tbr  ganurut  rufuldfl  uii* ! 

lio !  ax  I  imniuMl  on  niv  war 
In  thr  harvfAl-fii'ld  I  Whrld  tbre. 
When  no  man  r(ini|M'Ilrd  th<*«*, 
Brnritig  Hitli  thiiic  «twii  hamU 
Thim  ImkA  til  the  f»nii!ihing  rea|ion, 
A  tliM  k  viitliiiut  kt'r|i«T9  ! 

llii'  fr:ii;r:iiit  «}ii-ii\f%  itf  thf  wlu-at 

Miwli-  lii«*  iiir  .4Ui\i    tliffii  iiHi'i-l  : 

NhimI*  r  :iliil  li.'iM'  ■li\iiir 

W.i«  t)i*'  ">•  <  lit  (if  ;!•••  ^r:it(«'ri-(i  ^min. 

That  till'  ri-:i|N-r'!k  li.iiiti  Irt  l.tll 

Tn  !"•  ;:  i'l.'  r«  •!  ;i;j:iin 

Itr  thf  li.iiiil  of  thi-  L:lcanrr  ! 

Swi*«-t*  •!.  •)i%ii-f»t  III  .lU, 

Wiiji  ill*-  huiiiM*'  i!f«  il  iif  fltiiif*, 

An4  thi-  ni«-«'kliraji  ••!  lli%   •icliir«ilM>r  * 


AyOBI. 

Reaotiful  waa  it  in  the  Lord*! 

To  behold  his  IVopbrI 

Feeding  thoAe  tbat  toil. 

The  tillem  of  the  soil. 

But  whr  should  the  reapert  cat  W  it 

And  not  the  Prophet  of  Zioa 

In  the  den  of  the  liuo  ? 

Tlie  Tniphet  should  feed  the 

The  re  f ore  I  thee  have  Bi>lifted« 

Ami  lienr  thee  akift  br  the  hair 

Of  thy  htad.  like  a  eload  that  is 

Through  tlie  vast  unknoaa  of  iktafl 


! 


Five  dayn  hath  tlie  Prophet 
In  liab\h»n,  in  the  den 
Of  the  Iii»n«.  death^ef\iBg, 
Ih*f\ini:  hiingvr  ami  thint ; 
liiit  iht'  Miir*t 
N  the  \\u*  Lt-ry  of  men  ! 
.Vlax  t  liiiw  full  «if  frar 
U  tlie  fate  of  Prophet  and 
Forevrniiorr,  forvvermore. 
If  •hall  In*  a*  it  hath  been 
Till*  .i<^f  III  lahu-h  tbej  lira 
Will  lint  ttirgive 


«f 
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or  of  the  everlastin|f  li^lit, 

s  their  foreheads  bright, 

blime 

ig  of  their  time  I 


PROPHBT. 

,  for  thou  knowest, 
and  by  what  grace, 
io  am  least  and  lowest, 
n  to  this  place, 
Ited  part? 

ANOEL. 

on  art 

fler  ;  and  from  thy  youth 
e  and  patient  life 
a  strife 

for  the  Truth ; 
10U  paused  nor  halted, 
I  thy  pride 
•m  the  poor  aside, 
eed  and  word  and  pen 
d  thy  fellow-men ; 
irt  thou  exalted ! 

PROPHBT. 

rrow*s  light 

.  onward  through  the  night, 

J  clear 

ly  glittering  spear  I 

our  journey  end  ? 

AKOBL. 

ded! 

gleam 

lirates*  stream. 

!end 

ty  splendid, 

ity  of  Gold  I 

PROPHET. 

tars  had  fallen  from  their  places 
-niament  below, 

s,  the  gardens,  and  the  vacant 
;es 
are  all  aglow  ; 

w  near, 

d  is  it  I  hear 

through  the  dark  ? 

ANGEL. 

tuous  noise  of  the  nations, 
cings  and  lamentations. 


The  pleadings  of  their  prayer, 
The  groans  of  their  despair, 
The  cry  of  their  imprecations. 
Their  wrath,  their  love,  their  hate  I 


PBOPHET. 

Surely  the  world  doth  wait 
The  coming  of  its  Redeemer  I 

ANOEL. 

Awake  from  thy  sleep,  O  dreamer  I 
The  hour  is  near,  though  late  ; 
Awake  I  write  the  vision  sublime, 
The  vision,  that  is  for  a  time. 
Though  it  tarry,  wait ;  it  is  nigh  ; 
In  the  end  it  will  speak  and  not  lie. 


PART  ONE 


THE  DIVINE  TRAGEDY 


THE   FIRST   PASSOVER 


VOX   CLAMANTIS 
JOHK  THE  BAPTIST. 

Repent  I  repent  I  repent  t 

For  the  kingdom  of  (rod  is  at  hand, 

And  all  the  land 

Full  of  the  knowledge  of  the  Lord  shall  be 

As  the  waters  cover  the  sea, 

And  encircle  the  continent  I 

Repent  I  repent  I  repent  1 

For  lo,  the  hour  appointed. 

The  hour  so  long  foretold 

By  the  Prophets  of  old. 

Of  the  coming  of  the  Anointed, 

The  Messiah,  the  Paraclete, 

The  Desire  of  the  Nations,  is  nigh  ! 

He  shall  not  strive  nor  cry. 

Nor  his  voice  be  heard  in  the  street ; 

Nor  the  bruised  reed  shall  He  break, 

Nor  quench  the  smoking  flax  ; 

And  many  of  them  that  sleep 

In  the  dust  of  earth  shall  awake, 

On  that  great  and  terrible  day. 

And  the  wicked  shall  wail  and  weep. 

And  be  blown  like  a  smoke  away, 

And  be  melted  away  like  wax. 

Repent  1  repent  I  repent  I 
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CHRISTUS:    A  MYSTERY 


(>  l*rieftt,  uutl  I'luuiurt*, 
Whu  katb  warucd  yuu  tu  liee 
Fruiii  tbe  wrutli  tliMt  U  tu  be  7 
Frulu  tbe  cutiiiii^  aii^uiab  mid  ire  ? 
Tbe  aic  is  laiil  at  tbe  mot 
0(  tbe  trtt'H,  and  every  trt*c 
lliikt  briiip'tb  nut  furtb  |;uud  fruit 
1j»  bvwn  down  and  V4iat  into  tbe  lirv  ! 

Ye  Serilien.  wbv  come  ve  bitber? 

In  tbe  buur  tbat  ist  uiicertuiu, 

111  tbe  dny  of  un^ui»b  and  truuble, 

He  tbat  htretebetb  tbe  beavenfta»  a  curtain 

And  Hjireudetb  tbein  out  as  a  tent, 

8liall  htuw  n|iuii  you,  and  ye  bball  wither. 

Ami  tbe  whirlwind  ikball  take  }uu  away  a» 

stubble  ! 
Kepent  !  ri-|M*nt  I  rt*|ient  I 

rniKKT. 

Who  art  thou,  (>  nu&n  of  |>n&yer  I 
In  raiment  of  eaiiiern  hair, 
Ik'^irt  with  leathern  thonf^. 
That  here  in  tbe  wilderness, 
With  a  (TV  tm  of  onf  in  distress, 
I'rearbest  unto  this  thrung? 
Art  th«iu  tiie  Cbri'^t  V 

JOHN. 

Priest  I  if  •lerusaleni. 

In  niefknefiii  aiHl  IminblciH'M, 

I  deny  nut,  I  4*tiiifi'*><i 

I  am  nut  the  C*hri.«t ! 

i>Kirj<T. 

Wliat  nhall  we  iiny  unto  them 
'Ilia I  M'lit  txa  ht-re  ?     I U* veal 
'Iliy  name,  and  naught  conceal  I 
Art  thuu  KliaA  ? 

j*>nN. 

No! 

|-i:ii  «T. 

Art  tliixi  tliat  i'mpbrt.  tlien, 
4  II   \jknu  iitatiiiii  :ih(l  win  , 
Wbii.  .44  a  o^ii.Uil  and  Mj^n 
I  If  iiii|M-ttMit.;:  \«r.itb  dn  me 

I    |»iill   IIIiIn-1-.ii  11.^   Ilirll, 
Sliatti-ltil   !)it'   \*-«*fl  ff  i-l;iv 

in  ii««   V.ttii  \  ui  >l.iii^bti-r  ? 


-■•'M.S. 


1  aiii  not  Ur  ibtiu  uamest ! 


Nay. 


Who  art  thou,  and  what  is  tla 
That  beru  thou  jnuclaiuicrt  T 


JOBJI. 


I  am  the  voice  of  one 
I  Vying  in  the  wihle 
I'reftare  ye  the  way  of  the 
Make  his  paths  slnught 
in  the  land  that  is  desolate  I 


I 


If  thou  be  not  the  Christ, 
Nor  yet  Klias,  nor  he 
TlMt,  in  si|ni  of  the  thinn  to  h^ 
Shattered  tbe  %-essel  of  claj 
In  tlie  Valley  of  Slaughter, 
Then  di*clar«'  unt«>  us,  and  s^ 
Ry  wliat  authority  now 
Baptixest  thou  ? 

JOHK. 

I  indeed  Imptize  you  with  waltf 
I'litu  r«'|N*ntance  ;  but  He, 
'Iliat  ntnietb  after  me. 
Is  mightier  tluui  1  and  hifhcff^ 
'llie  latcbet  of  whuee  shoes 
I  am  nut  worthy  to  unloose  ; 
lie  Hliall  Imptize  tou  with  fii% 
And  with  tlie  IIo\v  (;haet ! 
WliuM*  fun  i>  in  hiis  hand  ; 
lie  will  purge  to  the  nttcnnoil 
II in  tliMir,  ami  gamer  his  whnlU 
Hut  will  bum  the  ehalT  in  the 
And  tire  of  unt|iieDehable  hint  I 
Ke|M*nt  t  repent  t  repent  t 


11 


UOL'NT  QL'AKANTAXU 


Lcri 


I 


Nut   in   the    Itgbtniugs 

tbuiidi-r. 
Not  ill  tbr  triiipeiit,  BOT  tlw  clOB^f 

Will  I  ;krnir  my  fonn  : 

Hut  ]i:irt  iu%t.'«d»lr  the«r  1 
And  n<i>\r  and  munuurt  as  the 
b*'(ftT>^ 

•Vnd  w  bispers  in  tbe  leniifc 


Mb* 


d 
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or  and  a  desolation, 

itural  shape,  inspiring  fear 

ad,  will  I  appear  ; 

Dues  of  sweetness  and  persua- 

f  the  fall  of  mountain  streams, 
s  heard  in  dreams. 

ire  in  silence,  worn  and  wasted 
,  and  uplifts  his  hollow  eyes 
npitying  skies  ; 
s  and  nights  he  hath  not  tasted 
'ink,  his  parted  lips  are  pale, 
is  strength  must  laiL 

ost  thou  in  penitential  fasting 

consume   the    beauty    of    thy 
9 

• 

ou  be  in  truth 

he  Unnamed,  the  Everlasting, 

ese  stones  beneath  thy  feet  to 

into  bread  for  thee  I 

CHRISTUS. 

:  Mkn  shall  not  live  by  bread 

word  that  from  God's  mouth 
deth! 

II 

LUCIFER. 

IS  !  too  weak  is  the  temptation 

e  soul  to  nobler  things  aspires 

isual  desires  ! 

by  some  sudden  aberration, 

ude  to  suicidal  death 

•ist  of  Nazareth ! 

.'  Temple  on  Moriah, 
lendcnt  domes,  and  manifold 
innacles  of  gold, 
iwait  thy  coming,  O  Messiah  ! 
rought  thee  !     Let  thy  glory 

fest  and  clear. 

If  by  royal  act  and  gesture 
ith  the  brijjht  triumphant  host 
e  hij^lierniost 

iiul  alxiut  theo  as  a  vesture 
clouds,  and  all  thy  splendors 

!  world  below  1 


Cast  thyself  down,  it  is  the  hoar  appointed : 
And  God  hath  given  his  angels  charge  ana 


care 


To  keep  thee  and  upbear 
Upon  their  hands  hia  only  Son,  the  Anointed, 
Lest  he  should  dash  his  foot  against  a  stone 

And  die,  and  be  unknown. 


CHBISTUS. 


T  is  written  :  Thou  shalt  not  tempt  the 
Lord  thy  God  I 

lU 
LUCIFER.  _ 

I  cannot  thus  delude  him  to  perdition ! 
But  one  temptation  still  remains  untried. 

The  trial  of  his  pride. 
The  thirst  of  power,  the  fever  of  ambition  I 
Surely  by  these  a  humble  peasant's  son 

At  last  may  be  undone  I 

Above  the  yawning  chasms  and  deepabysses^ 
Across  the  headlong  torrents,  I  have  brought 

Thy  footsteps,  swift  as  thought ; 
And  from  the  highest  of  these  precipices, 
The  Kingdoms  of  the  world  thine  eyes  be* 
hold. 

Like  a  great  map  unrolled. 

t 
From  far-off  Lebanon,  with  cedars  erestedy 
To  where  the  waters  of  the  Asphalt  Lake 

On  its  white  pebbles  break. 
And  the  vast  desert,  silent,  sand-invested, 
These  kingdoms  all  are  mine,  and  thine 
shaU  be. 
If  thou  wilt  worship  me  I 

CHRISTUS. 

G«t  thee  behind  me,  Satan  I  thou  shalt  wor- 
ship 

The  Lord  thy  (xod ;  Him  only  shalt  thoa 
serve  I 

ANOELS  MIlflSTRAirr. 

The  sun  goes  down  ;  the  evening  shadows 

lengthen. 
The  fever  and  the  struggle  of  the  day 

Abate  and  pass  away  ; 
Thine    Angels    Ministrant,    we    come    to 

strengthen 
And  comfort  thee,  and  crown  thee  with  the 
palm, 
The  silence  and  the  caJm. 
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HI 


TIIK   MAKKIAtiK   IN   CANA 

TIIK    MI'Mi  lANH. 

Riae  up,  my  luvt*.  my  fuir  (»itc, 
RiM»  up.  ttiid  otmif  away, 
Kur  111 !  till*  wintiT  it  iM^t, 
Th(*  mill  is  (ivrr  unci  f;i»iif, 
Tbt*  Miiwm  »p|N*ar  «iii  tlir  earth, 
Tbt*  timt*  tif  till*  Hiii^iii^  of  hirtl.t  Li  come. 
Ami  thf  voiiM>  tif  till*  turtle  iji  hvanl  in 
our  lami. 

TIIK   I«H11>Ki:K(MIM. 

Sweetly   the    minsitrvU  aiii};   the   Song  uf 

Son^  ! 
My  heart  niiiH  f(»rwanl  with  it,  ami  I  aay  : 
Oh  M't  me  AM  a  Heal  u|Min  tliiiie  heart, 
And  net  me  u.i  a  iH*al  ii|Min  thine  unii  ; 
For   love  ift  Atmnf;   ns  life,  ami  struii);  a!» 

cleat  li. 
Ami  eniel  as  the  j^rave  in  jealousy  ! 

TIIK    Mr<«ii-|A>H. 

I  ftleep,  hut  my  ln^art  siMaketh  ; 

T  1%  the  v«ii«'e  ttf  my  lN'li>ve«| 

\Vh(»  kniM'kf'th.  «>a\ini;  :  ()|M*ii  to  me, 

Mv  Ht^ter,  my  lii\f,  my  duve, 

Knr  mv  he:i«l  i<*  tilli-«l  ^%l*.h  (li-«r,     • 

My  lM'k»  with  the  dnipi  uf  the  night  I 

TtIF    HHIIiF. 

Ah  ye4,  I  nIiN'p,  ami  y«'t  my  heart  awaketh. 
It  in  the  voire  uf  mv  lN*Io\ri|  whu  kuockfl. 

Till'.    tiHlPI'i.lKMiM. 

O  kirniitifiil  an  Ki>U*«mm  at  the  fuinitain. 
O  iN'aiilifiil  At  iCiith  among  the  ^liraveA  I 
O  fain-«t  aiimnt;  wrniiieii  f  O  iinili'IihMl  ! 
Thou  art   all  f.iir.  m\  lo\e,  then* '.h  uu  s|Hit 
ill  ihi-i  ' 

nil    ^1  «iriAN«. 

My  lw|ii\i-il  i«  viliit*-  .iiiil  riiildy, 
'Di**  tir.i  ft -it  .iiiiiifi;;  t«  II  t)iiiiiikanil  : 
lli^  IiN  k*  art-  M.M'k  a*  a  ri\en. 
Ili«  r\f^  :iri-  tfn'  v\fs  nt  ilnXi--. 
nf  t)ii%»-«  \.\  t)  w  r  .viT«  I'f  w.ili  . 
Ill*  li|i«  art'  W»'  iiiitii  lil:i-«, 
Wropptnj;  ^wt-ft-Miifliiit^  iii\*ili. 

Al;i  II I  Till'  I  IM  «. 

Whil    i«    tliat   %iMi:l«   M.ih   thf   tl.irk  aziin* 


And  kuiir,  in  color  like  unto  tW 
'  Parted  upon  hin  forehead,  aad 
Falling  iu  flowing  loclu  ? 


rAKAsmtrat'ii. 

TheK 

Who  preaoheth  to  the  poor  ia    Md 

villain* 
The  coining  of  irod*i  KingdcMn 


Alt!  Hrriurusvrft. 

How 
His  aspect  M  f  manly  yet  woombIj. 

rAHAscmrHrm. 

Most  bt'antiful  among  thr  micis  of  ai 
Oft  known  to  weep,  but  never 

latigli. 

AKCRrnutxiiirs. 

And  trll  me.  nhe  with  ejen  of  olitv  li 
And  skin  as  fair  as  wheat, 

hair. 
The  woman  at  his  side  ? 


rABASTTuriir*. 
Hia 


UMi 


kk 


AMiHtrairLurt**. 

And  the  tall  tiguiv  standing  elote 

them, 
CUul  all  in  white,  with  face  aad 

ashes. 
As  if  he  were  Klias,  the  White  Wi 
Come  fmm   bin  cave  on  Cannel  !•  IM 

t.-ll 
,  The  end  of  all  thing*  ? 


The  Ess^nian.  be 
Near  tlu*  l>cad  S 


That 
who  dwells 


AM 
He 

lie  shimld  one  dav  I 


rbt«  forrtoU  la  Bm 
King? 


taba: 


Ike 


AiiiMfTRiruyxik 


Ihi'.h  h^  come  here   to 

pn'MTUCO 


I 
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Our  marriage  feast,  belong^g  to  a  sect 
Haters  of  women,  and  that  taste  not  wine  ? 

THE    HUBICIAlfS. 

Mj  nndefiled  is  but  one, 

The  only  one  of  her  mother, 

The  choice  of  her  that  bare  her  ; 

The  daughters  saw  her  and  blessed  her  ; 

The  queens  and  the  concubines  praised 

her  ; 
Sayine,  Lo  !  who  is  this 
That  looketh  forth  as  the  morning  ? 

MANAHEM,  aside. 

The  Ruler  of  the  Feast  is  gazing  at  me, 
As  if  he  asked,  why  is  that  old  man  here 
Among    the    revellers  ?     And    thou,    the 

Anointed  I 
Wlij  art  thou  here  ?     I  see  as  in  a  vision 
A  figure  clothed  in  purple,  crowned  with 

thorns  ; 
I  see  a  cross  uplifted  in  the  darkness. 
And  hear  a  cry  of  agony,  that  shall  echo 
Forever  and  forever  through  the  world  1 

ABCHITRICIJNUS. 

Give  us  more  wine.    These  goblets  are  all 
empty. 

MART  to  CHRISTUS. 

They  have  no  wine  t 

CHRISTUS. 

O  woman,  what  have  I 
To  do  with  thee  ?    Mine  hour  is  not  yet 
come. 

MART  to  the  servants, 
IVhatever  he  shall  say  to  you,  that  do. 

CHRISTUS. 

Fill  up  these  pots  with  water. 

THE  MUSICIANS. 

Come,  my  beloved, 

Let  US  go  forth  into  the  field. 

Let  us  lodg^  in  the  villages  ; 

Let  us  get  up  early  to  the  vineyards. 

Let  us  see  if  the  vine  flourish, 

Whether  the  tender  grape  appear. 

And  the  pomegranates  bud  forth. 

CHRISTUS. 

Draw  out  now 
AJid  bear  onto  the  Ruler  of  the  Feast. 


MANAHEM,  aside, 

O  thou,  brought  up  among  the  Essenians, 
Nurtured  in  abstinence,  taste  not  the  wine  1 
It  is  the  poison  of  dragons  from  the  vine- 
yards 
Of  Sodom,  and  the  taste  of  death  is  in  it ! 

ABGHITRICLINUS  tO  the  BRIDEGROOM. 

All  men  set  forth  good  wine  at  the  be- 
ginning, 

And  when  men  have  well  drunk,  that  which 
is  worse ; 

But  thou  hast  kept  the  g^ood  wine  until 
now. 

MAMAHEM,  CUtde, 

The  things  that  have  been  and  shall  be  no 

more, 
The  things  that  are,  and    that   hereafter 

shall  be. 
The  things  that  might  have  been,  and  yet 

were  not, 
The  fading  twilight  of  great  joys  departed, 
The  daybreak  of  great  truths  as  yet  un- 

risen. 
The  intuition  and  the  expectation 
Of  something,  which,  when  come,  is  not  the 

same, 
But  only  like  its  forecast  in  men's  dreams, 
The  longing,  the  delay,  and  the  delight, 
Sweeter  for  the  delay  ;  youth,  hope,  love, 

death, 
And  disappointment  which  is  also  death, 
All  these  make  up  the  sum  of  human  life ; 
A  dream  within  a  dream,  a  wind  at  night 
Howling  across  the  desert  in  despair. 
Seeking  for  something  lost  it  cannot  find. 
Fate  or  foreseeing,  or  whatever  name 
Men  call  it,  matters  not ;  what  is  to  be 
Hath    been    fore-written   in    the   thought 

divine 
From     the    beginning.      None    can    hide 

from  it. 
But  it  will  find  him  out  ;  nor  run  from  it. 
But  it  o'ertaketh  him  I    The   Lord   hath 

said  it. 

THE  BRIDEGROOM  tO  the  BRIDE,  Oft   the  bolcony. 

When    Abraham    went    with    Sarah    into 

Egypt, 

The    land    was    all    illumined    with    her 

beauty  ; 
But  thou  dost  make  the  very  night  itself 
Brighter  than  day  I     Behold,  in  glad  pro- 
cession. 
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Crowding  tbc*  threshuM  uf  the  sky  aboTe  lu, 
The  stani  ouiur  forth  to   meet  the«  with 

thrir  laiiipn  ; 
And   the  Moft  wiiidfl,  the  anibassadorB  of 

tiowrra, 
From  Drigfa boring  ganlriia  and  from  fields 

uniieen. 
Come    lailen    with   odor*    unto   thee,    mj 

Queen ! 

THF.    Mr«tI(-IANH. 

Awake,  O  north-wind, 

And  come,  thou  wind  of  the  South. 

Blow,  blow  ii|Min  my  g-.inli*n, 

Tluit  the  spiffs  thereof  may  flow  out. 


IV 
IN   THK  CnKXFIELDS 

I'HIUI-. 

Onward  through  Ifagues  of  snn-illnminetl 

ftirn. 
As  if    tbrtiiigh  p:irtfd    seas,  the  |Nithway 

riiii4. 
And  fniwiii'il  with  «un<binc  as  the  Princv 

uf  iN'.irr 
Walks  thi*  U'liivi'd  M;u»tiT,  leading  us. 
As  MiiM'H  Ifil  iiiir  f-itbt-rs  in  cild  tiuifs 
Out  (»f  tb«*   land  of   Unidagi*  !     We   hare 

fiMiiiil 
Him  of    w  hi  tin    MiiM*!i   and    the    iVophets 

wntte, 
Jesus  uf  Na/ari'tb,  tbi*  S<in  (»f  iIoM^ph. 

Can  any  pmmI  f«iinf  itnt  uf  Naxareth  ? 
Can  this  In*  the  Me^wHiab  ? 


How  wonderful  it  ia  to  walk 
With  the  (^oud  Master! 
He  wrought  at  Cana,at  the 
His  fame  hath  gone  almMMl 

land, 
And  when  we  come  to  N 


tW 


i-Hii  ir. 


(*onie  and  see. 


>AIII«N  ill.. 

Tlie  xuiiinirr  «iiii  ^rnvm  hot  :  I  am  anhun- 

U  'W  I  !ii-«  I  \\   !li«*  ^.i)itiitli-)iri*:ikifig  iiiiail 
I'.jw*  :ii  tlf  •    -r'l,    .iiitl  I'iiU  iiH  to  111*  rra«l 
«M    Wl.f  »i    ^K.  i\.*'      Il.iiir    tlif    iHTinlrd. 

r-i-*  :.  I.  ;  »  ir-. 
TiK*  Ml  tin-  f-'Mi-^  ti  iM|iI«'  of  iln*  air  ; 

.\«    if   •    .■■    ti!i*«  .  t,     !     il.i    --f    ^    illii-    i|.'^'||>|Vi«-'>t 

Waiiii    tb- Ml    I »  tori'    Mi'iiiit    I'.iUir    a^    an 

.ill.ir  • 
It  wrri'  lit!  Ii.knij.  if  Ml-  ••htfiitil  plutk  and  eat. 


How  his    own    people   will 

Prophet, 
And  hail  him  as  MeMiab  I 
And  looka  at  thee. 


In 
aUi 


tiMlh 
Ik 

I,  he  m 


In 


CHKIirmb 

Behold 
rliom  there  b  no  guile. 

VATRAXABU 

Wbeuce 


Ikfore  that  rhilip  cadled 

wast 
Under  the  fig-tree,  I  beheld  then. 


MATBAKASU 


Tliiiu  art  tlie  Son  of  God«  thon  art  Ch»  £■ 
Of  Israel  { 

c-HBinriL 
RecauM^  I  said  I  M«  thie 
Cnder  the  fi;;-tree,  lirforr  l*hiUp eallfd  iki 
iWlievfHt   tbuu  ?     Thou  shall  Me  grMft 

tilings. 
Hereafter  tbuu  shalt  tec  the 
rltMf*il, 

The  an^i^U  of  God  aseendiny 

iiig 
Upon  the  Son  of  Man  t 

rHAUSKca.  paMmm$m 

HaiUBAhUI 


f-HHlSTl'iL 


Hft 


rRABISKIISL 

lU<hobi  bow  thy  diiM*tplrsdo  a 

Wliii'b  1%  iiiif  hiwfiil  till  the  S 
Ami  thou  fur  I  widest  them  not  f 


«-Haim~SL 


Wliat  l>aTid  did  when  he 


Have  yw  net  ve 
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bey  that  were  with  him  ?  How 
entered 

louse  of  God,  and  ate  the  shew- 
ad, 

IS  not  lawful,  saving  for  the 
ssts? 

ot  read,  how  on  the  Sabbath-days 
ts  profane  the  Sabbath  in  the 
nple, 

re  blameless  ?  But  I  say  to  you, 
his  place  is  greater  than  the 
uple  I 

ye   known   the   meaning  of  the 
tls, 

!  mercy  and  not  sacrifice, 
?ss  ye  would  not  condemn.     The 
bath 

for  man,  and  not  man  for  the 
bath. 

^asses  on  with  the  disciples, 

PHARISEES. 

is  !  some  poor  demoniac 

r  about  the  fields,  and  uttering 

lligible  blasphemies 

3  common  people,  who  receive 

Mcs  the  words  they  comprehend 

! 

)lk  !     The  incomprehensible 

tes  their  wonder.     There  is  none 

•y,  or  so  void  of  sense, 

1  find  a  crowd  to  follow  him  f 


NAZARETH 

»TUS,  reading  in  the  Synagogue, 
of  the  Lord  God  is  upon  me. 
ointed  me  to  preach  good  tidings 
oor  ;  to  heal  the  broken-hearted  ; 
b  tliose  that  mourn,  and  to  throw 
1 

doors  of  captives,  and  proclaim 
\cceptable  of  the  Lord,  our  God  I 
loses  the  book  and  sits  down. 

A  PHARISEE. 

is  youth  ?     He  hath   taken  the 
ehcr*s  seat  ! 
truct  the  Elders  ? 

A  PRIEST. 

Fifty  years 
;n  Priest  here  in  the  Synagogue, 


And  never  have  I  seen  so  young  a  man 
Sit  in  the  Teacher's  seat  I 

CHBI8TUB. 

fiehold,  to-daj 
This  soriptore  b  fulfilled.  One  is  appointed 
And  hath  been  sent  to  them  that  mourn  in 

Zion, 
To  give  them  beauty  for  ashes,  and  the  oil 
Of  joy  for  mourning  I    They  shall  build 

again 
The  old  waste-places  ;  and  again  raise  up 
The  former  desolations,  and  repair 
The  cities  that  are  wasted!    As  a  bride- 

CToom 
Deoketh  himself  with  ornaments  ;  as  a  bride 
Adometh  herself  with  jewels,  so  the  Lord 
Hath  clothed  me  with  the  robe  of  righteous- 
ness I 

A  PRIEST. 

He  speaks  the  Prophet's  words  ;  but  with 

an  air 
As  if  himself  had  been  foreshadowed  in 

them  I 

CHRI8TU8. 

For  Zion's  sake  I  will  not  hold  my  peace, 
And  for  Jerusalem's  sake  I  will  not  rest 
Until  its  righteousness  be  as  a  brightness, 
And  its  salvation  as  a  lamp  that  bumeth  ! 
Thou  shalt  be  called  no  longer  the  For- 
saken, 
Nor  any  inore  thy  land  the  Desolate. 
The   Lord  hath  sworn,  by  his  right  hand 

hath  sworn. 
And  by  his  arm  of  strength  :  I  will  no  more 
Give  to  thine  enemies  thy  corn  as  meat ; 
The  sons  of  strangers  shall  not  drink  thj 

wine. 
Go  through,  go  through  the  gates !    Pre- 
pare a  way 
Unto  the  people  t   Gather  out  the  stones  I 
Lift  up  a  standard  for  the  people  I 


A  PBIE8T. 

These  are  seditious  words  I 

CHRISTUS. 


Ah! 


And  they  shall  call  them 
The  holy  people  ;  the  redeemed  of  God  I 
And  thou,  Jerusalem,  shalt  be  called  Sought 

out, 
A  city  not  forsaken  I 
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A  i*iiAKii«i:r.. 

la  nut  thU 
The   rar|M*ntor  JcMeph'A   mm't     la  not  hii 

iiiiithrr 
Called  Mary  ?    aimI    his  brethren  ami   hU 

swU'ni 
Are  they    ntit   with   us?     Doth   he  niake  i 

liiniiM'lf 
To  be  a  Pniphet  ? 

f'HRisn  fi. 

Nil  man  is  a  Pniphei 
Id  his  own  country,  ami  aniuii|;  his  kin. 
In  his  own  houM'  no  I'mphft  is  ac'oeptvd. 
I  say  to  you,  in  the  lantl  i»f  Israel 
Wen*  many  widows  in  Klijah's  day, 
Whon  for  thri>«*  vcan  and  more  the  heavens 

wtTe  hhut. 
Ami  a   f;n*at  famine  was   tlirotighout    the 

Luul  ; 
Rut  until  no  one  was  Klijah  S"nt 
Ssive  to  Sarepta,  to  a  fity  of  Sidon, 
And  to  a  woman  there  that  was  a  widow. 
And  many  lf|i«'p«  wt-re  thi-n*  in  tlie  land 
Of  Ijinirl.  ni  thr  tiinr  of  KliscMis 
Tlie  rniplii't,  ami   yi-t  none  of   them  was 

eii'an'«*-d. 
Save  NaJimari  tlie  Svri.m  ! 

« 

A  riii>*»r. 

Say  no  more ! 
Tliou  eomr«t  hrrt"  iiit^i  our  S\ii;»i;oj»ue 
And  s|H*aki'!«t  to  tin*  rhiiT^and  the  I'rie<'tH, 
A«  if  th«*  v«T\  mantlf  of  Klijah 
Had    falh'n    ii{H»n    thee  !      Art    thou    not 
a«hamfd  '.* 

A    l'IMIll»IK. 

We  want  im  l'ri>phitH  luTt* !     1^'t  him  lie 

dri\i  II 
Frt>m  Sviii^o-^iir  anil  r\l}  !     I^'t  him  p» 
And  pn»plM-«\  t<i  ilif  N;iniaritan.*» ! 

«s     >  I  l>l  II. 

TIj"  wrii  .    •  J  i:.^'i  ■!.     W'f  Klili  rs  an*  an 

li  .*!.  :.  :  ' 
\Vr  nri-  :■   !  \'    '■  ri|i\H.  tli.i!  ha\i'  n«»  |'.irt 
Or    pt.rvi'  .    ;  I    !  — l.i\  !       l>rv   l.M\i*    tha" 

r  !<•  .  . 
Th.it    II.  t'»-  -    .k  \.'.:U-    «i>iiiii|.  :iih1    :!)i-a    ari- 

.1.1  •  ' 

t  I  II  \  i.i-i  I 

A  ■•■»rj""i*i  r'>-   it  r  r»  ;.?..  •   '   .1  i-. •■■■}.  inlr. 
Wlii'io   Ml-   ii.i\ II  at  uiirk  h«'ri*  in  thr 

tuMU 


Day  af  u*r  day  ;  a  athidiBf 

ing. 

Shall  be  pretend  to  nnfold  the  Wovi  ef  Gii 
To  men  grown  old  in  elndy  of  iW  l^vf 

rsulAnHfeiC 


VI 

THE  SEA   OF  GAULEE 
pRTEE  and  Anduw  a^mdimg  iAmt 


Never  was  such  a  manreUoaa  dfna|bi  si 

fishes 
Heard  of  in  Galilee  !    The 
lioth  of  liechsaida  and  Caperaaam 
Are  full  of  tbcm  I     Yet  wc  had  %mM  U 

night 
And  taken  nothing,  when  tke 
I^Aunch  out  into  the  deep,  and 

nets  ; 
And  doing  this,  we  caught 
<  >ur  iwta  like  spiders*  wcba 

asunder. 
And  with  the  draught  ««  filled  Ivn 

so  full 
Tluit  they  began  to  sink.    TWa  I 

tlown 
Amazed. ami  said:  OI»rd,depMt 
I  am  a  sinful  man.     And  be 
Simon.   fi*ar   not  ;   beneefortk 

catch  men  ! 
What  waA  the  meaning  of  tbom 

AM>nr.w. 


lint  here  is  I*liilip«  come  from 
He  hath  Im-<mi  with  the  Master. 

Hiilip, 
What  tidings  dost  thou  bring  f 


T«a«w 


rHiur. 

Moat 

.\<  we  ilrew  ni*ar  ti»  Nain,  mt  of  iW  _ 
I  |Min  a  hii*r  wa.-*  earned  tbe  d««d  bodj 
nf  »  \ouni;  Mian,  his  molber'*  ««Uv 
\nil  «hf*  a  Midow.  who  with 
IWwailt'd   h«*r  Iim«,  and  tbe 

Hith  hi-r  ; 
And    hIk-ii    the    Master   saw  her    be 

tilled 
With  |iil\  :  and  hf  «aitl  to  ber  :   Wcim 
And  camr  and  touched  tbe  bier,  MM 

that  Uarv  it 
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Stood  still ;  and  then  he  said  :  Young  man, 

arise  f 
And  he  that  had  been  dead  sat  np,  and 

soon 
Began  to  speak  ;  and  he  delivered  him 
Unto  his  mother.     And  there  came  a  fear 
On  all  the  people,  and  they  glorified 
The   Lord,  and  said,  rejoicing :    A  great 

Prophet 
Is  risen  up  among  us  I  and  the  Lord 
Hath  visited  his  people  I 

PETER. 

A  great  Prophet  ? 
Av,  greater  than  a  Prophet :  greater  even 
Than  John  the  Baptist  I 


PHILIP. 


Rejected  him. 


Yet  the  Nazarenes 


PETBB. 

The  Nazarenes  are  dogs  I 
As  natural   brute  beasts,  they  growl  at 

things 
Tbej  do  not  understand ;  and  they  shall 

perish, 
Utterlv  perish  in  their  own  corruption. 
The  Nazarenes  are  dogs  f 

PHIUP. 

They  drave  him  forth 
Out  of  their  Synagogue,  out  of  their  city. 
And  would  have  cast  him  down  a  precipice. 
But,  passing  through  the  midst  of  them,  he 

vanished 
Out  of  their  hands. 

PETER. 

Wells  are  they  without  water, 
Clouds  carried  with  a  tempest,  unto  whom 
The  mist  of  darkness  is  reserved  forever  ! 

PHIUP. 

Behold  he  cometh.    There  is  one  man  with 

him 
I  am  amazed  to  see  I 

AITDREW.' 

What  man  is  that  ? 

PHIUP. 

Judas  Iscariot ;  he  that  cometh  last, 
Girt    with    a    leathern    apron.      No    one 
knoweth 


His  history  ;  but  the  rumor  of  him  is 
He  had  an  unclean  spirit  in  his  youth. 
It  hath  not  left  him  yet. 

CHRiSTUS,  passing. 

Com^  unto  me, 
All  ye  that  labor  and  are  heavy  laden, 
And  I  will  give  you  rest  f     Come  unto  me, 
And  take  my  yoke  upon  you  and  learn  of  me, 
For  I  am  meek,  and  I  am  lowly  in  heart. 
And  ye  shall  aU  find  rest  unto  your  souls  I 

PHIUP. 

Oh,  there  is  something  in  that  voice  that 

reaches 
The  innermost  recesses  of  my  spirit  I 
I  feel  that  it  might  say  unto  the  blind  : 
Receive  your  sight  I  and  straightway  thej 

would  see  I 
I  feel  that  it  might  sav  unto  the  dead, 
Arise  !  and  they  would  hear  it  and  obey  I 
Behold,  he  beckons  to  us  I 

CHRISTUS,  to  PETER  and  ANDREW. 

Follow  me  I 

PETER. 

Master,  I  will  leave  all  and  follow  thee. 


VII 


THE  DEMONIAC   OF  GADARA 
A  OADAREKE. 

He  hath  escaped,  hath  plucked  his  chains 

asunder, 
And  broken  his  fetters  ;  always  night  and 

day 
Is  In  the  mountains  here,  and  in  the  tombs, 
Crying    aloud,  and  cutting    himself   with 

stones, 
Exceeding  fierce,  so  that  no  man  can  tame 

him ! 

THE  DEMONIAO  from  above^  unseen, 
O  Aschmedai  1    O  Aschmedai,  have  pitj  I 

A  OADAREinS. 

Listen  I   It  is  his  voice  !  Go  warn  the  people 
Just  landing  from  the  lake  I 

THE    DEMOKIAC. 

O  Aschmedai  I 
In  I   of   the  bottomless  pit,  have 
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It  waft  ciuiii};!!  tu  hurl  Kiiif;  Siilmuon, 

On  whom  Ik.'  peace!  twci  huiiflred  league! 

iiw  nv 
Into  the  i-uuntrr,  und  to  make  him  icul- 

lion 
In  the  kitchen  of  the  King  of   Maichke- 

men  ! 
Why  cloot  thou  hurl  me  here  among  theie 

rofks. 
And  cut  me  with  thene  itoues  ? 

A  (IAI>\KKNK. 

He  rave*  and  mutters 
He  kncwi  not  what. 

TUB  DrMOMAC.  api^'tMrina  from  a  tomb  among 

tM    TiMkh. 

Thf*  wild  cock  Tarnegal 
Singeth  !<*  me.  and  bidK  me  to  the  bampiet, 
Wliert*  all   tin*  ilewi  i»hall  come  ;  for  thi'V 
ll.l\r  sLlill        • 

Itehcniivth  thf  ];n'at  f»x,  who  daily  cropp(*fl 
A  tl)iiiiH;iiid  hill.H  f(ir  fiMMl,  and  at  a  drauf^ht 
l>r:ink  \\\*  thr  ri\rr  Junlan,  and  have  hlain 
Tlie    hu^e    lA'VJHthan,    and    ^t  retched    hiit 

skin 
l*|Min  thi>  hi;;h  waIN  of  ilfriisiilem. 
And  matlr  them  bhine  from  one  end  of  the 

wiirli) 
l*nto  till*  itthi'r  :   and  tlie  fowl  liarjuchnc, 
WhoM*   (•iii.<«pn'a«l    wing^    eclipse  the  mm. 

and  makf 

Midnijfht  :it  lUMtn  oVr  ull  th< ntinentif  ! 

Ami  ««■  *>li:ill  tlrink  the  wine  of  PanidtM* 
From  Adani\  rillant. 

(>  thiiii  unclean  Rpirit  ! 

Till    l»»M«>M\i'.   /.Mri'ifn;  i/'iu  ri  fl  sfiin/. 

Tlii*  it  till-  Hi»iiiii-rfiil  liarjiirhm-'s  •'UK* 
Tli;it   fill  «>.it   of    hrr   nrnt,  and  hmke  t(» 

Anil    *»\«i  I  •    :(M.iy     tlin'e    huniln-d    cefl:ir- 

!ri  ■  ., 

Aiiilt^i<< 1   1  ILiL.'!-*  f       iLiMii  Klie7f*r, 

Hiiii  li.     I   lii'i  -t    •111    tlp'n*    in  that  MM|Mirt 

!■•■.*  :i 
Wlifti  tl  >.  I  Ii:iil-«t  r.'irrird    Klfi'    th\   i  liiit  of 

0\i  r  \\\*   -■■\iii  i:\i  r*  fur  h'-r  '.ike  ! 

1    t>>*i   hi\f    sjiiiii  il    Im-xiiimI    titc     ii:iih    of 

|<  ir>li>ii 
Ve  h.iiH  iitiil  riii'-iiil.i.ni,  |>r:i\  for  men'V  on 

III"  \ 


Ye  itnrs  and  pUaeta,  pray  flbr 


uc 


Ye  inn  and  mooiit  oh  pray  for 
me  I 


A   OADA 

There  is  a  man  here  of  Deenpolii» 
Who  hath  an  nnclaaa  spiril ;  so 
Can  pass  this  waj.     Ho  livoa 

tonikis 
Up  there  upon  the  cUffa, 

stones 
On  those  who  pass  beneath. 


aad  harbi^ 


Thou  unclean  spirit  I 


C\ 


oalflfk 


THK  DBMOSaAr. 

W 

'  With  thee,  thou  Son   of  God? 
torment  us. 


lis 


What  u  thv  name  ? 

THK  DmoiriAC. 

I^egion  ;  for  w  an  Bi 
(*ain,  the  flrst  nmnlerer ;   and  Iht  Ki 

iWUhauar, 
And  Kvil  Merodarh  of  Babyloat 
And   Admatlui,  the  death  riwd,  fn 

iVntiu  ; 

And  AM'hmi-dai,  the  angel  of  tho  nil. 
And  many  other  devil*.     We  aiv  Ltfifl 
S'nii  u«  not  forth  lieyond  Uecapolis ; 
(*ommnnd  n<  not  to  gu  into  tha  dtnt 
'Ilien*  ii  a  lirrd  of  swiaa  haiv  in  tttf 

tiin-«, 
l^et  us  go  into  them. 


rHBinn-a. 

(*ow  oat  af 

Thou  unclean  spirit ! 

A  iiAiiAaaifB. 

See,  how 
How   niotiiinlru  lie  stands !     Ho 

ni'iri*  ; 
III*  <i«*i'iiiH  U'Mililrff*!  and  in 
Ai  ont*  who,  M.ilkmg  in  ka« 
And  kiii*MH    nt»t    where   ht  i 

almiit  him. 
And  at  lut  naked ness^ 


aad  U 
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THE  DEMONIAC. 


am  I  here  alone  among  the  tombs  ? 
t  have  they  done  to  me,  that  I  am 

naked  ? 
¥oe  is  me  I 

GHRI8TI7S. 

Go  home  unto  thy  friends 
tell  them  how  great  things  the  Lord 

hath  done 
thee,  and  how  He  had  compassion  on 

thee  ! 

A  SWINEHERD,  running, 

herds  !  the  herds  !    O  most  unlucky 
day  I 

were  all  feeding  quiet  in  the  sun, 
a   suddenly  they  started,    and   grew 

savage 
le  wild  boars  of  Tabor,  and  together 
ed  down  a  precipice  into  the  sea  I 
are  all  drowned  I 

PETEB. 

Thus  righteously  are  punbhed 
apostate  Jews,  that  eat  the  flesh  of 

swine,  • 

broth  of  such  abominable  things  I 

GREEKS  OF  OADARA. 

acrifice  a  sow  unto  Demeter 

e  beginning  of  harvest,  and  another 

ionysus  at  the  vintage-time. 

>fore  we  prize  our  herds  of  swine,  and 

count  them 
LS  unclean,  but  as  things  consecrate 
e  immortal  gods.     O  great  magician, 
rt  out  of  our  coasts  ;  let  us  alone, 
xe  afraid  of  thee. 

PETER. 

Let  us  depart ; 
hey  that  sanctify  and  purify 
iselves  in  g^irdens,  eating  flesh  of  swine, 
the  abomination,  and  the  mouse, 
be  consumed  together,  saith  the  Lord  I 


VIII 
TALITHA   CUMI 

JAIRC8  at  the  feet  of  chtustus, 

3Lster  !  I  entreat  thee  I  I  implore  thee  ! 
laughter  lieth  at  the  point  of  death  ; 


I  pray  thee  come  and  lay  thy  hands  opoD 

her, 
And  she  shall  live  f 

CHRI8TU8. 

Who  was  it  touched  my  gannents  ? 

SIMON  PBTEB. 

Thouseest  the  multitude  that  throng  and 

press  thee, 
And    sayest    thou :  Who    touched    me? 

T  was  not  I. 

CHRI8TX7S. 

Some  one  hath  touched  my  garments ;  I 

perceive 
That  virtue  is  gone  out  of  me. 

A  WOMAN. 

OMasterl 
Forjgive  me  I     For  I  said  within  myself, 
If  ISO  much  as  touch  his  garment's  hem, 
I  shall  be  whole. 

CHBI8TU8. 

Be  of  good  comfort,  dauehterl 
Thy  faith  hath  made  thee  whole.    Separt 
in  peace. 

A  ME8SENOKR  yrom  the  house. 

Why  troublest  thou  the  Master  ?  Hearest 
thou  not 

The  flute-players,  and  the  voices  of  the  wo- 
men 

Sing^g  their  lamentation  ?    She  is  dead  ! 

THE  MINSTRELS  AND  MOURNERS. 

We  have  girded  ourselves  with  sackcloth  I 

We  have  covered  our  heads  with  ashes  ! 

For  our  young  men  die,  and  our  maidens 

Swoon  in  the  streets  of  the  city  ; 

And  into  their  mother's  bosom 

They  pour  out  their  souls  like  water  ! 

CHRisTUB,  going  in. 

Give  place.     Why  make  ye  this  ado,  and 

weep? 
She  is  not  dead,  but  sleepeth. 

THE  MOTHER, /rom  within. 

Cruel  Death  ! 

To  take  away  from  me  this  tender  blos- 
som ! 

To  take  away  my  dove,  my  lamb,  my  dar- 
lingl 
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TIIK  MIMn-iU.Lil  AM>  MOl'KNKIM. 

He  hath  led  iiic  aiul  brought  into  darkncu, 
Liki*  the  dead  of  old  in  dark  pUu.*es  I 
He  hath  bvnt  his  bow,  and  hath  set  lue 
A|>art  aji  a  mark  fur  hiti  arrt>w  I 
He  hath  covrnHl  hiuisrlf  with  a  cloud. 
That  our  pravvr  should  not  |>aM  through 
and  n*ai*h  hi  in  ! 

TIIK  f-RliWD. 

He  itandii  Itonidr  her  be<l  !     He  takes  her 

hand  ! 
listen,  he  tpt^akH  tn  ht-r  ! 

<  HHIKTI'!*,  within. 

Maiden,  ariae  ! 

TIIK  ncowiK 

See,  shr  iibevA  liis  voict*  !     Shr  stirt !     Sh«* 

livf'H ! 
Hi*r  iiiothrr  hold  A  her  folded  in  hfr  amis  I 
O  miraele  of  luiracU-ii !     O  marvel ! 


1\ 


TIIK    lOWI-k   tH-    MACDAI.A 

M  \iir  MJ^dHAi  i:nk. 

Companioiilf«<«,  iinsntistii'il,  forhirn, 
I  9it  hi'p'  ill  thi^  1i>nt-lv  tnwiT.  and  Imik 
T'|Min  tilt'  I  ikf*  In-Iiiw  iiif,  aiiii  thf  hilU 
I'hat    i«wiiiin    wiih    hiMt.   and   mt    :u    in  a 

\i^iiin 
All  my  |ia«t  lift*  iinntll  itvlf  U<fon*  tiio. 
The    |trin«*i'4   and    the    uirri-hantH    ciiiiie   to 

nit\ 
Mrn'h:iiit«  of  T\r«*  and  iVinres  of   P.iniafl* 

Afiil  ii;i««,  iiiiil  di«ip|*i*ar,  anil  an*  ni*  more  ; 
lint    hM\«'    U  hiii'I   thf'ir   iiierfhandiHi''  and 

Tli^ir  {»  rf'iiii'  %,  and  their  t*tild,  and  thoir 

I  lii.i!!  <■  '.lii'iii,  ait'l  \h*'  vt-rv  iiii'fiinry  of  tb«'iii 

N  iiii*.  •  iiK-  :iH  Mi'oi^'lit  •■!  fiHi-i  til  ofif 

l*li>\i-<i  M.t)i  '.111'  l'i--.<-M  ti-*i  lif   l>:ilnianii- 

Wh.it  if  \i'  rr- ifif-r.  :M  tii«*  liiiii:  l»iTi*after 

Of  f-iitili  ">•  J  t\   *•'■  i-».:j.  iir   m\    iTi  ii.iifi, 

It    Wrrt'    II   V     l-iri.it.T*.*  'it    t>i   \m-    W:th   tlii'm 

■ 

^Irown  Imii-"  I*  \:   \  -ii'-Ti  I'lt  III  fill  ir  *in*, 
Au-1  iirnr  till- III  -.1^        liiiHi  Mill  ha«t  hroii^^ht 

Uc  uuttj  lie  .i«  tho'i  hi«*t  U'fii  of  uld  I 


iowvr  I 


I  look  upon  this  imimeBt  Ihat  I  \ 
These  sdks,  and  tbets 

tbejr  seem 
Onlj    as    cerements  wrapped 

limbii  f 
I  look  upon  these  rings  thick  set 
And  emerald  and  amethjrst  mad 
And  tbejr  are  burning  eoiils  apoa 
This  serpent  on  my  wrist  beeooM 
Away,  tbou  riper  I  and  ftwrnj,  jm 
Wbiwe  odors  bring  the  swift  re: 

bark 
Of  the  unhallowed  reTck  ia 

ben  I 
I  tut  yesterday,  —  and  yet  it 
Something  remote,  like  a  pathrlac 
Sunf;  lon^  ago  by  minstrels  ia  tke 
Hut  vestenlav,  as  fn>m  this 
<  )ver  the  olive  and  the  walant 
r|»on   the   lake  and  the  white 

woiifleriMl 
Whither  and  whence  they  itasiei, 

w:iA  in  them, 
A  fisher's  Uiat  drew  near  the 
I'nder  the  oleanders,  and  the 
Came  up  from  it,  and  paaaed 

tower. 
Close  under  me.     In  fmat  < 

leailor, 
Walked   one  of   royal   aspect, 

white. 
Who  lifte<l  up  his  eyes,  and 
Ami  all  at  oiict*  the  air 

li\ing 
With  a  tin  Htrrious  power, 

frtun  him. 
And  ovrrtlowrd  me  with  an 
nf    light  and    lo\c.     Ab 

StlNHl. 

And  whi'n  1  woke  agaia,  lo!  he 
So  that  1  !«iiiil  :  iVrhafw  it  i«  a 
Hut  from  that  verv  h«Mir  the  se 
rh;it  li.id  thi'ir  habitation  ia  this 
Whirh  men  eall  braatiful, 
nif  ! 


Tlii^  tnoniinj;,  when  the  first 

d:iMn 

Maili*  I^'li.iii*in  a  glory  in  the 
And  all  U'lnw  wait  darkness,  I 
All  aiii*!*!.  or  .i  spirit  jfloriAeil, 
With  wiml-tiv^Mti  garmeatJ 

lake. 
The   fa<*«*    I    efMild   not    see. 

gili«hf  I 


glsMiefifti 


hat  I 
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t  attitude  and  gesture,  and  I  knew 

V2LS  he  that  heaJed  me.     And  the  gusty 

wind 
ught  to  mine  ears  a  voice,  which  s^med 

to  say  : 
of  good  cheer  !   'T  is  I !  Be  not  afraid  I 
1  from  the  darkness,  scarcely  heard,  the 

answer : 
t  be  thou,  bid  me  come  unto  thee 
>n  the   water  I    And    the  voice  said : 

Come  I 
1  then   I  heard  a  cry  of  fear :   Lord, 

save  me  I 
of    a  drowning  man.     And  then  the 

voice  : 
y  didst   thou  doubt,  O   thou   of  little 

faith  I 
this  all  vanbhed,  and  the  wind  was 

hushed, 
I  the  great  sun  came  up  above  the  hills, 
I  the  swift-flying  vapors  hid  themselves 
(avems  among  the  rocks  !     Oh,  I  must 

find  him 
I  follow  him,  and  be  with  him  forever  I 

>u  box  of  alabaster,  in  whose  walls 
souls  of  flowers  lie  pent,  the  precious 
balm 

I  spikenard  of  Arabian  farms,  the  spirits 
aromatic  herbs,  ethereal  natures 

■sed  by  the  sun  and  dew,  not  all  un- 
worthy 
bathe  his  consecrated  feet,  whose  step 
£63  every  threshold  holy  that  he  crosses  ; 
us  go  forth  upon  our  pilgrimage, 
•u  and  I  only  I     Let  us  search  for  him 
il  we  find  him,  and  pour  out  our  souls 
ore  his  feet,  till  all  that 's  left  of  us 

II  be  the  broken  caskets  that  once  held 

us  I 


E  HOUSE  OF  SIMON  THE  PHARISEE 

A  GUEST  at  table, 

ye  deceived  ?  Have  any  of  the  Rulers 
eved  on  him  ?  or  do  they  know  indeed 
i  man  to  be  the  very  Christ  ?     Howbeit 

know  whence  this  man  is,  but  when  the 

Christ 
11  come,  none  knoweth  whence  he  is. 

CHRJKTU8. 

ereunto  shall  I  liken,  then,  the  men 


Of  this  generation  ?  and  what  are  they 

like? 
They  are  like  children  sitting  in  the  mar- 
kets. 
And  calling  unto  one  another,  saying  : 
We  have  piped  unto  you,  and  ye  have  not 

danced ; 
We  have  mourned  unto  you,  and  ye  have 

not  wept ! 
This  say  I  unto  you,  for  John  the  Baptist 
Came   neither   eating  bread  nor  drinking 

wine  ; 
Te  say  he  hath  a  devil.     The  Son  of  Man 
Eating  and  drinking  cometh,  and  ye  say  : 
Behold  a  gluttonous  man,  and  a  wine-bib- 
ber ; 
Behold  a  friend  of  publicans  and  sinners ! 

A  ouEST  cuide  to  simom. 

Who  is  that  woman  yonder,  gliding  in 
So  silently  behind  him  ? 

SIMON. 

It  is  Mary, 
Who  dwelleth  in  the  Tower  of  Magoala. 

THS   QUEST. 

See,  how  she  kneels  there  weeping,  and  her 

tears 
Fall  on  his  feet ;  and  her  long,  golden  hair 
Waves  to  and  fro  and  wipes  them  dry  again. 
And  now  she  kisses  them,  and  from  a  box 
Of  alabaster  is  anointing  them 
With  precious  ointment,  filling  all  the  house 
With  its  sweet  odor  I 

sofON,  aside. 

Oh,  this  man,  forsooth. 
Were  he  indeed  a  Prophet,  would  have 

known 
Who  and  what  manner  of  woman  this  may 

be 
That  toucheth  him  !  would  know  she  is  a 

sinner  I 

CHRISTUS. 

Simon,  somewhat  have  I  to  say  to  thee. 

SIMON. 

Master,  say  on. 

CUUISTUR. 

A  certain  creditor 
Had  once  two  debtors  ;  and  the  one  of  them 
Owed  him  five  hundred  pence  ;  the  other. 
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TKej    liaviiif;   iiuuglit    to    pay    withal,   he 

frHiikl}* 
Fori^ATf  till' III  Itutli.    Now  tell  me  which  of  | 

thrill  i 

Will  lovt?  him  moitt  ? 

HIMON. 

He,  I  suppoec,  to  whom 
He  moet  forpive. 

t'llHlHTl  n. 

Yea,  thdii  hn.ll  rightly  ju<l}^l. 
Seeet    thon    thin    wmimu?      When    tliiut* 

hutis«*  I  t'litfrtMl, 
Thou  f*avf!»t  nil'  iii»  wiitrr  for  luy  fc*<?t. 
But  tkiiv  hiiih  %k:i>li«'t|  thi'm  with  hiT  tt*.irs, 

aiifl  i»i|H*ii  thciii 
With  htT  own  liair.     Thou  ^vckt  iiii*  no 

ki>!» ; 
This  wouiau  hath  uot  ceaaed,  siuov  I  c*aiiie 

in. 
To  kiM  luv  feet.     Mv  head  with  oil  didnt 

thnu 

Anoint  iiut  ;  hut  thin  woinnn  hath  anointed 

My  feel  with  uiiitniont.  Hence  I  nay  to 
thee, 

Her  ain*t,  which  have  hven  uiany,  are  for- 
given. 

For  the  lovrd  uiiich. 

THP  ncRirni. 

( >h,  who.  then,  'is  this  man 
That   |ianlt>neth   also  tins   without    atone- 


ment '.* 


«  IIKKIT^. 

Woman,  thy  faith  hath  aaved  thee  I    (lo  in 
|M.'a&'r  I 


THi:    Sl.(()NI)    TASSOVIK 


IIMCKI      IMl     t.xil-'    (>l     MAClMKr«> 

Wri4«<Ml.     (>     Wilili  riii--«H,     ;ir 'i      wrliMifiir, 

And  Milit'i.|i-.  :ti)-l  \v  xwift-rt)  iTij;  *t.irn 
Thai    lirif:    w.:!i   u-il-li  tt  *.ii.«l-.   l\.»-    lMrn*ii 

\Vrh-«i|ii t-  inorr  !       I  hr     \ii,^<  'i  •    *»i    thr 


HaAten  acroaa  the  desert  to  ..«^.,  ..  , 
And  eweeter  than  meB*e  ToicM  an  to  m§ 
The  Toiees  of  these  aolttadM  ;  the 
Of  unseen  rivulets,  and  the  faiHiff 
Of  hitteriis  in  the  n-eds  of  wa( 

And  lo  !  ahove  me,  like  the  Ptoplwt's; 

Shot  from  the  eastern  wimlow«  aigk  ■  a* 
The  elamoruuA  cranes  go  tinpiy  tkna^ 

the  ni|;ht. 
O  ye  niVHtfrious  uilffrims  ot  the  air. 
Would!  had  win^^A  that  I  night  falkw 

you ! 


I  look  forth  from  these  moaatatni^ 

hiild 
'llie  onini|iotent  and  omnipresemt 
MyHteriou^  an  thr  future  ami  tkrfats 
'Iliat  Imnfpi  o Vr  all  men's  lives  t     I  ■ 

iieath  me 
Tlie  de<u>rt  htretching  to  the  I>eMl  SeA 
And    wi'iitwartl,    faint   and   far  »«■ 

gliininer 
( )f  tori'lien  <in  Mount  Olivet, 
riie  rifting  of  the  Mikmi  of 
Like  a  gn-:it  en«i  it 

|H-mlcd, 
With  hea«i  howetl  down  in  mgomj^  I 
A  human  tlgun*  !    Hide,Omcmfml 
The  awful  a|)|»antion  from  my  ^ 


I 


And  thou,  Machierus,  lifting  high 
Thy  dreadful  walU  against  the 
Haiinti*d  by  denmnA  and  hy  appaiilis 
Lilith,  and  ileierhara,  and  Bedat^goa, 
How   grim    thou  »howe»t  in  the 

liKbt. 

A  fialaei*  :uid  a  prison,  where  King  licf«d 
FimMs    with    Hrrodiaii,    while   iW 

John 
Fa«t.s  and  ronnumr*  hb  una  vailing  lift ! 
And  ill  thy  court-yard  grows  the 

rue, 
Iliil^e  n*  the  olives  of  (lethsrawae. 
Ami  aiii'iriit  a.s  the  terrhtnth  of  He 
(\ii*val   with    the  world.     Woaid 

lra\eii 
Mfdirinal  rnuld  purge  thee  of  tiw 
Th.it  now  |MiMr«i!i  ihrr.  and  thr 
'Hiat  hiirmw*  in  thy  walls,  cos 

cllli'f  * 

.Vuiii-  II  Ar<iri//VoM  rttkim, 

Anp-ls   «if   <Mwl  * 

Wfa«f-^( 
l'])i-  |ini\i-ni  lif  men  intoii 


THE  DIVINE  TRAGEDY 


377 


And  tfaoa,  Metatron,  who  dost  gather  up 
Their  songs,  and  bear  them  to  the  gates  of 

heaven, 
Now  gather  up  together  in  your  hands 
The  prayers  that  fill  this  prison,  and  the 

songs 
That  echo  from  the  ceilinp^  of  this  palace, 
And  lay  them  side  by  side  before  God's 

feet  I 

H€  eniera  the  ccude. 


II 


HEROD'S   BANQUET-HALL 
MAMAHEM. 

Thoa  hast  sent  for  me,  O  King,  and  I  am 
here. 


Who  art  thou  ? 


HEBOD. 
MAKAHEM. 

Manahem,  the  Essenian. 


HXBOD. 

I  recognize  thy  features,  but  what  mean 
These  torn  and  faded  garments  ?     On  thy 

road 
Have   demons  crowded  thee,  and  rubbed 

against  thee, 
And  given  thee  weary  kneeff?    A  cup  of 

wine  I 

ICAITAHEM. 

The  Elssenians  drink  no  wine. 


Nothing. 


BEBOD. 

What  wilt  thon,  then  ? 

XANAHEM. 
BEEOD. 

Not  even  a  cup  of  vrater  ? 


MANAHEM. 


Why  hast  thou  sent  for  me  ? 


Nothing. 


HEBOD. 

Dost  thou  remember 
One  day  when  I,  a  schoolboy  in  the  streets 
Of  the  great  city,  met  thee  on  my  way 
To  school,  and  thou  didst  say  to  me  :  Here- 
after 
Thou  Shalt  be  king  ? 


MANABEM. 

Yea,  I  remember  it. 

BEBOD. 

Thinkine  thon  didst  not  know  me,  I  re- 
plied : 

I  am  oi  humble  birth  ;  whereat  thou,  smil- 
ing* 

Didst  smite  me  with  thy  hand,  and  saidst 
again  : 

Thou  sh^t  be  King  ;  and  let  the  friendly 
blows 

That  Manahem  hath  given  thee  on  this  day 

Remind  thee  of  the  fickleness  of  fortune. 


What  more  ? 


MANAHEM. 
HEBOD. 

No  more. 


MANAHEM. 

Yea,  for  I  said  to  thee : 
It  shall  be  well  with  thee  if  thou  love  jus- 
tice 
And  clemency  towards  thy  fellow-men. 
Hast  thou  done  this,  O  King  ? 

BEBOD. 

€ro,  ask  my  people. 

MANAHEM. 

And  then,  foreseeing  all  thy  life,  I  added  : 
But  these  thou  wilt  forget ;  and  at  the  end 
Of  life  the  Lord  will  punish  thee. 

BEBOD. 

The  end  ! 
When  will  that  come  ?    For  this  I  sent  to 

thee. 
How  long  shall  I  still  reign  ?     Thou  dost 

not  answer  f 
Speak  I  shall  I  reign  ten  years  ? 

MANABEM. 

Thon  shalt  reig^  twenty, 
Nay,  thirty  years.    I  cannot  name  the  end. 

HEBOD. 

Thirty  ?     I  thank  thee,  good  Essenian  1 
This  is  my  birthday,  and  a  happier  one 
Was  never  mine.    We  hold  a  banquet  here. 
See,  yonder  are  Herodias  and  her  daughter. 

MANAHEM,  aside, 
*Tia  said  that  devils  sometimes  take  the 
shape 
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Of  uiiiiintiTini;  anf»elN,  clothed  witb  air. 
That  thrv  iiiuv  bv  iiih«ibilHiitH  of  fiirth, 
Aud  \viui   itiiui  to  clvstruction.    buch  aro 
tht'M.'. 

IIKlUtp. 

Knowett  thou  Johu  the  liaptist  ? 

MAXAIIFM. 

Yva,  I  know  him  ; 
Who  knowft  him  not  ? 

II  Kilt  til. 

Know,  thru.  thi;i  John  the  Baptist 
Said  that  it  wjls  nut  la^%flll  I  («h(>ul(i  niurrv 

w 

Mv  brtithcr   I'hiUp'A  wifr,  and   Johu   the 

iiapti^t 
Is  here  in  prison.     In  mv  f:ither*ii  time 
MatthiuK  M;irpiliith  wxs  put  to  death 
For  tearing  the  f^ldeu  va^Ic  from  its  sta- 

titMi 
Above    till*    Temple    (Sate,  —  a    slighter 

crinii* 
Tij&n  John  i^  f^uiltv  of.    Theie  things  art* 

wuriitii^^ 
To  interuietlillfrii  not  to  phiy  with  eagles. 
Living  or  disid.     1  think  tho  l*ji.Heuiaufl 
Are  wuM*r,  or  niurv  warv,  uru  thejr  not  ? 

M\s\nv.M. 
The  Es»eniaus  do  n(»t  niarrv. 

iir.Hop. 

Thou  hast  given 
Mt    wc»nls    a    meaning     fon'ign    to    mv 
thought. 

M\NAMPM. 

Let  me  go  hence,  O  King  ! 

Ml  hup. 

Sta*-  vrt  awhile. 
And  !%t-4'  tht'  d.iui:)ilfr  of  n«*nHha.H  danre. 
Clr«tp.«lr4  «>f  •I«'rii«.ili-iii.  mv  niuther. 
In  lif-r  U-«t  li.i^-*.  M.ii  Milt  niitrt'  U'aiitiful. 

JIfiiiii .     'I  Ilk  IVii  •.111  I II  or  IImu>i>ia!«  •/•jmrj. 

Ml  i:i'|i 

Dh.    «h.it    w  t«    Mtri.iiii    d.iiu'ing    with    her 

tiiii)>r>  i, 
i*om|Nimi  t>'  t!..<  I'll!  '.' 

M  «  N  I  lit  M      -intilt 

<  >  tKi'ii  Aiiirr]  iif  l>i«th, 

Ihini'ing  at  f.i:tr:.t.^  atiiMii.;  ttiu  wouii-ii, 


When  men  bc«r  out  tW 

hot 
And  stiHes  ne  !    Oh  for  a 
Bid  me  depart,  O  King  I 


deadl    TWair 


favMtkelair 


nuioD. 

NotyH.    Cowklk 

Salome,  thou  enchantress !     Aak  el  at 
Whate'er  thou  wilt  ;   and  even 

half 
Of  all  m  V  kingdom,  I  will  girc  it 
As  the  Lord  liveth  I 

I>Al  rillTEE  or  BEBODIAa,  kwHUw^, 

Gire  lae  hum  tW  ha 

Of  John  the  Baptist  oo  this  a3m 


RKBOD. 

Nut  that,  dear  child  I   1  dan  Ml ;  fcril 

people 
Regard  John  as  a  prophet, 


DAruRTKK  or  H 


I 


I 


HEIIOD. 

For  mine  oath*a  sake,  theik 

pnM>n  ; 
Let  him  die  quieklT.     Oh, 

MAJfAHKX. 

Hid  me  depart,  O  King ! 


HEMOD. 

GoodSlMbi 
(ii\e  mr  thv  hand.  I  lore  the  EmmM 
He  'ft  gone  aud  hears  me  Dot  I    Tie  gwi 

are  dumb, 
Awiiiting  thr  itale  face,  the  sileat  wilatf 
The  lanip^  tlare  ;  and  the  cwitaiM  ef  ll 

diHtrwa\s 
Wave    to   Riul    fro  as   if    a 

pAA-sillg  ! 

Stn*ngthen  mv  heart,  red  wiae  ef 


III 


r.Mii.K   mi:  \v\i.l>  or  machjce^ 

V  ts  \iir«.  ntiAi«|^««x. 

V«.n  friMii  thi«  l*klarp  of  MB  f 
'1  h**  •lriiiiiii«,  iIm*  tri 
t)f  t)f  .^ir,  thit  liaunt  its  tai 
Aud  hide  in  Its 
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th  the  din 

iter  and  their  shouts 

s  that  are  done  within  I 

>  the  earth, 

•  the  air, 

'  despair  1 

ut  a  dream 

of  monstrous  birth^ 

that  only  seem  I 

3f  the  Moon, 

ly  guide 

teful  place 

ith,  nor  hide 

;loud  too  soon 

tranquil  face  ! 

is  blown  from  the  wcUls, 

It  is  the  breath 
of  doom  and  death, 
lements  overhead 
of  sorrow  cast 
bt  and  the  blast, 
the  dead, 
I  drop  and  uplift ! 
vengeance  is  swift ! 
lou  hast  been 
le  evil  thing, 
of  Esther  the  Queen, 
;  lawful  bride, 
gilt  by  the  side 
the  king  I 
trumpet  again. 
'f  God  is  dead  I 
monarch's  call, 
vonian's  beck, 
crod  that  stubborn  neck 
»anquet-hall 
»e  ghastly  head  I 
thrown  from  the  tower, 
id  red 

dow  with  its  glow  ; 
lass  as  of  snow 
the  abvss 
•rccipice, 
r  it  below  ! 
Most  High, 
)nai  ! 
I;  away 

s  and  beasts  of  prey, 
)f  the  homicide, 
han  thoy, 
bury  of  yore 
m  that  died 
tin  of  Peor  1 


Even  now  I  behold  a  sign, 

A  threatening  of  wrath  divine, 

A  watery,  wandering  star. 

Through  whose  streaming  hair,  and  the 

white 
Unfolding  garments  of  light, 
That  trail  behind  it  afar, 
The  constellations  shine  f 
And  the  whiteness  and  brightness  appear 
Like  the  Angel  bearing  the  Seer 
By  the  hair  of  his  head,  in  the  might 
And  rush  of  his  vehement  flight. 
And  I  listen  until  I  hear 
From  fathomless  depths  of  the  skj 
The  voice  of  his  prophecy 
Sounding  louder  and  more  near  I 

Malediction !  malediction  I 
May  the  lightnings  of  heaven  fall 
On  palace  and  prison  wall, 
And  their  desolation  be 
As  the  day  of  fear  and  affliction. 
As  the  day  of  anguish  and  ire. 
With  the  burning  and  fuel  of  fire. 
In  the  Valley  of  the  Sea  I 


IV 


NICODEMUS  AT   NIGHT 

NIODDEXUS. 

The  streets  are  silent    The  dark  hooiet 

seem 
Like  sepulchres,  in  which  the  sleepers  lie 
Wrapped  in  their  shrouds,  and  for  the  mo- 
ment dead. 
The  lamps  are  all  extinguished  ;  only  one 
Burns  steadily,  and  from  the  door  its  light 
Lies  like  a  shining  gate  across  the  street 
He  waits  for  me.    Ah,  should  this  be  at  last 
The  long-expected  Christ  I    I  see  him  there 
Sitting  alone,  deep-buried  in  his  thought, 
As  if  the  weight  of  all  the  world  were  rest- 
ing 
Upon  him,  and  thus  bowed  him  down.     O 

Rabbi, 
We  know  thou  art  a  Teacher  come  from 

God, 
For  no  man  can  perform  the  miracles 
Thou  dost  perform,  except  the  Lord  be  with 

him. 
Thou  art  a  Prophet,  sent  here  to  proclaim 
The  Kingdom  of  the  Lord.     Behold  in  me 


3«o 


CHRISTUS:    A   MYSTERY 


A  Kulrr  of  tli<*  •Jewi,  whu  luii^  hmve  WAttetl 
Tbe  cuiuiu^  uf  tluU  kiiigiiuin.    TfU  me  of  it. 

CHBliTI-H. 

Vcrilv.  Trrilr  T  nav  unto  tbe«, 

Kzi*i*i»t  a  man  Im*  born  apiin,  he  cannoi 

bebuld  the  KiugUum  uf  (jud  I 

MUIODKMIH. 

lie  Imiih  Rfpun  ? 
How  ran  R  man  Im*  Imrn  when  he  is  old? 
Sar«  can  hi*  enti-r  fur  a  H^H'tnid  tiint* 
luio  hiA  molh«r\i  wunib,  and  ho  hv  boru  ? 

<'IIKlHrt  •!. 

Verily  I  nay  unto  ihi'**,  I'ln-pt 
A  nmii  U'  Umi  of  watt-r  and  th<*  njiint, 
}\v  cannot  «'nt«*r  into  the*  Kingdom  tif  (toil. 
For   that    mhich   uf   the   tleah   in   born,    \a 

tUsh  : 
And  that  which  of  the   it|»irit  is   horn,  is 

»|iirit. 

Ml'dliEMrW. 

Wi*  liinu'liti'H  friiMi  the  I'rinit'val  Man 
Athiin  Ahfliun  ilt-riii'  our  ImmIiv^  ; 
( >ur  lumls  art-  brrathiii^i  of  thf  lluly  (ihost. 
No  nion*   than  tlii.i  wr  knuw,  ur  need  to 

know. 

fllRI"*!!--*. 

Tlit'n  niarvfl  not,  that  I  Miid  unto  thee 
Ye  must  In*  Uirn  attain. 

M«  OliKMI'll. 

Thf  invhtrrr 
Of  birth  aial  death  w«*  r.*nuul  ruiii|iri'hend. 

«-iiKitri  <t. 

Tliv  wind   hhiwi'lh  wlirn-  it  listvlh,  ami  wi* 

h(Mr 
Tiif  Miunil  thi*n*«if.  hut  kimw  not  whcnct*  it 

I'litiH-th, 
N'lir  whitlM-i  It  irii^'tli.     S*i  lA  i'V*-rv  uih* 
lf«irn  of  thi-  spirit  ! 

\l'*^  <  an  thi'M'  tliinif*  Im*  ? 
llr  M«'<*rn«  (••  -]-  :ik  of  ^miih*  \.i^iii-  ri.klni  of 

Stnir  iir)«-iti«*.iii!    il  kiiii;i|iilii  of  tin-  :iir  ! 
It  Is  li'«!    •).   •  :h«-  ,!■  v%  *  ;iri'  » .1  t  r  j  fur. 
Stir    rill    *i..%     Jir    thi'    (hrml,   iLf    .*HHi    of 

h.^  .«. 

v^  hu  «Ui»l.  ii>  liter  UA  f 


Aft  ikoaaMM 

Of  lamvl,  and  knowrst  aoC  tbaae  tlHMt 
We  apeak  tliat  we  do  kmnr,  mmd  tam 
That  we  have  sern,  and  ye  will  aoC  itcvm 
Our  witnes^i.     If  I  tell  you  eAitklt  ||iaif\ 
And  ye  believe  not,  bow  afaall  je  krlirvt. 
If  1  should  tell  Tou  of  things  tramli  ? 
And  no  man  bath  ascended  up  to  hmft« 
But  He  alone  that  first  cnaw  dowa  frja 
h«*avrn, 
I  Kven  the  Sm  of  Man  wbicb  is  in  fciam' 


I  Till!*  is  a  drcaniiT  of  dremns  ; 
WhiR««'  brain  is  overtasked.  aBtil  ha 
The  unseen  world  to  be  a  UuBK 
And  thin  we  live  in.  an  unreml 
And  yet  his  presener  fasciaalea 
With  wonder,  and  I  feel  mvadf 
Into  a  hi|;her  refpon,  and  berom 
My54*lf  in  |»art  a  dreamer  of  kit 
A  seer  of  his  virions  I 


f 


And  as  II— 

Uplifted  the  M-rpent  in  tka  wiUtffHi^ 
S«i  uiu!it  the  Sm  of  Man  be  Ufleid  af ; 
That  whoMiever  shall  believe  ia  ilia 
Nhall  iK'rifih  not,  but  have 
.  lie  that  U'lieves  in  Him  is 
He  that  believes  not,  is 


Miiipriirs.  osidW. 
He  spi>aketh  like  a  Pittpket  ol  tkt  Ui^' 


Tliis  is  the  r«>ndeninati«ia  ;  tkat  Ckt  Mi 
N   come   into   the  world,  mad  MM  1^ 

darkite*is 
liathrr«thnn  light,  becaaae  tktir 

evil  ! 


il 


NKxiuriiix 

<  >f  nte  he  «|M'aketh  !      He 
lieeause  1  eonie  by  ui|;bt  U»  qi 

f'HailiTI  s. 

Kor  errry  cinr  tliat  dtietk  evil 

llateth  the  lii;ht,  nur  comrlk  W  tkt  igH 

Ijr^i  he  »hould  lie  rrpffoved. 

NtitJliKJirS, 


He  reiulrlh  wliat  is 
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CHKI8TUS.  BARTIMBUS. 

loeth  truth  comes  to  the  light,     I  have  not  seen  a  glimmer  of  the  light 


seds  may  be  made  manifest, 
3  wrought  in  God. 


NICODEMUS. 


JND    BARTIMEUS 


Since  thou  wast  bom.    I  never  saw  thy  face, 
And  yet  I  seem  to  see  it ;  and  one  day 
Perhaps  shall  see  it ;  for  there  is  a  Prophet 
In  Galilee,  the  Messiah,  the  Son  of  David, 
Alas  t  alas  t  i  Who  heals  the  blind,  if  I  could  only  find 

him. 
I  hear  the  sound  of  many  feet  approaching, 
And  voices,  like  the  murmur  of  a  crowd  I 
What  seest  thou  ? 


BABTIMEUS. 

lent,  Chilion  ;  it  is  pleasant 
the  shadow  of  the  walls 
)alms,  and   hear   the  hum  of 

f  voices  passing  to  and  fro, 
>ells  of  caravans  on  their  way 
Damascus.     This  is  still 
Palms,  and  yet  the  walls  thou 

)Id  walls,  not  the  walls  where 

spies,  and  let  them  down  by 

nrindow,  when  the  gates  were 

ark.     Those  walls  were  over- 

la's   army    shouted,   and   the 

ill  seven  trumpets. 

CHILION. 

When  was  that  ? 

BAKTIMEUS. 

ose  of  Jericho,  I  know  not. 
years  ago.     And  over  there 
ver,  the  great  prophet  Elijah 
'  a  whirlwind  up  to  heaven 
fire,  with  fiery  horses, 
plain  of  Moab  ;   and  beyond 

summits  of  Mount  Abarim, 

2^ah  and  Poor,  where  Moses 

the   Lord  knew  face  to  face, 

lom 

a  valley,  and  no  man 

sepulchre  unto  this  day. 

CHILION. 

eouldst  see  these  places,  as  I 
ni. 


CHILION. 

A  young  man  clad  in  white 
Is  coming  through    the    gateway,  and  a 

crowd 
Of  people  follow. 

BABTIHEU8. 

Can  it  be  the  Prophet  I 
O  neighbors,  tell  me  who  it  is  that  passes  ? 

ONE  OF  THE  CBOWD. 

Jesus  of  Nazareth. 

BABTIMEUS,  Crying, 

O  Son  of  David  ! 
Have  mercy  on  me  ! 

MANY  OF  THE  CROWD. 

Peace,  Blind  Bartimeus  I 
Do  not  disturb  the  Master. 

BABTiMEiTS,  Crying  more  vehemently. 

Son  of  David, 
Have  mercy  on  me  I 

ONE  OF  THE  CBOWD. 

See,  the  Master  stops. 
Be  of  good  comfort ;  rise.  He  calleth  thee  I 

BABTIMEUS,  casting  away  his  cloak, 
Chilion  I  good  neighbors  t  lead  me  on. 


CHBISTUS. 


That  I  should  do  to  thee  ? 


What  wilt  thou 


BABTIMEUS. 

Good  Lord  !  my  sight  -— 
That  I  receive  my  sight ! 

CHBISTUS. 


Thy  faith  hath  made 


Receive  thy  sight ! 
s«      lal 
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THE  riuiwii. 

He  sers  agmin ! 

CBBirm  jwurj  on.    The  rrowni  gathtn  nmmd  \ 

Haktimm  («. 

IIAKTIMRI'M. 

I  see  Rpun  ;  but  iiK^t  bewilders  me  I 
Likr  R  ivmembereu  divain,  familiar  tbingi 
Ctime  back  to  mv.     I  m*«*  tbc  tvnder  nkv 
Abuvr  uif,  M*t*  tbe  trf.*(*s,  tbe  city  walls, 
And  tlie  old  pile  way,  through  whose  ecbc>> 

iiii;  ari'b 
I   gfoiuHl   ko  many  yean  ;    and  you,  my 

uci^bbon* ; 
Rut  know  vou  bv  vour  frifudly  voic«>«  onlv. 
How   U*autiful    tbe   world    u  I    and   bow 

wide  I 
t)b,  I  am  miles  away,  if  I  but  look  ! 
Where  art  thou,  Cbiliou  ? 

Father,  I  am  here. 

HAUTIMKl'S. 

Oh  let  me  gaze  u|>on  tby  fare,  dear  child  ! 
Ktir  I  have  oidv  M*en  thee  with  mv  hands  ! 
How  lieautifiil   thou   art  I    I  should   have 

known  tbfe  ; 
Thou    ba.it    her   eves   whom  we  shall   set* 

hen-after  ! 
O  (f<¥i  of  Abraliam  !  Klion  !  Adonai  I 
Who  art  tby<»e]f  a  Fatbt* r.  |iard«)n  nie 
If  for  a  nitiinrnt  I  havr  tbfe  |Mifit| tamed 
To    the    affet'tioiu    and    the    thoiii^htt    of 

fitrtli, 
Tlii-t',  and  the  ndoration  that  I  owe  thi^, 
Wlwn  h\  thy  |Miwer  ubme  tbeM*  <larkened 

Hare  U'en  uuM^aled  a^ain  to  see  thy  light  ! 


\  I 


I  \'  ••!;  -   will 

Tlie    ffiin    i«    hi>(  :    :inil    titr    «Ir\    t-wit-winf) 

Mi'«  .11^' 
1  lU*  .til  t!.i-   iir  with  dtl«t.     Tbe  binU  iin* 

-\\*  1. 1  ; 
K\i'ii  (!ii    Itlll**  til  ]t|f.iri  <  PI  tin-  •  iirii 
N"  l"ii,:'  r  (%%il!<-r  :  ••fil\  tin'  ;,'r.i*»hn|»|»*-r* 

Slug    thi  ,T   III!  i-V.nAl«t     »oU^   i«f    Alll    Mvi    «  1111- 

ui<  r. 


I  wonder  who  tboM  rtiABCvn  w«i«  I 
(loiug  into  tbe  city  ?    GsIikwH 
They  seemed  tu  me  ia 

asked 
Tbe  sbtirt  way  to  tbe 

haps 
Tbey  are   flsbemeii  fi 

travellers. 
Looking  to  find  tbe  iaa.    Amd  kevt  ii 

one 
Sitting  beside  the  well  ;  aao 
A  (lalilean  also  by  bis  looks. 
What  can  so  many  Jews  be  doiag 
Together  in  Samaria  ?     Aff«  tWy 
rp  to  Jerusalem  to  tbe  I^aasoiii ' 
Our  PasMiver  is  better  here  ftt 
For  here  is  F.l»al  ;  here  is  Getin^ 
Tbe   mountain   where    o«r    fatihtr 

bam 
Went  up  to  offer  IsajM  ;  bete  tbe 
Of  Joseph, —  for  tbej 

fntm  F.g}'pt 
And  buried  them  ia   tlua 

holr. 


(live  me  to  drink. 


:  * 


f 


llowcmaitbett 
iWing  a  Jew,  aakest  to  driak  ol  wm 
Which  am  a  woman  of  SMmamT 
You   Jew  A   despise   ns  ;  have 

with  UA  ; 
Make  us  a  bTwnnl  ;  call  as  ia 
The  sillv  folic  of  Svebar.     8ir. 

•  •  • 

'Iliou  ankeftt  drink  of  me  7 


a« 


If 

'lite  gift  of  (mmI.  and  wbu  il  is 
<tive  me  tu  drink,  tbou 

of  Him  ; 
lie  would  have  given  tbee  the  Ini 

RAaARiTAH  wuvaa. 
Sir,  th«iu  hast  luiugbt  to  draw  «i 

wrll 

N  «lif  |i  I    Whence  bast  Iboa  Iin 
>:i\,    art    iImhi    grvatrr    ibaa    4 

Whit'h    i:.i\f    thi«    well    to   as*   I 

ihtTi'iif 

lliiiivlf.    rimI    all    bis 

Vikltlv  '.' 
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CHRISTUS. 

drinketh  of  this  water 
tin  ;  but  whosoever  drinketh 
all  give  him  shall  not  thirst 
or  it  shall  be  within  him 
r  water,  springing  ap 
sting. 

lARITAN  WOMAN. 

Every  day 
id  fro,  in  heat  and  cold, 
•y.     Give  me  of  this  water, 
lirst  not,  nor  come   here  to 


CHRISTUS. 

lusband,  woman,  and   come 

AMTAN  WOMAN. 

and.  Sir. 

CHBISTUS. 

Thou  hast  well  said 
band.     Thou  hast  had  five 

now  thou  hast  is  not  thy 


ilARITAN  WOMAN. 

;  a  Prophet,  for  thou  readest 
lings  of  life  !  Our  fathers 
>ed 

iitain  Gerizim  ;  and  ye  say 
in  which  men  ought  to  wor- 


1. 


CHRISTUS. 

Believe  me,  woman, 
ning,  when  ye  neither  shall 
nt,  nor  at  Jerusalem, 
ither  ;  for  the  hour  is  coming, 
me,  when  the  true  worship- 

the  Father  in   spirit  and  in 

keth  such  to  worship  Him. 
:  and  tlu»v  that  worship  Him 
Jim  in  spirit  and  in  truth. 

lAKITAN   WOMAN- 

f  that  the  Messiah  cometh, 
:»d  Christ ;  and  He  will  tell 
lings. 


CHBISTUS. 

I  that  speak  unto  thee  am  He  t 

THS  DisciPLBS,  returning. 

Behold, 
The  Master  sitting  by  the  well,  and  talk- 
ing 
With  a  Samaritan  woman  !  With  a  woman 
Of  Sychar,  the  silly  people,  always  boast- 
ing 
Of  their  Mount  £bal,  and  Mount  G«rizim, 
Their  Everlasting  Mountain,  which    they 

think 
Higher  and  holier  than  our  Mount  Moriah  I 
Why,  once    upon   the  Feast  of    the  New 

Moon, 
When  our  great  Sanhedrim  of  Jerusalem 
Had  all  its  watch-fires  kindled  on  the  hills 
To  warn  the  distant  villages,  these  people 
Lighted  up  others  to  mislead  the  Jews, 
And  make  a  mockery  of  their  festival  I 
See,  she  has  left  the  Master  ;  and  is  run- 
ning 
Back  to  the  city  ! 

SAMARITAN  WOMAN. 

Oh,  come  see  a  man 
Who  hath  told  me  all  things  that  I  ever 

did! 
Say,  is  not  this  the  Christ  ? 

THB  DISCIPLES. 

Lo,  Master,  here 
Is  food,  that  we  have  brought  thee  from 

the  city. 
We  pray  thee  eat  it. 


CHRlBTUSk 

I  have  food  to  eat 


Ye  know  not  of. 


THE  DISCIPLES,    tO  tOCh  oUuT. 

Hath  any  man  been  here. 
And  brought  Him  aught  to  eat,  while  we 
were  gone  ? 

CHRISTUS. 

The  food  I  speak  of  is  to  do  the  will 

Of  Him  that    sent  me,  and   to  finish  his 

work. 
Do  ye   not  say,   Lo  I   there  are  yet  four 

months 
And  cometh  harvest  ?    I  say  unto  you. 
Lift  up  your  eyes,  and  look  upon  the  fields, 
For  they  are  white  already  onto  harvest ! 
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THE  COASTS  OK  CMISAKKA    rillLlfPI 

c'HWirn'H,  goitttf  up  the  momntain. 
Who  do  the  people  smy  1  am  ? 

JtiHN. 

Some  smj 
Thjit  thou  art    John   the  BaptiMt ;   tomi, 

Kliiw  ; 
And  others  Jeremiah. 

jAMr.<«. 

Or  that  one 
C>f  the  old  Pruphets  is  ariaeu  a^puu. 

CHKIHTl'll. 

But  m-ho  sav  vi*  1  am  ? 

MCTKa. 

Thou  aH  the  Chriit ! 
Thuii  art  lli<*  Still  4»f  (iml  ! 

•  IIKI^TI'K. 

HlenAed  art  thou, 
Siiiiuii    ({.irjoiiA !      Kl<**>h    ttiid    bluud    hath 

not 
KfVi'uli'cl  it  unto  tliof,  hut  «'Vfn  mv  Kathor. 
Whirh  is  ill  lli-:ivi  II.      And  I  miv  unto  thfr 
That  thou  art  IN'ti-r  ;  uii«l  u|Hin  tliin  rm-k 
I  buiUi   iiiv  I'hun'h,  ami  all  thi*  i^ates  of 

li.il 
Shall  not  |in*r»il  a^rtift^t  it.    Hut  taki^  herd 
Yt*  ti'Il  to  no  iiian  t!i;«t  1  :uu  thr  (MiriKt. 
For  I  iiiiitt  ^ti  up  t«i  •l«*riis:ilcni, 
An«l  KufTrr  in.iny  lliin};<i.  :iiiil  U-  n*jf«*l<*il 
Of  till*  rhi«-f  iVirMts  *im1  of  thf  SiTilMTH  mid 

K.lilrr-, 
Aud  iiiiiot  U*  iTui'ilit'd,  and  the  third  daj 
Sh:ill  T'.^*'  :ii*Liiii  ! 

rr  rrn. 
!>•   It  far  fruiu  tlu*f.  Ixinl  ! 

'I  hi«  oh.i!l  h.<!  )m    • 

•  lllil»Tt  ^. 
<iit  iIm  •■  )N-)iind  iiir,  S.itaii  ! 
T)ion    •:i\iiri-l    \."l  till-  tiiiii);«    tliat  U«  tif 

(...i. 
it'll  tii>->-  *.UaI  In-  iif  iiit-ii  !      If  :iiiv  will 
(itiiii*  .if!r;   II. f,  li-t  liiiii  ili-ti\    liiiii««-!f. 
Alul  daiU   takt*  his  i  nn^,  ait«l  tulluw  liiv. 


Fur  wboMWYer  will  mvv  kia  lift  iUI 

it. 
And  whoeoeTer  will  loss  kia  lilt  ikttD 

It. 
For  wherfin  ihall  a  man  ba  pNilt4 
If  he  »hall  gaiu  the  whola  wotU.  aad  i 

luee 
Himself  or  be  a  eaitawaj  t 

jAMxa,  <|/l«r  a  iamg  pa—, 

Wfcy 
The  Master  lead  us  up  ialo  thit 


111*  goeth  up  to  pray. 

JOKV. 

See,  wbtia  Ht 
AboTe  us  on  the  summit  of  tW  hill ! 
His   face   shines  as  tbe  tmm !  aai  tl 

raiment 
KseecdinK  white  as  snow,  to  aa  ••  fall 
On  earth  can   white   thrai  I     He  ii 

alone  ; 
Tliere  arc  two  with  Him  Iktvt ;  twi  i 

of  eld, 
Their  white  beards  lilnwiBg  «■  Ihi  afl 

tain  air. 
Are  talking  with  him. 


I 


Who  and  whence  are  they  t 


()  MaMir  !  it  U  |rood  for 

If    thou  ««ilt,  let   us 

I'll'*  ; 
For  tlHt*  tint*,  and  for  M 


•tlBbt 


I 


jona. 

iWhtdd  A  ltn;;ht  cloud  sailiaf  iatbtHi 
It  ovi*n»hA4lows  u«.  A  fpoldramasl 
Now  hiil*-4  thi*ni  from  us,  mad 
Ami  all  thf  mountain  in  alum 
1  MT  no  iiMiH'.  The  nearest  lorkiM*' 
di-n. 


UmB 


Vii|f-B/rM«  lAtf 

Iju  !  this  is  luy  brluvr«l  Sum  ! 
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PETER. 

ice  of  God.     He  speaketh  to  us, 
le  burning  bush  He   spake  to 

3S! 

JOHlf. 

wreaths  roll  away.     The  veil  is 

in.     Behold  t     He  is  alone, 
ion  that  our  eyes  beheld, 
vanished  into  the  unseen. 

coming  down  from  the  mountain. 

f  tell  the  vision  unto  no  one, 
I  of  Man  be  risen  from  the  dead  I 

PETER,  aside, 

peaks  of  it  I   What  can  it  mean, 
from  the  dead  ? 

JAMES. 


first  come  ? 


CHRI8TU8. 


Why  say  the  Scribes 


He  Cometh  first, 
11  things.     But  I  say  to  you, 
lias  is  already  come, 
him  not,  but  have  done  unto 

tey  listed,  as  is  written  of  him. 

PETER,  aside. 
n  the  Baptist  He  is  speaking. 

JAMES. 

^nd,  see,  at  the  mountain's  foot, 
people  ;  coming,  going,  throng- 

iisciples,  that  we  left  behind  us, 
patient,  that  we  stay  so  long. 

PETER. 

lind  man,  or  some  paralytic 
the    Master's   coming  to  be 

JAMES. 

who  stru^^Ies  and  demeans  him 
;Iean  spirit  tormented  him  I 

TAIN  MAN,  running  forward. 

aeech  thee,  look  upon  my  son. 

only  child  ;  a  lunatic, 

rexed  ;  for  oftentimes  he  falleth 


Into  the  fire  and  oft  into  the  water. 
Wherever  the  dumb  spirit  taketh  him 
He  teareth  him.    He  gnasheth  with  his 

teeth. 
And  pines  away.     I  spoke  to  thy  disciples 
That  they  should  oast  him  ou^  and  thej 

could  not. 

CHBI8TUB. 

O  faithless  generation  and  perverse  I 
How  long  shall  I  be  with  you,  and  suffer 

you  ? 
Bring  thy  son  hither. 

BT8TANDEB8. 

How  the  unclean  spirit 
Seizes  the  boy,  and  tortures  him  with  pain  I 
He  falleth  to  the  ground  and  waUows, 

foaming  I 
He  cannot  live. 

CHRISTUS. 

How  long  is  it  ago 
Since  this  came  unto  him  ? 

THS  FATHER. 

Even  of  a  child. 
Oh,  have  compassion  on  us,  Lord,  and  help 

us. 
If  thou  canst  help  us. 

CHRISTUS. 

If  thou  canst  believe. 
For  unto  him  that  verily  believeth. 
All  things  are  possible. 

THB    FATHER. 

Lord,  I  believe  I 
Help  thou  mine  unbelief  I 

CHRISTUS. 

Dumb  and  deaf  spirit, 
Come  out  of  him,  I  charge  thee,  and  no 

more 
Enter  thou  into  him  I 

The  boy  utters  a  loud  cry  qf  pain^  and  then  lies 

still. 

BTSTAKDERS. 

How  motionless 
He  lieth  there.     No  life  is  left  in  him. 
His  eyes  are  like  a  blind  man's,  that  see  not. 
The  boy  is  dead  I 


OTHERS. 

Behold  1 


iter  stoops, 
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Ami  Ukes  him  by  the  hAiul,  luid  LifU  him 

up. 
lie  is  nut  iie»il. 

lUiiCIPLEM. 

Jiut  uiie  wiini  from  those  lips. 
Bat   one   touch   uf   tliut   haml,  and   he   is 

hcalfil ! 
Ah,  why  cuulil  w«*  uot  ilo  it  ? 

TIIK    KATIirH. 

Mv  poor  child ! 
Now  thou  art   mine  again.      u\e   unclean 

spirit 
Shall  neviT  imirr  tonut*nt  thee  !     Ixiuk  at 

lut* ! 
Speak  unto  ini' !     Say  that   thou   knowcat 

nie ! 

I>l!tf'll'Lr.i4  to  riiHlHTt't,  tiriHtrting. 

GinmI  Maiitfr,  t«*ll  us,  for  wlmt  rcajuiu  was  it 
We  could  not  ca«t  him  out  ? 

tlllUSTl  !4. 

Ui*i.MU!iv  of  your  unbelief  ! 


vm 

TIIK   Yol\».    kn  MR 

t'llltloTI't. 

Two  men  went  up  into  tlu*  tfrnplt*  to  pray. 
Th(*  «ine  wa«i  :i  vIf-ri^ht«MiUH  I'liariM^*, 
I1ie  «itht*r  u  l*ulilii\'kii.     Ami  thi'  l*li:in  ■•*«« 
StotMl  and  pni\tMi  tliui  within  hiuiM-lf  !     O 

<mm1, 
I  th.ink  th«'«*  I  iini  not  a<  i  it  her  men, 
KitortitiiifTH,  iinjii-t,  :idiilti'nT«, 
Or  I'vni  :i«  thi^  I'lililioan.     I  f»«t 
Twiff  in  the  ui'i'k.  and  :i1hii  I  ^!%«»  tithes 
Of  all  tluit  I  |MiH^i M,^  \     'I'hi*  I'ulilicnn, 
Ntaiiiliii;:  :if;ir  nfT,  wiMild  not  lift  to  niurh 
K.\i-n  »•«  li.o  i-^i-H  t<i  lifa\rii,  Imt  i^iiiotr  hiii 

l.r.  i-t. 
N4\  iiij;  .  (iihI  Im-  im-ri-iful  to  iiif  a  ••innrr ! 
I  ti-il  Villi  T;.:it  tlii't  iii.iii  wi  lit  ti>  lii^  Imhim* 
Murt"  jii«t:!iiil  tJi.iii  til."  tiihi-r.      Krrry  one 
lli.it  tl'itli  •  \  il*.   )-.iitioi  if  «h.ill  III*  ,i)ia<i«*il, 
Aiiil    If    !)iit    Ifiii.lili  ill    liiiiiMlf    <»liall    Ih- 

•  nil  I  •I.I  N,  If"     'I.;  ,'|.  ".»»,".  »i 

I.rt  ii«  )•••  i.t  in  r  !     Ili-  i«  U  Ming  «t«ini.'»  ! 
Let  u«  go  li«trii  t4>  tht-in. 


AM  OLO  JKW. 

ChikllM,cMrf 

What  are  ye  dotng  hen  T    Wky  4 

crowd  us  ? 
It  was  iiuch  little  Tanbonds  as 
That  followed   Elisba,   moekia^ 

crying :  "" 

(;o  up,  thou  bald-bciid  I     B«t  Ite  hsi 

the  bean 
Came  out  of  the  wood, 


A  MOTHKB. 


We  brought  them  here,  tWt  !£• 

hill  hands 
On  them,  and  bless  then. 


cnniprrt'i^ 

Suffer  Blllt  cU 
To  come  unto  me,  and  forbid  ibMa  m 
Of   buch  is  the  kingdom  of  hsAwa; 

their  angels 
lAX)k  alwavii  on  my  Fathei^s  laee. 

Taifi  them  ia  kii  armu  amd 

A  Toi*!«a 

Goodlfa 

What  good  thing  skaU  I  d^  tiMl  1 

have 
Ktemal  life  ? 


r 


Why  callest  tbm 
There  i^  none  good  bat 

(;od. 

I  f  thou  wilt  enter  into  life 
Keep  the  commandments. 


Tmxo  Bi- 


WlMkald 


TbMild 


f^oniniit  ailulterr  ;  thou  sbalt 
Tliiiti  nlialt  not  ^tral  ;  thov 

fal<M*  witnrtui  ; 
Honor    thy  father  aad   Ikj 

liiTr 
Thy  neigh Iwr  as  thyself. 


T<K-!i«i  ar 


^ 


All  the^r  thingk  bar**  I  kapL     Wlil  I 
yet  ? 


^ 
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JOHN. 


livine  compassion  in  his  eyes 
looks  upon  this  eager  youth, 
'ed  him  ! 


CHBISTUS. 


Wouldst  thou  perfect  be, 
hast,  and  give  it  to  the  poor, 
ike  up  thy  cross,  and  follow  me, 
lalt   have   thy  treasure  in  the 
ns. 

JOHN. 

sorrowful  he  turns  away  I 

CHRI8TU8. 

)w  hard  it  is  for  them  that  trust 
mter  into  the  kingdom  of  Grod  t 
or  a  camel  to  go  through 
ye,  than  for  the  rich  to  enter 
Q  of  God ! 

JOHN. 

Ah,  who  then  can  be  saved  ? 

CHRI8TU8. 

lis  is  indeed  impossible, 
d  all  things  are  possible  ! 

PETER. 

lave  left  all,  and  followed  thee, 
ive  have  therefor  ? 


CHR1STU8. 


Eternal  life. 


IX 

AT   BETHANY 

/  about  household  affairs, 
g  at  the  ftet  of  Christcs. 


Mart 


MARTHA. 

dly  at  the  Master's  feet, 

;s  not  herself   with  household 

story.     When  a  guest  arrives 
)  all  to  be  with  him  ;  while  I 

drudge,  make  ready  the  g^est- 
lx?r, 

foo<l,  set  everything  in  order, 
;  naught  is  wanting  in  the  house, 
her  love   by   words,  and  I  by 
s. 


MART. 

0  Master  I  when  thou  comest,  it  is  always 
A  Sabbath  in  the  house.    I  cannot  work  ; 

1  must  sit  at  thy  feet ;  must  see  thee,  hear 

thee  I 
I  have  a  feeble,  wayward,  doubting  heart, 
Incapable  of  endurance  or  great  thoughts, 
Striving  for  something  that  it  cannot  reach, 
Baffled  and  disappointed,  wounded,  hungry ; 
And  only  when  I  hear  thee  am  I  happy. 
And  only  when  I  see  thee  am  at  peace  t 
Stronger  than  I,  and  wiser,  and  far  better 
In  every  manner,  is  my  sister  Martha. 
Thou  seeat  how  well  she  orders  everything 
To  make  thee  welcome  ;  how  she  comes 

and  goes. 
Careful    and    cumbered  ever  with  much 

serving. 
While   I  but  welcome    thee  with   foolish 

words  I 
Whene'er    thou    speakest    to    me,    I    am 

happy  ; 
When  thou  art  silent,  I  am  satisfied. 
Thy  presence  is  enough.     I  ask  no  more. 
Only  to  be  with  thee,  only  to  see  thee, 
SufiBceth  me.    My  heart  is  then  at  rest. 
I  wonder  I  am  worthy  of  so  much. 

BIARTHA. 

Lord,  dost  thou  care  not  that  my  sister 

Mary 
Hath  left  me  thus  to  wait  on  thee  alone  ? 
I  pray  thee,  bid  her  help  me. 

CHRISTUS. 

Martha,  Martha» 
Careful  and  troubled  about  many  things 
Art  thou,  and  yet  one  thing  alone  is  need- 
ful ! 
Thy   sister  Mary  hath  chosen  that  good 

part. 
Which  never  shall  be  taken  away  from  her  I 


BORN    BLIND 


A  JEW. 


Who  is  this  beggar  blinking  in  the  sun  ? 
Is  it  not  he  who  used  to  sit  and  beg 
By  the  Gate  Beautiful  ? 


R. 


same. 
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A    TlllKlk. 


t 


It  ift  not  he,  but  like  him,  for  that  tM*fff»ar 
Waa  blinii  from  birth.     It  cannot  be  tho 


same. 


Yea,  I  ain  he. 


THR  RRflOAIL 


A  JKW. 


IIow  have  thine  ejes  been  opened  ? 

Tin:   lll'<i(iAR. 

A  man  that  is  cilli'd  Jt-.tii:*  mode  a  olaT 
And  put  it  <hi  mine  e}e4,  and  luiid  to  nic  : 
Go  to  ^iluam'H  I'cmiI  ami  wxNh  thvM'lf. 
I   went  and  wuxihed,   and   I    received   my 
si^ht. 


A  JBW. 

IIow  ean  a  man  that 
Such  mtraclea  ? 

ruAi 

What  deal  ikam  mj  d 
That  hath  iMtoccd  Ihj  ai^  ? 

THE    BBIMlAm. 

Ikbaba 

A  JBW. 

Thin  ia  a  wonderful  fttorr,  b«l  m 
A  beffgarV  firtion.  He  waa  sal 
And  never  haa  been  blind  I 


A   JKW. 


When;  i»  He? 


TtIK    nKflOAR. 

I  know  nut. 

riiAKii^r.FJt. 

Wh»t  in  thin  cmwd 
Gathered  ab<nit  a  bt'f^y^nr  ?    What  haa  hii|t- 
|M'n4><I  ? 

A  jrw. 

Here  iH  A  man  who  bath  tiren  blind  fmni 

birth. 
And  now  hf«  M>eii.     He  savH  a  man  called 

•  I«*<4I14 

Hath  healed  him. 

riiAHHrr^. 


0TB 


H 


Ask  them. 


PRABII 

Is  this  voar  aoa  T 


TUB  rA 


Wo  know  this  u  oar 


Waaht 


He 


ma  rA 

bom  blind. 


rHAi 
Then  bow  doCh  ha 

THK  rABUrra,  mmd^. 


AkGimI  liveth,  thf*  NaxaTf'ne  I     What  answer  kliall  we  nakaf 
How  was  thiA  floiu*  ?  ft'»!« 

Tiir.  ariiiiAK. 

lUbb 
L'|Miii    mint*    even  ;    I    washed,   and    imw    1 


Urn 


'••• 


|-||\IU'*l  IJI. 
Whrii  ilid  iir  ()^^    ' 


It  wxH  tlie  lMiri»t,  we  shall  he 
Out  of  the  Sviiapyipic  I     Wa 
l»«»ni, 
IUbU.iii.  hepntrUv     -n,i^   i,  „„,  Hon.  and   ihBt    ht 

blind  ; 
Hilt  by  w  h.it  mran«  ha  aeelh.  «a 
Or  who   liiH   r>r%   hath 

not. 
lie  i«  of  iii;e  ;  auk  him  ;  we 
He  ithall  ii|i«-ak  forliinMelf. 


tiir.    iii>.ii%R. 

K.ii<;-<:ii,  \f«tenbiv. 

III  iiii*i  r*. 


Tlif*  S^kbbnth  •ill       Tl.i^  iii.iii  li  Milt  of  (i'mI      We   know  the 
hr«-aii«r  be  krf|iflh  Uft   the  >iibluth  d*}  !  nittUer  ! 


GiveOedthtpi 
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THE   BEOOAR. 

letber  He  be  a  sinner,  I  know  not ; 

e  thing  I  know;  that  whereas  I   was 

blind, 
low  do  see. 


PHARTSBB8. 


How  opened  be  thine  eyes  ? 
hat  did  he  do  ? 


THE  BEOOAR. 

I  have  already  told  you. 
)  did  not    hear  :    why   would   ye  hear 

again  ? 
ill  ye  be  his  disciples  ? 

PHARISEES. 

God  of  Moses  I 
e  we  demoniacs,  are  we  halt  or  blind, 
palsy-stricken,  or  lepers,  or  the  like. 
It  we  should   join    the   Synagogue  of 

Satan, 
d  follow  jugglers?    Thou  art  his  dis- 
ciple, 
t  we  are  disciples  of  Moses  ;  and   we 

know 
%i  God  spake   unto    Moses  ;   but  this 

fellow, 
)  know  not  whence  he  is  ! 

THE  BEOOAR. 

Why,  herein  is 
marrellous  thing  I     Ye  know  not  whence 

He  is, 
t  He  hath  opened  mine  eyes  I  We  know 

that  God 
areth  not  sinners  ;  but  if  any  man 
eth  Grod's  will,  and  is  his  worshipper, 
m  doth  He  hear.     Oh,  since  the  world 

beg^ 
was    not    heard    that    any    man  hath 
opened 
te  eyes  of  one  that  was  bom  blind.     If 

He 
•re  not  of  God,  surely  He  could  do  no- 
thing I 

PHARISEES. 

lou,  who  wast  altogether  bom  in  sins 
td  in  iniquities,  dost  thou  teach  us  ? 
ray  with  thee  out  of  the  holy  places, 
ou  reprobate,  thou  beggar,  thou   blas- 
phemer 1 

The  Beooar  is  cast  out. 


XI 


SIMON   MAGUS  AND    HELEN  OF  TYRE 

On  the  housetop  at  Endor.    Night.    A  lighted 
lantern  on  a  table. 

BDfOK. 

Swift  are  the  blessed  Immortals  to  the 

mortal 
That  perseveres !     So  doth  it  stand  re- 
corded 
In  the  divine  Cbaldsean  Oracles 
Of  Zoroaster,  once  Ezekiel's  slave. 
Who  in  his  native  East  betook  himself 
To  lonely  meditation,  and  the  writing 
On  the  dried  skins  of  oxen  the  Twelve 

Books 
Of  the  Avesta  and  the  Oracles  I 
Therefore  I  persevere  ;  and  I  have  brought 

thee 
From  the  great  city  of  Tyre,  where  men 

deride 
The  things  they  comprehend  not,  to  this 

plain 
Of  Esdraelon,  in  the  Hebrew  tongue 
Called  Armageddon,  and  this  town  of  Endor, 
Where  men  believe  ;  where  all  the  air  is  fuU 
Of  marvellous  traditions,  and  the  Enchan- 
tress 
That  summoned  up  the  ghost  of  Samuel 
Is  still  remembered.    Thou  hast  seen  the 

land ; 
Is  it  not  fair  to  look  on  ? 


HELEN. 


Yet  not  so  fair  as  Tyre. 


It  is  fair, 


SIMON. 

Is  not  Mount  Tabor 
As  beautiful  as  Carmel  by  the  Sea  ? 

HELEN. 

It  is  too  silent  and  too  solitary  ; 

I  miss  the  tumult  of  the  streets  ;  the  sounds 

Of  traffic,  and  the  goin^  to  and  fro 

Of  people   in   gay  attire,  with   cloaks   of 

purple, 
And  gold  and  silver  jewelry  I 

SIMON. 

Inventions 
Of  Ahriman,  the  spirit  of  the  dark. 
The  Evil  Spirit  t 
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Hr.l.KN. 

I  Tvf^t  the  pMUiip 
Of  f  ripndn  And  nrighbun  at  the  open  door 
On  suiuuicr  nigbtit. 

MMON. 

An  idle  waste  of  time. 

nKLFN. 

Fhc  singing  and  tlu*  d^ncini;,  the  delight 
<  >f  niUHio  and  uf  motion.     \Vim*  Lh  ni«*. 
Tu  givr  up  nil  these  pleaAure»,  and  to  lead 
The  life  we  Ivad  t 

Thou  iMn<it  not  raise  thvself 
I'p  to  the  IfTrl  of  my  higher  thought. 
And  thiHigh  iM>!iSi>!i.4ing  th«'e,  I  »till  n'uiain 
A|»art  fmm  tlicr,  and  with  thee,  am  alone 
In  wy  high  dreams. 

11  r  I.I  N. 

Happier  was  I  in  Tyre. 
Oh,  I  n-ni«'mlKT  how  the  gallant  nhipH 
(*:iiii«*  s:iilitig  ill.  witli  iv«iry,  g«dd,  ami  nilvrr. 
And  :i|N-ii  and  |i«*u(.'tK<kA  ;  and   the  singing 

Kiiliir^, 
And   tilt*    g:iy    raptain.4    with    their   silken 

Smelling  itf  al(M>H,  myrrli,  an<l  einnamim  ! 

Rut  th**  iliditin«)r,  Helen  !    I^'t  the  shifM 
Of  T;«r>hi<.h  huwl  fur  tliul  ! 

IIKI.IN. 

Ami  wh:it  dishonor? 
K«*iiii'ni)M*r  K:ih:ih.  ami  how  t»hc  U'euuH* 
I'lif  .iMi'i-!«tri-«H  nf  th<*  ^n-at  IV'tliiiiHt  Uiivid  : 
\Mii  iAh«'r«-f>-r*'  ohoiild  trnt  1,  Helen  t>f  T}n*, 
Attain  Itke  huiiur  '.' 

Thiiii  art  Hi'len  i»f  T>n». 
Villi  )i.i<(   U'i-ii    Hrli'ii    of     Iriii,  auil    ha^t 

}••  •  n  K.ili.ilit 

I'll*-  *^ii f  ^ti*  la,  .tiul  .^- mi  nil  111, 

\iiii  "^.ir  I  «>f  ^«  \»  II  )i'i-)<  liiil^.  :iii<l  .Ii'/i'Ih  I, 
Ami  iit*i<  r    uiiii.i  II  iif    t'.>    W*'  nlliiri'iiit-iil'*  : 
Aii'i   }\"\\  t)i'>:i  .If.    M.i.>  r\.t,  the  tir^t  .^Um, 
The  .\l.t!..r  ..f  Aii^.  ;■.' 

Ill  I  I  N 

And  (he  eotirulniM- 
Of  NiDiiifi  thr  Mai;:i-ian  I     In  it  htitior 


For  ono  who  has  b«cn  all 
To  tramp  about  the  dirtT  TiHipi 
And  cities  of  Samaria  with  a  ' 
A  charmer  of  serpents  ? 

nMoy. 

Hewko 

Knows    all    thioffs    m 

ebarmcd  thee. 
Thou  lieautiful  asp  :  yet  aa  I  ■• 
1  am  the  Power  of  God«  aad  tW 

0(Mi ! 
I  am  the  IVmurlete,  the  Comlortw ! 


KU.BSf. 

niu»iuns  !  Tliou  deceiver,  « 
Tlu>u  dtist  iisiirn  the  titles  of 
Thou  art  not  what  thoa  sa; 

SISC09I. 

Then  feel  my  power. 

■BLBII. 

Would  I  baa  m'< 
iif  lookt  fil  Arr.  and  $kt  «•■&•  tale 


hi 
1 


1 


•rbftl 


SI  soar. 

Cfo.  •UM*  it  in  thy  drsaoss*  fair 
Aiul  lea%-e  me  unto  winr,  if  thej  be 
Tliat  take  mich  shapes  bef 

them  ; 
TlirM*  e (Table  ami  ineffable  im 
Of  the  my^terioUA  world,  that 
Frtun  the  elements  of  Kiiv 

Water, 
.\fid  the  iill-niMiri*«hin|r  Rther !  It  is 
Ii«M»k  not  on  N»tiirr,  tor  her 
Yet    tltert*   arr  Principles,  thai 

|ian-nt 
The  image-  of  unapparrnt  thi 
Ami  tlie  iiiiprpAsion  of 
And  vi^ioiii  miMt  divine  s 
So   ii|M*.ik    tin*    Oracles ; 

f.*t.il  ? 
I    take    thi«    orange-boagh.  with 

lr.-t\i-S 

Kjirh  et|uidiHtant  tm  thr  upright 
Ami  I  pnijrrt  thrm  on  a  plane  ' 
III  the  rin-iimfrrrnrr  of  a 
AlNiiit  a  erntrr  nbrrr  the 
And  e.-«rh  !»liU  niuidtMaot  f 
An  if  a  thn'Ad  of 
lK»wn  from  rarb  leaf, 
piu. 
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m  these  five  points  a  line  be 

d 

;mate  point,  we  shall  obtain 

ram,  or  Solomon's  Pentangle, 

ainst  all  witchcraft,  and  a  sign, 

le  banner  of  Antiochus 

:  the  fierce    barbarians  of   the 

teemed,  and   gave   the   Syrian 

name  of  Soter,  or  of  Savior, 
ire    works     mysteriously    with 

the   Eternal   One,  as   from   a 
•e, 
proceed,  in  fire,  air,  earth,  and 

P, 

-e    subject  to  one   law,  which 

en 

ingle  point,  is  broken  in  all ; 

h  in,  and  chaos  comes  again. 

I  compel  the  stubborn  spirits, 
.  the  treasures,  hid  in  caverns 

,  by  Uzzi  the  High-Priest, 
1  holy  vessels,  to  reveal 
t  unto  me,  and  to  restore 
ous  things  to  the  Samaritans, 
sing  from  the  plain  below  me, 
ok,  the  vapors  shape  themselves 
3  figures,  as  if  unawares 
breathed  the  Tetragrammaton, 
their  graves,  o'er  all  the  battle- 

ddon,  the  long-buried  captains 
i,  with  their  thousands,  and  ten 
iands, 

together  to  renew  their  wars, 
Lnd  weaponless,  and  without  a 
il 
en,  from  thy  sleep  I     The  air 

s  cold  ; 
own. 

HELEN,  awaking. 
Oh,  would  I  were  at  home  ! 

SIMON. 

:  that  I  usurp  another's  titles, 
iaw  the  Wise  Men  of  the  East, 
rid  Pangalath  and  Saracen, 
ved  the   bright  star,  but  home 
•ned 
Ilerod  by  another  way. 


Oh  shining  worlds  above  me  I  in  what  deep 

Recesses  of  your  realms  of  mystery 

Lies  hidden  now  that  star  ?  and  where  are 

they 
That  brought  the  gifts  of  frankincense  and 

myrrh? 

HELEN. 

The  Nazarene  still  liveth. 

SIMON. 

We  have  heard 
His  name   in  many  towns,  but  have  not 

seen  Him. 
He  Hits  before  us  ;  tarries  not ;  is  g^ne 
When  we  approach,  like  something  unsub- 
stantial. 
Made  of  the  air,  and  fading  into  air. 
He  is  at  Nazareth,  He  is  at  Nain, 
Or  at  the  Lovely  Village  on  the  Lake, 
Or  sailing  on  its  waters. 

HELEN. 

So  say  those 
Who  do  not  wish  to  find  Him. 

SIMON. 

Can  this  be 
The  King  of  Israel,  whom  the  Wise  Men 

worshipped  ? 
Or  does  He  fear  to  meet  me  ?    It  would 

seem  so. 
We  should  soon  learn  which  of  us  twain 

usurps 
The  titles  of  the  other,  as  thou  sayest. 

They  go  down. 


THE  THIRD   PASSOVER 

I 

THE  ENTRY   INTO  JERUSALEM 

The  Stro  -  Phqenkhan  Woman  and   her 
Daughter  on  the  housetop  at  Jenutdem, 

THE  DAUGHTER,  fin^ttl^. 

Bund  Bartimeus  at  the  gates 

Of  Jericho  in  darkness  waits  ; 

He  hears  the  crowd  ;  —  he  hears  a  breath 

Say,  It  is  Christ  of  Nazareth  I 

And  calls,  in  tones  of  agony, 

*Ii7(rov,  4K4'ri<r6v  fi*  ! 

The  thronging  multitudes  increase  : 
Blind  Bartimeus,  hold  thy  peace  I 
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But  still,  aiNivt*  till*  iioi.\v  oruwd. 
The  licf^pir**  iTV  is  »lirill  mid  Umd  ; 
Until  tiu-v  sav,  Hi*  r:iU«*th  thee  ! 

Thtiu  taitli  tlu'  Chrwt,  oa  silcut  staiuU 
Th«*  cmwti,  Wliat  wilt  thuu  nt  luv  lii&udft  ? 
AihI  Ii«*  rt*|ilif^,  Oil,  pre  inv  ligbt  ! 
Kabbi,  rfftture  tlu*  blind  iiian*ii  higbt  t 
And  Josuft  uiitwcrt,  *Tva7«  * 
'H  vi'^Tii  cov  aiemmi  09  ! 

Yc  that  have  cveA,  vet  cannot  mm*. 
In  darkm*s»  and  in  oiiMTy, 
Recall  tbtiM.*  iiiijfhty  vuicvd  tbrev, 

TiiK  Mtiriir.H. 

Thy  faith  hatli  luived  tbee  !     Ah,  how  true 

that  i^  ! 
Fur  I   Lid  f;Ailb ;    and  when  the    Ma^tter 

I'uiiie 
Intel  tbf  riia«t^  uf  Tvn*  and  Sidun,  tlefinj; 
Kruui  tlu»^«-  hUu  Miii;;ht  tu  hlay  lliiu,  I  went 

ftirth 
And  criiHl  unto  Iliiu,  &ayiu^  :  Have  mercy 

on  tiic, 

0  I^nl,   tlKHi    Son  of    Pavid !     for    niy 

d;iu;;bt4'r 
Ik  pricviiii»ly  tonni'iitcd  with  a  devil. 
Hut  lie  iiaftM'd  €»n,  ami  iinnwcnMl  itut  a  wiird. 
And  liiH  dL<M*i]kli'«  fciid.  U-M'i-rliin};  Him  : 
N-nd  Ikt  awu;^  !     Sh«*  crii-th  after  u<»  * 
And  then  the  MoAter  an»%»en*«l  the  in  and 

icftid  : 

1  am  niit  M*nt  but  niito  the  Itint  mIkh*!* 

Of  the   IliiUM*    I  if    Knurl  !      Then   1   wur- 

ikhi|i|M>ii  llini. 
fc>ayin(* :     l«4inl,   liel|i   ui«  \     And    He   an- 

iwen-d  iiie, 
It  M  iitit  iiiii-t  t«i  lake  the  child n*n*!i  bn-ail 
Ami  ('.!.'•(  It  until  •!•>;;'«  *   Truth.  I^ml,  I  ^lid  ; 
Alnl     \t-t     tlie     •!•■''*  iiiiiV     t';4t    the    rruiub'* 

\«  liSi  fi   I  ill 

Kruin    iitT    th<  w    iii:i<*iiT\    table  ;  and    !!«' 

till  IM  •!, 

AluI    :iii<Mt:i.l    iiii-  ;  and    Miid    \**    liie  :   t) 

Mnlli.lli. 

(•i^-.il  i«  ll.-<   f.iilli  :  tbi-n  In*  it  until  thee 
l.vt'ii   A-*    tli>i>i    Wilt       Ami    tri'Ui   that  \erv 

J..-..r 
llu»u   MA^t    iii.uli*    Hbule,   111)     d.irllli;; !   liiV 

di'ii^bt  I 


TUB  DACOI 

There  came  upon  mj  dark  %aA  tM 

mind 
A  calm,  aa  when  the  tamali  of  tht  dl 
Suddenly  ceases,  and  I  lie  aad  kmr 
The  silver  trumpeU  of  Um  Tcaplt  W 
Their  welcoiuc  to  tbe  SahhalL      S 

wonder. 
That  one  who  wag  eo  far  awaj  fioB  1 


And  could  not  sec  me,  by  kislkoafte 
Had  power  to  heal  nc.  Ob  Ikailcoi 
Him! 

THE  nvftwaau 

Perhaps  thou    wilt ;  for    I   baio  b 

thee  here 
To  keep  the  holy  Pusover,  aad  lay 
lliiue  offerin|(  of  thanks^via^oa 
Thou    may  St    both    sec    aad 

Hark! 

voirEB  q/Ssr  ^. 
Huaannal 


tbra^lhi 


THE  DAUO 

A  crowd  comn  pouriag 

gate! 
O  mother,  look ! 

voicBa  I  a  tU 

HoMBBatotbete 
Of  David! 

THE  DAroMTB^ 

A  icTsal  Buihigadtifi 
FilU  all  the  street ;  aad  ridiagp  aa  M 
r<>ines  one  of  noble  aspect,  kbe  a  k«| 
The  iMNiplc  spread  tbeir  gaiaeato  1 

war. 
And  si-atter  brancbea  uf  tbt 


vtiu 


N  He  that   Cometh   in  tbt 

I^.nl  ! 
Hosaiiua  in  the  ki|;best  ! 


(H'HCa  VkM 


volt- 1 
Je»U9  of  Nuiarrth ! 


WbaisU 


TNr  KitAI'Ol 

y  iicbar.  il  ii  Bt 
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VOICES. 

Lazarus  of  Bethany 
ire,  and  raised  him  from  the 

i  liighest  I 

PBAUISEES. 

Ye  perceive 
we    prevail.      Behold,   the 

3r  him  ! 

THE  DAUGHTER. 

What  majesty, 
s  in  that  care-worn  counte- 
ss, what  compassion  I     I  no 
le  hath  healed  me  I 


VOICES. 


he  highest ! 

PBAKISEES. 

llowers ! 


Peace  in  heaven. 


Rabbi  t  Rabbi  I 


CHRISTUS. 

Should  they  hold  their  peace 
les   beneath    us   would    cry 


rHE  DAUGHTER. 

1  by  me  like  a  dream  of  won- 
n  Him,  and  have  heard  his 
ified  I     I  ask  no  more  I 


II 


.OMON'S   PORCH 

ILIEL    THE    SCRIBE. 

a  Simeon,  upon  whom  be 
se  Schools,  he  boasted  that 
)  word  that  he  could  call  his 
nd    always  had  been  conse- 


To  the  transcribing  of  the  Law  and  Pro- 
phets. 
He  used  to  say,  and  never  tired  of  saying*. 
The  world  itself  was  built  upon  the  Law. 
And  ancient  Hillel  said,  that  whosoever 
Gains  a  good  name,  gains  something  for 

himself, 
But  he  who  gains  a  knowledge  of  the  Law 
Grains  everlasting  life.    And  they    spake 

truly. 
Great  is  the  Written  Law  ;  but  greater  still 
The    Unwritten,    the     Traditions   of  the 

Elders, 
The  lovely  words  of  Levites,  spoken  first 
To  Moses  on  the  Mount,  and  handed  down 
From  mouth  to  mouth,  in  one  unbroken 

sound 
And  sequence  of  divine  authority. 
The  voice  of  God  resounding  through  the 
ages. 

The  Written  Law  is  water  ;  the  Unwritten 
Is  precious  wine  ;  the  Written  Law  is  salt, 
The  Unwritten  costly  spice ;  the  Written 

Law 
Is  but  the  body  ;  the  Unwritten,  the  sool 
That  quickens  it  and  makes  it  breathe  and 

live. 
I  can  remember,  many  years  ag^, 
A  little  bright-eyed  school-boy,  a   mere 

stripling. 
Son  of  a  Galilean  carpenter. 
From  Nazareth,  I  think,  who  came  one  day 
And  sat  here  in  the  Temple  with  the  Scribes, 
Hearing  us  speak,  and  asking  many  ques-^ 

tions. 
And  we  were  all  astonished  at  his  quickness. 
And  when  his  mother  came,  and  said  :  Be* 

hold 
Thy  father  and  I  have  sought  thee,  sorrow- 

He  looked  as  one  astonished,  and  made  an- 
swer. 
How  is  it  that  ye  sought  me  ?  Wist  ye  not 
That  I  must  be   about  my  Father's  busi-^ 

ness? 
Often  since  then  I  see  him  here  among  us. 
Or  dream  I  see  him,  with  his  upraised  face 
Intent  and  eager,  and  I  often  wonder 
Unto    what   manner   of  manhood  he   hath 

grown ! 
Perhaps  a  poor  mechanic,  like  his  father. 
Lost  in  his  little  Galilean  village 
And  toiling  at  his  craft,  to  die  unknown 
And  be  no  more  remembezed  among  men. 
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C-|IHll«TrR  III  rA/  outrr  court,  OAMAUBL. 

Till*  StiIn's  and    I'hariM.'ea  sit  in  Mows*  Thin  brawler  U  no  Jew,  <—  be  i»  a  v 

M'at  ;  Saujariuu,  and  bath  an 
All,  then* fort',  whatMirvrr   they  cumniaiid  ; 


vuu, 


CM 


OlMcrvv   ami   d<»  ;  but    fulluw     not    thfir     Woe  unto  voii,  re  Scri 


wtirk;* ; 


Ye  hyp«M:riteM  !  ye 


lliry  Miy  and  dti  n«it.     Thry   bind    heavy  ;  Tu  make  one  proaelyte,  and  wbn  bt 


biird«'n.H 
And  viTv  ^rii*viMi4  tu   be    borne,  and  lay 

thiMii 
I'pon  iiienV  !»huuldcr!«.  but  they  move  them 

not 
With  so  uiiu'li  UA  n  tinpT  ! 

f  •  A  M  A  I.I  I  L.  Ivui  tHtf  ftirth. 

Who  \n  thin 
Exhort iuf;  in  the  outer  rourtjt  ato  loudly  ? 

<  IIHHTt  H. 

Ttieir  works  thev  do  for  to  be  M*eu  of  men. 
Thrv   muke  bruutl   their  phylaeteries,  and 

fiiliir^e 
TUv  lionlfn  of   thvir  f^arnients,  an<!  they 

hivf 
The  ii|iiH'rinirit    riMun^  at  feastit,  and   the 

I'hii'f  M*;its 
In     Syii:it;oL:iii-»,    uiid     ^n'rtinpi    in     the 

market «. 
Aiitl  to  \nr  caUed  of  all  mm  Rabbi,  Rabbi  I 

<SAMAI.II  I  . 

It  i4  that  hmd  and  tiirbiilrnt  fi:ilili-:tn, 
lliat  r.iiii«'  l»i*rt*  at  thf  Fra^t  of  I  hM|i«'ation, 
And    snrn-«l    the    pi'tipU*  up  to  break    tlte 
l^iw  ' 


Ye  make  him  twofoM 

hell 
Than  you  youneWea  mn  I 


Cbt 


UAMAUl 

O  BIY  CrtbW^t 

IliUel  of  blewMKl  mcBiorT: 


Woe  nnto  tou,  Te  Scribes 
Ye  hyiHicritet !  for  ye  pay  tkbt  il  i 
i  )f  anise,  and  of  cumia,  aad  Mail 
The  Wfifrhtier  matten  of  tba  law  d 
t)utlgmi*nt   and   faitb  aw 

these 
Ye  ought  to  have  dontt 

the  others  I 


*f» 


()  Rabban  Simeon  !  bow 
Ntir   in   thfir    (pwe   U> 
phemies  I 


Woe  unto  ^  oil,  ve  Scribes 

■  • 

Ye   hv|HH'ntes !   for   ye 

SW(*f't 

Tlie  outside  t»f  the  cap  and  of  tbt  p 

Hut  thev  within  are  full  of  aD  mmm 


flAXAUl 


«*iiKif«Tr«.  I 

Wot  imto  ;iou.  y  N"riU"»  and  I*li;iri<«t>«>s, 

Yr  hv|NN  rttrs  !  for  vr  .hut  up  the  kinirilom     |»„iic„,^   „f  r.od  !  caaal  tbe«  id 
Of  hi'a^fn,  anil  nnthrr  l-o  w  in  voiirx-lvi-s  i.m..'» 

>..r  Mill.r  them  that  an-  .-ntrrinj:  to  pi  in  !     o^  ^n  ih„u  J^^f,  or 


•J» 


•'  «H  \l  II  I 


II..-.*  .:ii;.  rh  thr   |..-..i.l..  ihn.fi^:  ami  li^trn.      W.k*  unto  ton,  re  Scribes 
An  if  hi.  f:l..tl.l   W..I.U  w,  r*-  \»ori!»  of  wis-     Yr  h\|M>.-rit*>%  !'for  ye  arv 
''•■"•  '  T'l  whitrd  «fpiilt*hrrs,  wbi 


hkt 


•  11111*1' « 

\\  im-  iiji*..  \..i|.  ^t  ^,T.\m-*  :iTiil  IMiari«r«-<i, 
\r  li\|M,  r.'i  .  '  f,,r  \i  •|i\.>iir  thf  hoiiM>« 
*  •f    is:'l"n«.  .t:i<i  fi.r  pr^  ti  ii>  •■    \«'  liinki'  loUi; 

Tlirn  tiii*     -!i.i;l    \i-    r- !■•;*•    \}>*   lunf  ■:  tin.      And  an-  tlit-*r  Jews  that 


bicb 

l^-Hutifiil  outwanlU,  bot 
|-'illi*d  full  of  dead  men's 
( li-anuess  ! 


Am  I  awakt'  ?     1%  thi* 


U.it.'ifl 


and  listen  7 
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CHSI8TU8. 

I,  ye  Scribes  and  Pharisees, 
I  because  ye  build  the  tombs 

Old  adorn  the  sepulchres 
men,  and  say  :   If  we  had 

ir  fathers,  we  woidd  not  have 
b  them  in  the  blood  of  Pro- 
esses  unto  yourselves, 
ildren  of  them  that  killed  the 
ts! 

a  the  measure  of  your  fathers. 
>u  Prophets  and  Wise  Men, 
and  some  ye  crucify,  and 

our  Synagogues,  and  perse- 

!ity  ;  that  on  you  may  come 
blood  that  hath  been  shed  on 

od  of  righteous  Abel  to  the 

son  of  Barachias, 

^en  the  Temple  and  the  altar  I 

OAMAIXEL. 

e  my  subtle  dialectician, 
.  of  Tarsus,  the  tent-maker, 
i  sharper  than  his   needle's 

ight  to  foil  this  noisy  wran- 


CHIUSTUS. 

enisalem  !  O  thou 

be  Prophets,  and  that  stonest 

t  unto  thee,  how  often  would  I 
d  together  thy  children,  as  a 

r    chickens  underneath    her 

i  not  I    Behold,  your  house  is 

>latel 

THE  PEOPLE. 

This  is  a  Prophet  I 
rist  that  was  to  come  1 

GAMALIEL. 

Ye  fools  I 
1  Christ  come  out  of  Galilee  ? 


Ill 


LORD,  IS  IT  I? 


One  of  yoa  shall  betray  me. 


Lord,  IB  it  I  ? 


IsitI? 


CHBISTUS. 

One  of  the  Twelve  it  is 
That  dippeth  with  me  in  this  dish  his  hand  { 
He  shall  betray  me.     Lo,  the  Son  of  Man 
Groeth  indeed  as  it  is  written  of  Him  ; 
But  woe  shall  be  unto  that  man  by  whom 
He  is  betrayed  1    Grood  were  it  for  that 

man 
If  he  had  ne'er  been  bom  1 

JUDAS  ISCARIOT. 

Lord,  is  it  I  ? 

GHBUTUB. 

Ay,  thou  hast  said.    And  that  thoa  doesti 
do  quickly. 

JUDAS  UGABIOT,  going  out. 
Ah,  woe  is  me  I 

OHBISTUB. 

All  ye  shall  be  offended 
Because  of  me  this  night ;  for  it  is  written : 
Awake,  O  sword  against  my  shepherd  I 

Smite 
The  shepherd,  saith  the  Lord  of  hosts,  and 

scattered 
Shall  be  the   sheep  I  —  Bnt  after  I  am 

risen 
I  go  before  you  into  Gralilee. 


O  Master  I  though  all  men  shall  be  of- 
fended 
Because  of  thee,  yet  will  not  I  be  I 

CHRI8TU8. 

Simon, 
Behold  how  Satan  hath  desired  to  have  you, 
That  he  may  sift  you  as  one  sif teth  wheat  1 
Whither  I  go  thou  canst  not  follow  me  — 
Not  now  ;  but  thon  shalt  follow  me  here- 
after. 
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Wherefore  can  I  not  follow  thee  ?    I 
To  go  with  thee  to  prbon  and  to  death. 

CHEllTUe. 

Verily  aajr  I  unto  thee,  this  night. 
Ere  the  cock  crow,  thou  ehalt  deny 
thrice  t 


Though  I  ihoold  die,  yet  will  I  not  deny 
thee. 

cunurrvM. 

When  ftnt  I  sent  you   forth  without  a 

purw, 
Or  acrip,  or  shoes,  did  ye  lack  anything  ? 


THB  uiscir 


Under  this  ancient  oliva 
Its  broad  centennial 
Let  us  lie  down  and 


JOHII. 


Whataiv 

That   glim&er  on   Brook 
Delowus? 


It  is  some  marriafe  feast ;  Ika  jeyftil 

I  ens 

I  Go  ottt  to  meet  the 


Not  anything. 

CRKlfrn-S. 

But  he  that  hath  a  pone. 
Now   let   him    take   it,   and   likewise    hiit 

•crip  ; 
AihI  b<*  that  liatli  no  sword,  let  him  gu  lurll 
His  cloChrA  Hiiil  l»uv  one.     That  whirh  listh 

lirrn  Hrittrn 
Mu«it    \**»    iu'riiiii])|ifthr<l     now  :     Hi*    hath 

|M>iiri*4i  (tilt 
Ilis  MHil  fvrii   unto  drsth  ;  he  hath  been 

niiiiibiTrfi 
With  th«»  trmiinf^rewors,  and  himaelf  hath 

borne 
Th^  ftin  uf  luanr,  and  made*  int^iTe*isii»n 
Kur  tb«»  trmnftgrfMurs.     And  here  bare  an 

rnil 

The  tbiu|;i  concrrning  me. 

rrriiR. 

Rrbold,  O  I^onl. 
behold,  here  are  two  iiwords  t 


riiaiim  e. 


IV 


It  is  enough. 


TIIK    fiAKDr.N    I -I    (.1.  Ill>i.M.\NK 

Mr  ipirit  i«  eirt^ihii;*  ••■rr«>wfiil 
Kven    unt<»    liraih  !     'I  .irrr  ye   here 
watcb. 


The  atnigglea  of  this  day  hmw 


Thf$  tUtpm 

CHBUTTS.  faliimg  ea  Au/Iml 

Father  I  all  things  are  pnaahlB  1 
( )h  let  this  cup  pass  froas  me  I 

less 
Not  as  I  will,  but  as  tho«  will,  ht 
Retmnimg  Ce  ikt  Diatiflm, 
What  I  could  ye  not watek  with  mmkim 

hour? 
<  )b  watch  and  pray,  that  ya  ma^  aSkr  irt 
Into  temptation.     For  the  spiiit  ii 
Is  willing,  but  the  flesh  is  wMkI 


I 


It  U  for  sorrow  that  oar  eyea 
I  net*  again  the  glimmer  off  tl 
Among  the  olires  ;  they  art 


Oiitjiide  the  garden  wall  the  path 
Surely  they  come  not  hither. 
T&ry  aUrp  Ofaia. 


t-naifrrt's.  a§  5iffwe. 

o.?ri 

If  this  cup  mar  not  pais  awae  fi 
Kkcrpt  I  ilnnk  cif  it,  thy  will  be 
Kfittrmmg  l«  tkt  Ihaniplm^ 
.Nlfcp  on  ;  and  take  yoar  rest ! 


Julia. 

Belofud 

Alas  f  we  know  not  what  to 
It  i«  fur  fmrrow  that  nor  eyes 
ikihuld,  the  turehea 


f 
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JAMBS. 

3  About  the  g^arden  wall, 

ne  one,  or  for  something  lost. 

Vhey  sleep  again, 

[RiSTUS,  as  b^ore, 

Y  Dot  pass  away  from  me, 
:  of  it,  thy  will  be  done. 
ning  to  the  Disciples. 
Behold,  the  Son  of  Man 
frayed  into  the  hands  of  sin- 

me.     Rise  up,  let  us  be  go- 

all  betray  me  is  at  hand. 

JOHN. 

,  from  his  forehead,  in  the 

ht, 

>f   blood    are  falling  to  the 

! 

PETEB. 

are    these  ?     What    torches 
id  glisten 

ds  and  armor  of  these  men  ? 
mg  them  Judas  Iscariot ! 

vant  of  the  High-Priest  with  his 
sword. 

CHR19TU8. 

3rd  into  its  sheath  ;  for  they 
sword  shall  perish  with  the 

ither  hath  ^ven  me  to  drink, 

ink  it  ?     Think'st  thou  that 

b 

.ther,  and  that  He  shall  g^ve 

elve  legions  of  angels  pres- 

)  CBRISTUS,  kissing  him, 
hail  ! 

CHRISTUS. 

i,  wherefore  art  thou  come  ? 


iIN  OF  THE  TEMPLE. 

Jesus  of  Nazareth. 

CHRISTUS. 

I  am  he. 
ither  as  against  a  thief, 


With   swords   and   staTes   to    take   me? 

When  I  daily 
WsA  with  you  in  the  Temple,  je  itretcbed 

forth 
No  hands  to  take  me  I    Bat  this  is  your 

hour. 
And  this  the  power  of  darkness.     If  ye 

seek 
Me  only,  let  these  others  go  their  way. 

The  DiBcipUs  depart,^  Chrjstus  is  bound  and 
led  away,  ^  A  certain  young  manfoUows  Him, 
having  a  linen  cloth  out  a&nU  his  bodju.  They 
lay  hold  of  Aim,  and  the  young  vmnjieet  from 
them  naked. 


THE  PALACE  OF  CAIAPHAS 

PHARISEES. 

What  do  we?    Clearly  •omething  mart 

we  do. 
For  this  man  worketh  many  miracles. 

OAIAPBAS. 

I  am  informed  that  he  is  a  mechanic  ; 
A  carpenter's  son  ;  a  Galilean  peasant. 
Keeping  disrepatable  company. 

PHABISKBS. 

The  people  say  that  here  in  Bethany 
He  hath  raised  up  a  certain  Lazarus, 
Who  had  been  dead  three  days. 

CAIAPHAS. 

Impossible  I 
There  is  no  resurrection  of  the  dead  ; 
This  Lazarus  should  be  taken,  and  pat  to 

death 
As  an  impostor.     If  this  Galilean 
Would  be  content  to  stay  in  Galilee, 
And  preach  in  couutry  towns,  I  should  not 

heed  him. 
But  when  he  comes  up  to  Jerusalem 
Riding  in  triumph,  as  I  am  informed. 
And  drives  the  money-changers  from  the 

Temple, 
That  is  another  matter. 

PHARISEES. 

If  we  thns 
Let  him  alone,  all  will  believe  on  him, 
And    then    the    Romans  come   and  take 
away 
I  Our  place  and  nation. 
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CAIArUAS. 

Ye  know  nothing  at  nil. 
Simon  Ben  Cnmith,  ny  grvat  predeccMor, 
On  whom   bo    pence  1   would    hare  dealt 

preientljr 
With  such  a  dcmagoffne.     I  shall  no  leit. 
The  man  most  die.     i>o  jre  eonsider  not 
It  is  expedient  that  one  man  should  die, 
Not  the  whole  nation    perish?     What  ia 

death  7 
It  differeth  from  sleep  but  in  duration. 
We  sleep  and  wake  again  ;  an  hour  or  two 
Later  or  earlier,  and  it  matters  not. 
And  if  we  never  wake  it  matters  not ; 
When  we  are  in  our  gravrs  we  are  at  peace, 
Nothing  can  waki*  U4  ur  disturb  us  more. 
There  is  no  resurrection. 

l*HAIUSCKa,  dfllc/^. 

()  most  faithful 
Disciple  of  llircanus  Maccabeus, 
Will  uuttiiiii^  but  cuiiiplete  *nnihiliti^n 
Comfort  and  satisfy  thee  ? 

rAIArHAA. 

While  je  are  talking 
And  pli>tting,  and  contriving  how  to  take 

biiii, 
Fearing  the  peopli*,  and  su  duiug  naught, 
I,  who  frar  nut  the  peuplc,  have  been  act* 

>ng; 
Have  taken  this  IVuphet,  this  roung  Naza- 

rene. 
Who  by  BrtrUebub  the  Prince  «if  devils 
(*iuit<*th  out  devils,  and  doth  raise  the  drad, 
That  might  as  well    be  dead,  and  left  in 

peacr. 
Annas    my    father-in-law   hath    sent    him 

hither. 
I  hear  the  giutnl.     Brhold  your  (lalUean  I 

C'HKl<irt-ii  If  hrxrtaght  in  boumi. 
srKVA.^T.  in  tkf  rrttitmU, 

Why  art  thou  up  ku  Utr.  my  pretty  damsel  ? 

Why  art  thmi  up  mi  rarly,  prrtty  man  ? 
It  IS  iiDt  i-'i  k<<row  \rt,  au«i  art  thou  stir- 
ring  V 

I\'l*4(  briug^  th«-r  hen-  ? 


C<Niie  iMte  and 


tfcy 


Aitthn 

One  of  thk  nuui's  disdplM  T 


el 


Now  anrely  tboo  art 
Thou  art  a  Oi 
Bewmyeth  thee. 


W 


tfcj 


CAlAMIAaie 

Who  art  thou?    Tell 
And  of  thy  doetrinee. 


MM 

plMljef  I 
of  tky  ~ 


I^  I  have  spoken  openly  to  IIm 
I  have  taught  ever  in  the  S; 
And  in  the  Temple,  where 
In  secret  hare  said 

then 
Askest  thou  me  of  Uunt    Aak 

heard  me 
What  I  have  said  to 

know 
What  I  have  nid  ! 

ornrsB,  atnkim$  Ai'ss. 

What,  fellow  I 
The  High-Priest  so  ? 


If  I 

Hear  witness  of  the  eTil ; 
Why  smitest  then  me  ? 


teiff 


mieteMllw 


I^t  them  say  what  they 


THE  TWO  Wi 


W, 

I  will  destroy  this  Temple 
And  will  within  three anys 
Made  without  hands. 


i>«^«ri 
\\\»Ai  bnugs  the  rest  of  you  ?     And 
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CAIAPBA8. 

Dost  thou  answer  nothing  ? 
this  thing  they  witness  here  against 
lee? 

8CBIBB8  aiuf  PHABISXBB. 

9  his  peace. 

OAIAPHAS. 

Tell  OS,  art  thoa  the  Christ  ? 
are  thee  by  the  living  God, 
art  thou  indeed  the  Christ  ? 

CHRI8TU8. 

I  am. 
ir  shall  ye  see  the  Son  of  Man 
le  right  hand  of  the  power  of  God, 
36  in  clouds  of  heaven  I 

CAiAPHASt  rending  his  clothes. 

It  is  enoagh. 
8|ftken  blasphemy  I  What  further 
eed 

i  of  witnesses  ?  Now  ye  have  heard 
iphemy.  What  think  ye?  Is  he 
uilty  ? 

SCRIBES  and  phariskbs. 
f  death  I 

or  MALCHUS  to  PETER,  til  the  vesttbule. 

Surely  I  know  thy  face, 
t  see  thee  in  the  garden  with  him  ? 

PETER. 

ildst  thou  see  me  ?     I  swear  unto 

lee 

know  this  man  of  whom  ye  speak  ! 

Hie  cock  crows, 
the  cock  crows !     That  sorrowful, 
ale  face 

r  me  in  the  crowd,  and  looks  at  me, 
i  would  remind  me  of  those  words  : 
cock  crow  thou   shalt  deny  me 
irice  I 

\Dteping,    Christus  is  blindfolded  and 
btiffeted. 

rFiCER,  striking  him  with  his  palm. 

y    unto      us,    thou      Christ,    thou 

'rophet  I 

it  smote  thee  ? 

CAIAPHAS. 

Lead  him  unto  Pilate  I 


VI 


PONTIUS  PILATE 

Wholly  incomprehensible  to  me, 

y ainglorioos,  obstinate,  and  given  np 

To  unintelligible  old  traditions, 

And  proud,  and  self-eonoeited  are  thaee 

Jews  I 
Not  long  ago,  I  marched  the  legions  down 
From  Cssarea  to  their  winter-quarters 
Here  in  Jerusalem,  with  the  e£Bgie8 
Of  CsBsar  on  their  ensigns,  and  a  tnmidt 
Aro«>  among  these  /ews,  becuM  their 

Law 
Forbids  the  making  of  all  images  I 
They  threw  themselves  upon  the  groond 

with  wild 
Expostulations,    bared    their    necks,    and 

cried 
That  they  would  sooner  die  than  have  their 

Law 
Infringed  in  any  manner  ;  as  if  Nnma 
Were  not  as  great  as  Moses,  and  the  Laws 
Of  the  Twelve  Tables  as  their  Pentateuch  I 

And  then,  again,  when  I  desired  to  span 
Their  valley  with  an  aqueduct,  and  bring 
A  rushing  river  in  to  wash  the  oibr 
And  its  inhabitants,  —  they  all  rebelled 
As  if  they  had  been  herds  of  unwashed 

swine  ! 
Thousands    and    thousands   of  them   got 

together 
And  raised  so  g^at  a  clamor  round  my 

doors. 
That,  fearing  violent  outbreak,  I  desisted. 
And  left  them  to  their  wallowing  in  the 

mire. 

And  now  here  comes  the  reverend  Sanhe- 
drim 
Of  lawyers,  priests,  and  Scribes  and  Phari- 

sees. 
Like  old  and  toothless  mastiffs,  that  can 

bark 
But  cannot  bite,  howling  their  accusations 
Against    a    mild    enthusiast,   who    hath 

preached 
I  know  not  what  new  doctrine,  being  Kine 
Of  some  vag^e  kingdom  in  the  other  worlo^ 
That  hath  no  more  to  do  with  Rome  and 
C»sar 
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Than   I    have  with    the    petrUrch   Ahi*- 

hani ! 
Finding  thin  noan  to  be  a  Galilean 
I  lent  him  itrai)(lit  to  Herod,  and  I  hope 
That  in  the  lant  o(  it  ;  hut  if  it  he  not, 
I  itill  have  power  to  partlon  and  release 

him, 
As  it  the  ruston  at  the  PaMover, 
And  so  accommodate  the  matter  imoothly, 
8eemiii|(  to  vi«*Id  to  them,  yet  saving  him  ; 
A  prudent  ami  tagaciuds  |M>licv 
For  lioman  (toveruurt  in  the  rrovineea. 

Incomprehensible,  fanatic  people ! 

Ye  have  a  (lud,  who  teemeth  like  yonr- 

selvci 
Incomprehensible,  dwelling  apart. 
Majestic,  cluml  >  encompaAsea,   clothed   in 

ilarkm*<«!t ! 
One  whom  ye  fear,  but  love  not  ;  jet  ye 

have 
No  ('■(Mldtf^s«■!l  to  soften  vour  stem  livesi. 
And  make  vou  tender  unto  human  weak- 

neM, 
While    we    uf    Home     have    everywhere 

artiiiiMl  us 
Our  amiable  divtnitieii,  that  haunt 
The  woud lauds,  and  the   waters,  and   fre- 

qui-nt 
Our     huiiseholdfl,   with    their    gweet    and 

gnu'iiMis  preseiHt*  ! 
I  will  go   ill,  and    while   these  Jewa  are 

wrangling. 
Read  mj  Ovidius  on  the  Art  of  Love. 


VII 
BAKAtiliAS   IN    TKISON 

nAHAhNAfi,  r>  Ail/r/i'uar-|rrtsc>f»m. 

Harabliaii  i^  mv  name, 
Iiiirabb:iii,  th*-  Siiii  iif  >lianie, 

I«  t)if  nir;iiiiiig  1  «ii|t]M»M*  ; 
I'm  llii  In  ttiT  tli:in  tlif  lH-«t, 
Anil  vibftlit-r  wur-e  thaiti  IIm*  rest 

Of  iii\  frllitw-itifn,  «iliit  knuws? 

I  was  (inrr.  til  ^ny  it  in  brief, 
A  higb«avin:iii.  M  pibUTH-hief, 

In  the  i»|M  n  light  I'f  iliiy. 
5ni  much  1  am  f  n***  t(»  cnufesa  ; 
liut  all  nirn,  nuirr  nr  lf*»% 

Arr  rublMT*  in  thnr  waj. 


From  my  caveiw  ib  Um 
From  my  lair  of  laavaa 

I  could  Me,  like  »■!«» 
The  camels  with  their  load 
Of  merchandise,  oa  thm 

That  leedelh  to  J 


And  I  ■track  them 

As  an  eagle  from  the  air 

Drops  down  npoo  bird  or 
And  1  had  my  heart's  dam 
Of  the  merchanta  of  Sidmi  i 

And  Damascus  and  Um 


But  it  is  not  for  that  I 
It  IS  not  for  that  I  ma 

In  these  iron  fetlen 
Sedition  I  that  is  the 
That  Pontius  Pilate 

And  he  likctk  noi  tha 


What  think  ye,  woold  h 

For  a  Jew  shun  here  or  lk«% 

Or  a  plundered  caravaof 
Rut  C«^r !  ^  ah.  that  as  a  on 
To  the  uttermost  end  ol 

SShall  not  he  forgivootn 


1 


Therefore  was  Ilered 
With  Matthias  MamloCk. 

And  burned  him  for  a  il 
Therefore  his  wralh  did 
Judas  the  (laukmite. 

And  his  followers,  as  yo 


For  that  cause  and  ao 

Am  I  here,  as  I  said  befors ; 

For  one  unlncky  aigkl* 
Jucundus  the  caplaio  ol 
Was  upon  us  with  all  Us 

And  I  was  caught  io  IIm  %li 


I  might  have  flod  with  tW 
But  my  dagger  was  ia  tW 

Of  a  K<»man  eqi^rry  ; 
As  we  rallied  there  in  thm 
They  liuumi  me,  haodi 

And  this  is  the  eod  ol 


Who  rares  fur  dcolk  ? 
A  t)iiHi«aml  times  I 

lt.it 111' r  than  sofler 
Alreailv  those  womeo  of 
Are  miiiug  the  myrrk 

I  shaU  Doi  ha  mik 
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VIII 


ECCE   HOMO 


tessellated  pavement  in  front  qf 
his  palace, 

ight  unto  me  this  man,  as 

rrert  the  people  ;    and  be- 

ed  him,  and  found  no  faidt 
;hings  whereof  ye  do  accuse 

erod  ;  for  I  sent  you  to  him, 
'orthy  of  death  he  findeth  in 

;om  at  the  Passover, 
emued  to  death  shall  be  re- 

,  then,  that  I  release  to  you  ? 
s,  called  the  Son  of  Shame, 
of  Joseph,  called  the  Christ  ? 

E  PEOPLE,  shouting* 
but  Barabbas  ! 

PILATE. 

What  then  will  ye 
do  with  him  that  is  called 


THE  PEOPLE. 
PILATE. 

''by,  what  evil  hath  he  done  ? 
nd  no  cause  of  death  in  him  ; 
him,  and  then  let  him  go. 

BOPLE,  more  vehemently* 
crucify  him  ! 

»SENQER,  to  PILATE. 

Thy  wife  sends 
to  thee,  —  Have  thou  naught 

st   man  ;  for  I   this   day   in 

many  things  because  of  him. 

PILATE,  aside. 
!ak  to  us  in  our  dreams !     I 

^e  to  do  I     O  Claudia, 


How  shall  I  save  him?    Yet  one  effort 

more, 
Or  he  must  perish  1 

Washes  his  hands  btfore  them* 
I  am  innocent 
Of  the  blood  of  this  just  person  ;  see  ye  to 
it! 


THX  PBOPLS. 

Let  his  blood  be  on  us  and  on  our  children  I 

yoiCBS,  within  the  palace. 

Put  on  thy  royal  robes  ;  put  on  thy  crown. 
And  take  thy  sceptre  I     Hail,  thou  King  of 
the  Jews  I 

PILATE. 

I  bring  him  forth  to  you,  that  ye  may  know 
I  find  no  fault  in  him.     Behold  the  man  I 

Christus  is  led  in  with  the  purple  robe  and  crown 

qf  thorns, 

CHTEF  PBIE8T8  and  0FFICXB8. 
Crucify  him  1  crucify  him  I 

PILATE. 

Take  ye  him ; 
I  find  no  fault  in  him. 

CHIEF  PRIS8T8. 

We  have  a  Law, 
And  by  our  Law  he  ought  to  die  ;  becaasa 
He  made  himself  to  be  the  Son  of  Grod. 

PILATE,  cLside, 

Ah  1  there  are  Sons  of  God,  and  demi-^ods 
More  than  ye  know,  ye  ignorant  Higb- 
Priests  I 

To  CHSISTUB. 

Whenoe  art  thou  ? 

CHIEr  PBISSTS. 

Crucify  him  I  cmoifjr  him  I 

PILATE,  to  CHBI8TU8. 

Dost  thou  not  answer  me  ?    Dost  thou  not 

know 
That  I  have  power  enough  to  omcif  y  thee  ? 
That  I  have  also  power  to  set  thee  free  7 

CHBISTUS. 

Thou  couldest  have  no  power  at  all  against 

me 
Except  that  it  were  given  thee  from  above  ; 
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Therefore  hmth  be  UuU  eent  me  unto  tliee 
The  greater  tin. 


cmiMwrmu 

If  thou  let  thii  man  go, 
Tho«  art  not  Caaar't  friend.     For  whoeo- 


erer 


Maketh   himself  a   King,  tpeaka   againet 
Cesar. 

riLATr. 
Ye  Jews,  behold  juur  King  I 


Cmeify  him  ! 


Away  with  him ! 

riLATI. 

Shall  1  crucify  your  King  ? 


c'HiBr  raiximi. 
We  have  no  King  but  C»sar  I 

riUiTK. 

Take  him,  then, 
Tak«  him.  ye  cruel  ami  bloodthirsty  l^riestii. 
Mure  uifrcileiM  tliaii  the  pleWian  mob. 
Who   pity   ami   ft|iarf*    thi*   fainting  gladi- 
ator 
niood-staiued  in  Roman  anipbitbeatrrs,  — 
Take  him.  ami  crucify  him  if  vr  will  ; 
But   if  the    immortal  (lods  do  crcr  min- 
gle 
With  the  affairs  of  mortals,  which  I  doubt 

mit. 
And  hold  the  attribute  of  ju*ticc  dear, 
Thry  will  commiA<«ioii  the  Kumrnides 
To    scatter    vou    to    the    four    winds    of 

hi-avi*n, 
Ksartinv:    l*-ar    for    tear,    and    blood    f«ir 

IiIimmI. 

Ilrrr.  (aki*  ]ke  thi.<«  inscription,  I'riefttA,  and 

nnil  it 
l'p*»n  the  cr*t*%,  nUivr  rmir  virlim*.*  head  : 
Jrnui  (if  Na/iin-th.  Kiii|;  tif  (br  .Icwk. 

I  iitrr  rici»*iTii. 
N'av,  wf    fritr«':i!  !  « nt<-  ntK.  the  King  of 

But  tbnt    )i«*  villi  :  I   am   the   King  uf  the 


J 


r«i«  ; 


Mi.tTr. 

F.noU|;b.     What    I    have    written,    I    have 
wnltrn. 


IX 
ACELDAMA 


Lost  float  I   Forever  loair  I 
The  inoooeat  blood  I    O  God  I  tf 

lore. 
Why  didst  tboo  \mw  mm 

tempter  ? 
Why  didst  thou  not  rMniMii  %i 

lightning 
To  strike  me  dead  ?  or  wby  did  I  Hi  1 

bh 
With  those  by  Uerad  aka.  Ilw 

children 
Who  went  with  playthi^a  is  tWt 

hands 
Into  the  darkness  of  the  other  wwid. 
As  if  to  bed?     Or  wbeivforo  «m  I 
If  thou  in  thy  foreknowledge 
All  that  I  am,  and  all  that  I  mmA  he  ? 
I  know  I  am  not  generovs,  aa  aal  gisil 
Like  other  men  ;  but  1  have  tried  teh^ 
And  I  have  failed.     I  tbosglll  hf 

Him 
I  should  grow  like  Him  ;  brt  IIm 

spirit 
That  from  my  ehildbood  ap 

me 
Hath  been  too  cunning  and  toa 

me. 
Am  I  to  blame  for  this  ?     Ab  I  to 
IW'auM*  I   cannot   loTe,  and   Be*ee   I 

known 
Tlie   lure  of  woman  or  IIm  Wee  if 

drrn? 
It  ift  a  curM*  and  a  fatality, 
A  mark,  tliat  hath  been  set  wptm  WJ 

head. 
That  none  iihall  slay  ae,  for  il  wtm  * 

mercy 
Tliat  I  were  dead,  or  B 


Too  late  !   too  Ule  I    I  shall  not  Me 

moff 
.\mong   the   liriag.     Thai 

fa«'e 
Will   never   more   rebaka 

lip« 
K«'|ieat  the  words  :  Oae  of  yaa 

me  t 
It  *tiiiii;  me  into  madneea     Hav  I 
Yet  hated  llitt  t     Bal    ■  the 
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[  will  be  there  before  Him,  and  will  wait 
Qntil  he   comes,  and    fall    down  on  my 


And  kiss  his  feet,  imploring  pardon,  par- 
don 1 

I  beard  Him  aay:  All  sins  shall  be  for- 
given. 

Except  the  sin  against  the  Holy  Ghost. 

That  shall  not  be  forgiven  in  this  world, 

Nor  in  the  world  to  come.     Is  that  my 
sin? 

Haie  I  offended  so  there  is  no  hope 

Here  nor  hereafter?    That  I  soon  shall 
know. 

0  God,  have  mercy  I    Christ  have  mercy 
on  me  ! 
Tkrcm$  hiwuelf  headlong  fivm  the  cliffy. 


THE    THREE    CROSSES 

MANAHSM,  THB  E88EKIAN. 

Three  crosses  in  this  noonday  night  up- 
lifted. 

Three  human  figures  that  in  mortal  pain 

Gleam  white  against  the  supernatural  dark- 
Dess ; 

^vo  thieves,  that  writhe  in  torture,  and 
between  them 

|<^  Suffering  Messiah,  the  Son  of  Joseph, 

'^/i  the  Messiah  Triumphant,  Son  of 
David  I 

^  crown    of    thorns  on  that   dishonored 

Tk       ^**^  ' 

'^^oee  hands    that    healed    the  sick    now 

p^       pierced  with  nails, 

'^'^oee  leet  that  wandered  homeless  through 

^         the  world 

^^  crossed  and  bleeding,  and  at  rest  for- 
ever I 

*^d    the    three     faithful    Maries,    over- 

.  whelmed 

*y  this  great  sorrow,  kneeling,  praying, 
weeping  I 

'  Joseph  Caiaphas,  thou  great  High- 
Priest, 

«ow  wilt  thou  answer  for  this  deed  of 
blood? 

SCRIBES  and  elders. 

^hou  that  destroyest  the  Temple,  and  dost 
buUdit 


In  three  days,  save  thyself  ;  and  if  thon  be 
The  Son  of  God,  come  down  now  from  the 
cross. 

CHIXF  PBIB8TS. 

Others  he  saved,  himself  he  cannot  save  I 
Let  Christ  the  King  of  Israel  descend 
That  we  may  see  and  believe  I 

SCRIBBS  and  sldkbs. 

In  God  he  trusted  ; 
Let  Him  deliver  him,  if  He  will  have  him. 
And  we  will  then  believe. 

CHBISTUS. 

Father  I  forgave  them ; 
They  know  not  what  they  do. 

THE  IMPSNITXMT  THIEF. 

If  thou  be  Christ, 
Oh  save  thyself  and  us  I 

THE  PENITENT  THIEF. 

Remember  me. 
Lord,  when  thon  comest  into  thine  own 
kingdom. 

CHRI8TU8. 
This  day  shalt  thou  be  with  me  in  Paradise. 

MANAHEM. 

Golgotha  I  Golgotha !  Oh  the  pain  and 
darkness  I 

Oh  the  uplifted  cross,  that  shall  forever 

Shine  through  the  darkness,  and  shall  con- 
quer pain 

By  the  triumphant  memory  of  this  hour  I 

SIMON  MAOUS. 

0  Nazarene  1  I  find  thee  here  at  last  I 
Thou  art  no  more  a  phantom  unto  me  I 
This  is  the  end  of  one  who  called  himself 
The  Son  of  God  I   Such  is  the  fate  of  those 
Who   preach    new    doctrines.      'T  is    not 

what  he  did. 
But  what  he  said,  hath  brought  him  unto 
this. 

1  will  speak  evil  of  no  dignitaries. 
This  is  my  hour  of  triumph,  Nazarene  1 

THE  TOUNO  RULER. 

This  is  the  end  of  him  who  said  to  me  : 
Sell  that  thou  hast,  and  give  nnto  the  poor  I 
This  is  the  treasure  in  heaven  he  promised 
me  1 
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CMHIBTUS. 

Eloi^  Ehi,  lama  sabaethanit 

A  •OLDIBB,  preparimg  tk§  Ayiioy. 
He  MlUth  for  EUm  ! 


Nay,  let  be  I 
See  if  Eliee  now  will  eome  to  MTe  him  I 


Ithint 


CHUHTUa. 


A  SOLDI] 

GiTe  him  the  wormwood  I 


tmailiUl,  wUk  a  loud  cry^  botcing  his  head, 

it  u  flniBbeu  I 


XI 


THE  TWO   MARIES 
MART  MAClOALBiTB. 

We  have  ariaen  earW.  yet  the  tun 
OVrtakei  u»  ere  wr  reach  the  aepalchce, 
To  wrap  the  bofly  «if  our  bleued  Lord 
With  our  iwect  apices. 

MAKT.  MUTIIKH  OV  JAMIM. 

1^1,  thi»  i»  the  garden. 
And  yonder  \%  the  sepulchre.     Hut  who 
Shall  roll  awav  tlie  htitne  fur  ua  to  enter  7 

M^KT  iiA<;iiAi.r*cr. 

It  hath  been  rulle«l  nway  !    Thr  sepulchre 
!•  o|ien  !     Ah,  who  Imtli  \n'vi\  here  before 

When  wr  HMu-  early,  wishing  to  be  firit  ? 

M%HT.  MiTIIEN  itF  JAMMM. 

I  am  affrighted  ! 

MAMT   MAiinALRya. 

Ilii«h  !  I  will  atoop  down 
And  liHik  within.     Thrre  is  a  young  man 

«ittini; 
On  thr  rii'ht  »i<le,  clothed  in  a  long  white 

;:irfni*iit  ? 
It  i«  an  .tiit*tl  ! 

riir  AjdiEi.. 

Vt'Ar  IP  it  ;  ye  an-  sreking 
Jeaua  of  Naiarrth,  whu-h  wsa  cructlied. 
Whv  •!•■  \r  Mt-k  the  li\ini;  among  thr  dead  7 
llr  It  III!  l'<ii^«-r  hrrf  ;  br  is  arisen  1 


Cone  aee  llw  plaee 

Remember 
How  He  spake  unto  jnm  ib  GalilH^ 
Sajinff  :  Tlie  Soa  of  Maa 
Into  the  hands  of  aiafal  mes  ;  hf  thn 
Be  emcifled,  and  the  third  day  rim  ^ 
Bnt  go  TOUT  way,  aad  aay  to  be  4i  * 
He  goeth  before  yoa  iaio  GaGbe ; 
There  ahall  je  see  Him  as  He 


MAJiT.  MoTHsa  or  Ji 
I  will  go  swiftly  for  them. 


They 
My  Lord  away  from  me,  aad  ai 

not 
Where  they  hare    laid    Him  I 

there  to  tell  oie  T 
This  is  the  gardener.   Sarely  he  i 


Wk 

mfc 


Womaa,  why  weepeet  thoa  T 
est  thou? 


MABT  HAODAI 

They  have  taken  my  Loid  awaf ;  I 

find  llim. 
O  Sir,  if  thou   hare  horaa 

pray  thee 
Tell  me  where  thou  hasi  laid 


Mmjl 


XII 


THE  SEA  OF  GAULU 


KATBAKABL,  M  CAff 

All  is  now  ended. 


Nay,  He  i 
I  ran  onto  the  tomls  aad 
IxMiked  in,  and  saw  the  Uaea 

\  et  dared  not  enter. 


The  ■*arV*'*  that  had 


I 
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ing  with  the  other  linen  clothes, 
rmpped  together  in  a  aepaeate  place. 


iK 


opon  his  handsy  and  thrust  my 


THOMAS. 

have  seen  Him.    I  hare  seen  the 

rint 
ipo! 
hanos 

is  side.    I  know  He  is  arisen  ; 
here  are  now  the  kingdom  and  the 
glory 

romised    unto    ns?     We    have    all 
dreamed 

re  were  princes,  and  we  wake  to  find 
e  but  fishermen. 


Who  should  have  been 


8  of  men  I 


JOHN. 

We  have  come  back  again 
)  old  life,  the  peaceful  life,  among 
hite  towns  of  the  Galilean  lake. 


leem  to  me  like  silent  sepulchres 
eray  light  of  morning  I    The  old  life, 
£e  old  life  I  for  we  have  toiled  all 
night 
STe  caught  nothing. 

JOHN. 

Do  ye  see  a  man 
ng  upon  the  beach  and  beckoning  ? 
ike  an  apparition.     He  hath  kindled 
of  coals,  and  seems  to  wait  for  us. 
leth. 

CHRISTUS,  yrom  the  shore. 

Children,  have  ye  any  meat  ? 


We  have  caught  nothing. 

CHRI8TU8. 

Cast  the  net 
t  right  side  of  the  ship,  and  ye  shall 
find. 

PKTER. 

Iiat  reminds  me  of  the  days  gone  by, 

DC  who  said :    Launch  out  mto  the 

deep, 

ist  your  nets  I 


NATHANAXL. 

We  have  but  let  them  down 
And  they  are  filled,  so  that  we  eannot 
dimw  them  I 


It  is  the  Lord  I 


JOBK. 


PBTXB,  girding  hieJUher't  coai  about  him. 

He  said  :  When  I  am  risen 
I  wiU  go  before  you  into  Galilee  1 
He  caste  himeelf  into  the  lake, 

JOHN. 

There  is  no  fear  in  loye  ;  for  perfect  Ioto 
Casteth  out  fear.  Now  Uien,  if  ye  are  men, 
Put  forth  your  strength  ;  we  are  not  far 

from  shore ; 
The  net  is  heavy,  but  breaks  noL    All  is 

safe. 

PBTKR,  on  the  shore. 

Dear  Lord  t  I  heard  thy  Toioe  and  could 

not  wait. 
Let  me  behold  thy  face,  and  loss  thy  feet  1 
Thou  art  not  dead,  thoa  Hyest  I    Again  I 

see  thee. 
Pardon,  dear  Lord  I    I  am  a  sinful  man  ; 
I  have  denied  thee  thrice.    Have  mercy 

on  me  ! 

THX  OTHHBS,  coming  to  land. 

Dear  Lord  t  stay  with  us  I  cheer  ns  I  com- 
fort us  I 

Lo  I  we  again  haye  found  thee  I  Leave  us 
not  I 

CHRX8TU8. 

Bring  hither  of   the   fish  that   ye    have 

caught. 
And  come  and  eat  I 

JOHN. 

Behold  I    He  breaketh  bread 
As  He  was  wont.    From  his  own  blessed 

hftnd<y 
Again  we  take  it. 

CHRXSTUS. 

Simon,  son  of  Jonas, 
LoTest  thou  me,  more  than  these  others  ? 


Yea, 
More,  Lord,  than  all  men  ;  even  more  than 

these. 
Thoa  knowest  that  I  love  thee. 
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CHBUTl't. 

Feed  my  Umbs. 

TBOMAS.  asidf. 

How  norr  than  we  do  ?    He  remaioeth  erer 
8elf-eunfident  and  buMtful  m  before. 
Nothing  will  cun*  him. 

CHIUSTrt. 

^imon,  ton  of  Joiintt 
Lorett  thou  me  ? 

rrrRii. 

Yea,  dearest  Ix»td,  I  love  thee. 
Thoa  knoweftt  that  1  lovt*  thee. 

ciiKiim'ii. 

Feed  mjr  theep. 

TlloMAH.  asiflr. 

Again,  the  M'Ifftainc  c|iie»tton,  and  the  an- 

HWIT 

Repeated  with  more  vehemence.     Can  the 

MaRtrr 
Doubt  if  we  lu%-c  Him  ? 

«-|IKlinT*8. 

Simon,  Km  of  Jonas, 
LoTett  thou  me  ? 

I'KTFK.  yriVrr*/. 

Dear  Ixrni  !  tlioii  kiioweit  all  things. 
Thou  knoweiit  that  1  lovi*  tlu-e. 

t'liKiiin  ft. 

Feed  roj  sheep. 
M'hen  thmi  want  vtMiii);  thou  );inlfdst  thv- 

Krlf,  and  walki'iUt 
Wkitht'f    thou    would>t  ;   but    when    thou 
«)i:iU  In*  olil, 

Thuu  nhiilt  Ktrvtrh  forth    thr  handfi,   and 

uthi*r  111*' 11 
Shall    pni    and   cnrrjr   thee  whither   thuu 

wiiiiliUt  nut. 
Follow  thuu  luv  \ 

It  I*  a  prophecy 
Of  what  drath  \\v  %\\i\\\  ilit*. 

rPTI'.H,  iwiflTi^'fi'  J«iNM. 

1 .11  we,  <)  I^nl. 
And  what  bLaII  thi«  man  ilu  ? 

I  iiHi4rr«. 


Yea,  I  will  foUow   thac. 

Master  I 
Will  follow  tbee  thraogh 

tatioB, 

ThroDgh  all  thine  agony  and 
Thy  cross  and  passion,  evnn 


EPILOGUE 


SYMBOLIC   APObTOLOKU! 


Iff*  tarnr  till  I  niUir, 
Follow  thou  me  ! 


Ami  if  I  wdl 
that  i«  It  Ui  ihec  ? 


I  BKUKVK  in  God  the  FatlMT  A1h| 

jon. 
Maker  of  Hsaren  and  Enrtk  ; 

jAwns. 

And   in   Jesui  Christ   bin  anly  S 
Lord  ; 

A] 


Who  was  eonceircd  by   tha   Baly 
bom  of  the  Virgin  Mnij  ; 


Suffered  under  Pontius  PQnIn,  wmii 
dead,  and  boned  s 


And  the  third  day  He  rasa  again  fi 
drod  ; 

KAiirnoLnMaw. 
He  ascend4*<t  mto  llraTen,  and  at 
thr  rik'ht  hand  of  God,  tks 
Almi|;htT  ; 


to  )■ 


From  the  nee  He  shall 

quick  and  the  dead. 

jAMrjk,  TNB  aosi  or 
I    belirvr    in    the    HuIt   G 
Catholii*  C'hut'h  ; 


The  eomm union  of 
of  Bins  ; 


i  ti 


SninU;  llw  fay 


'i*he  resurrection  of  the  badj  | 


And  the  Life  EvnTlasti^. 


THE  ABBOT  JOACHIM 
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•IRST   INTERLUDE 
=:  ABBOT  JOACHIM 

^    THE    CONVENT    OF    FLORA 
r   CALABRIA.      NIGHT 

JOACHIM. 

i  rising  ;  it  seizes  and  shakes 
nd  window-blinds  and  makes 
moaniugs  in  the  balls  ; 
t-chimneys  seem  almost 
ts  of  some  heavenly  host, 
vatch  upon  our  walls  ! 
itetb,  there  it  bloweth  ; 
3  sound,  but  no  man  knowetb 
ometh  or  whither  it  goeth, 
is  with  the  Holy  Ghost. 
God  !    O  my  delight 
igil  of  the  night, 
iat  voice  in  Patmos  heard 
e  Evangelist  of  the  Word, 
behind  me  saying  :  Write 
le  things  that  thou  hast  seen, 
:hat  are,  and  that  have  been, 
Dgs  that  shall  hereafter  be  I 

t,  on  the  rocky  crest 
brian  hills,  to  me 
(  wherein  I  rest  ; 
i  about  me  like  a  sea 
lists  roll,  and  overflow 
bat  lies  unseen  below 
and  in  mystery. 
Spirit,  in  the  vast 
God*s  encircling  arm, 
ed  from  all  harm  ; 
eems  something  far  awaj^ 
)elonging  to  the  Past, 
a  peasant's  farm, 
>  me  for  a  night  or  day, 
;are  not  to  remain, 
left,  to  see  ag^in. 

hollow  of  God*s  hand 
acred  Tabor's  height, 
iimple  acolyte 

to  the  Holy  Land, 
)r  my  master's  sake, 
3  Galilean  Lake, 
[  through  many  a  village  street 
ad  echoed  to  his  feet. 
I  heard  the  great  command, 


The  voice  behind  me  saying  :  Write  I 
And  suddenly  my  soul  became 
Illumined  by  a  fliub  of  flame. 
That  left  imprinted  on  my  thought 
The  image  I  in  Tain  had  aoaght. 
And  which  forever  shall  remain  ; 
As  sometimes  from  these  windows  high. 
Gazing  at  midnight  on  the  sky 
Black  with  a  storm  of  wind  and  rain, 
I  have  beheld  a  sudden  elare 
Of  lightning  lay  the  landscape  bare, 
With  tower  and  town  and  hill  and  plain 
Distinct,  and  burnt  into  my  brain. 
Never  to  be  effaced  again  ! 

And    I    have    written.     These    TolamM 

three. 
The  Apocalypse,  the  Harmony 
Of  the  Sacrea  Scriptures,  new  and  old. 
And  the  Psalter  with  Ten  Strings,  enfold 
Within  their  pages,  all  and  each, 
The  Eternal  Gospel  that  I  teach. 
Well  I  remember  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven 
Hath  been  likened  to  a  little  leaven 
Hidden  in  two  measures  of  meal. 
Until  it  leavened  the  whole  mass  ; 
So  likewise  will  it  come  to  pass 
With  the  doctrines  that  I  here  conceaL 

Open  and  manifest  to  me 
The  truth  appears,  and  must  be  told ; 
All  sacred  mysteries  are  threefold  ; 
Three  Persons  in  the  Trinity, 
Three  ages  of  Humanity, 
And  Holy  Scriptures  likewise  thiee» 
Of  Fear,  of  Wisdom,  and  of  Love ; 
For  Wisdom  that  begins  in  Fear 
Endeth  in  Love  ;  the  atmosphere 
In  which  the  soul  delights  to  be, 
And  finds  that  perfect  liberty 
Which  cometh  only  from  above* 

In  the  first  Age,  the  early  prime 
And  dawn  of  all  historic  time. 
The  Father  reigned  ;  and  face  to  faoe 
He  spake  with  the  primeval  race. 
Bright  Angels,  on  his  errands  sent, 
Sat  with  the  patriarch  in  his  tent ; 
His  prophets  thimdered  in  the  street ; 
His  lightnings  flashed,  his  hailstorms  beat; 
In  earthquake  and  in  flood  and  flame, 
In  tempest  and  in  cloud  He  came  1 
The  fear  of  God  is  in  his  Book  ; 
The  pages  of  the  Pentateuch 
Are  f  uU  of  the  terror  of  his  name. 


4o8 


CHRISTUS:    A   MYSTERY 


Then  rrigned  the  Son  ;  hU  Corenaiit 

Was  peace  un  earth,  gcMid-will  to  nan  ; 

With  Him  the  n*igii  of  Ijiw  benn. 

He  waa  the  Wisdom  and  the  M  ord. 

And  tent  his  Angela  Miniatrant, 

Unterrified  and  undeterred, 

To  reacue  aouk  forlorn  and  lost. 

The  troubled,  tempted,  tempeatp-tost 

To  heal,  to  romfort,  and  to  teach. 

The  flerr  tonj^uea  of  Pentecoat 

Ilia  ajrmbola  were,  that  thej  ahould  praadi 

In  every  form  of  human  ipecch. 

From  continent  to  continent. 

He  la  the  Lieht  DiTine,  whoae  rata 

Acroaa  the  thousand  years  unapent 

Shine  through  the  darkness  of  our  dari, 

And  t4iuch  with  their  eelestial  ftres 

Our  churches  and  our  couTcnt  spires. 

IliA  Book  ia  the  New  Teatameni. 

These  Aees  now  are  of  the  Put  ; 
Anil  the  Fhinl  Age  begins  at  laat. 
The  coming  of  the  Holj  (ihoat, 
llif  reign  of  (trace,  the  reign  of  Lot* 
Briehten.H  the  mountain- tops  aboTe, 
Ami  the  dark  outline  of  the  coaat. 
Alreatiy  the  whdie  land  is  white 
With  convent  walls,  as  if  by  night 
A  snuw  hail  fallen  on  hill  and  height  I 
AIn-ady  fnun  the  streets  and  marts 
Of  town  and  traftic,  and  low  cares, 
1^1  en  climb  the  conMHTaCed  stairs 
With  weary  feet,  and  Me«<iing  h«.*arta ; 
And  leaTe  the  world,  and  its  (lelightSy 
Its  |ia!i!iiiitis,  st niggles  and  despairs, 
For  roiiteniplation  and  fur  prayers 
In  cluuter-i'ells  of  cwuobites. 

Ktrmal  bene<lirtiuns  rest 
l*|Min  thy  name.  Saint  Benedict  I 
Founder  <»f  (*oii\iMits  in  the  West, 
Who  biiilc  uii  Mount  CasAinu's  crest 
In  the  I^iiid  of  LilMir,  thine  eagle's  neat  I 
May  I  Im*  fiiuiul  ni>t  ilt-relirt 
Ih  aui;ht  nf  faith  or  giHlly  fear. 
If  I  lia«r  writti'ii.  Ill  litany  a  |*Age, 
The  <»4M|H-1  iif  till*  I'fiiiiiiii;  :i^e, 
'I'hi'  f.trrii.il  (iiM|N'l  iiitii  «liall  hear. 
Oh  ni:t\   I  li«i*  ri'«eMililiiii;  tlii'e, 
AimI  die  at  \aj»t  a«  thou  lia»t  liied  ; 
S>  that  hrn-aftrr  nirii  may  ««•••, 
Within  the  rhiiir.  a  fi»riii  tif  uir. 
Standing  with  ariii^  iiii*«tn*tiht-tl  in  prayer, 
As  uur  thai  hath  bvvii  crut'itled  ! 


M  J  work  b  fiDiahad  ;  I  «■ 
In  faith  and  hope  and  tknitf . 
For  I  have  written  tha  llli^fi  I  m^ 
The  thiaga  that  kava  Im 
Conacioua  of  right,  nor  fi        _ 
Becauae  I  an  in  lora  witk  hmm^ 
And  the  sole  thing  I  hau  m  Halt ; 
For  Hate  ia  death  ;  and  Lsv*  ■  ifa, 
A  peace,  a  aplendor  from  abvvt; 
And  Hate,  a  nevei^Bdiaf  atrifi^ 
A  anoke,  a  blackncaa  tram  tka  akM 
Where  unclean  aerpents  eoil  aad  hial 
Lore  ia  the  HoW  Ghost  wiU 
Hate  the  unparcloiiabU  na  I 
Who  preachea  oCberwii 
Betraya  hu  Maater  wiik  a  kkil 


PART  TWO 

THE  GOLDEN  LEGEND 
PROLOGUE 

THE   SPIKE    OF    STRASBURG   CATRI 

DKAL 


•YipAf  and  gtorm.     L 

cAr  Air,  hyimg  le  tear 


LIXI 

Hastrx  !  haaten  I 

O  ye  spirits  t 

From  its  station  drag  tlw 

Cross  of  iron,  that  to 

Is  uplifie<i  high  in  air  I 


Oh,  we  cannot ! 

For  around  it 

.\I1  the  Saints  and  Gaaidim 

Tlining  in  legions  to  pvoCact  i 

'Iliey  defeat  us  every  whew  I 


l4indo  I>eam 
I'lehem  TOCO  I 
Congrego  clciVM  I 


I 


LCCI 

f  iower  f  lower  ! 

Hover  downward  f 

Seiie  the  loud,  vociferosi  btIK  mI 

i 'lashing,  flanging,  to  tha  pa* 

Hurl  them  from  tbair  wiaoj 


I 


I 

i. 
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YOICSS. 

en 

nless  I 

a  hskwe  been  anointedf 

with  holy  water  t 

r  utmoet  power. 

THE  BBLLS. 

)ef  unctos  ploro  1 
'estem  fugo  1 
•"esta  decoro  I 

LUCIFBB. 

ements ! 

nted 

ime  with  gold  and  crimson  ; 

like  leaves  of  Autamn, 

»efore  the  blast  t 

YOICBS. 

t! 

5I 

is  from  eyery  window, 

rd  of  fire  that  drove  UB 

t  of  heaven,  aghast  t 

THE  BBIXB. 

Tunera  plango  I 
i'ul^ra  frango  t 
>abbata  pang^  I 

LUCIFER. 

itDings 

-studded  portals  I 
e  of  God,  and  scatter 
es  of  the  dead  I 


t! 


VOICES. 


:7r8,  wrapped  in  mantles, 
lers  ht  the  entrance, 
inels  overhead  I 

THE    BELLS. 

icito  lentos  I 
issipo  ventos  1 
ICO  cruentos  1 

LUCIFEB. 

led! 

3 1  leave  this  labor 
he  great  Destroyer  I 
3re  night  is  gone  I 


yoiCBt. 

Onward  t  onward  1 

With  the  night-wind. 

Over  field  and  fivm  and  forest. 

Lonely  homestead,  darksome  hamlet» 

Blighting  all  we  breathe  upon  I 

They  iweep  awajf.    Organ  and  Ortgcrian  C%CMl» 

OHOIB. 

Noote  sorgentes 
Vigilemns  omnes  1 


THE  CASTLE  OF  VAUTSBERG  ON  THB 

RHINE 

A  chamber  in  a  tower.    Prikob  Hekbt,  siUinQ 
alone,  ill  and  rutless,  MidmghL 

PBIMCS  HXKBT. 

I  cannot  sleep  !  my  fervid  brain 

Calls  up  the  vanished  Past  again. 

And  throws  its  misty  splendors  deep 

Into  the  pallid  realms  of  sleep  t 

A  breath  from  that  far^listant  shore 

Comes  freshening  ever  more  and  more^ 

And  wafts  o'er  intervening  seas 

Sweet  odors  from  the  Hesperides  I 

A  wind,  that  through  the  corridor 

Just  stirs  the  curtain,  and  no  more, 

And,  touching  the  eolian  strings, 

Faints  with  the  burden  that  it  brings  t 

Come  back  I  ye  friendships  long  departed  I 

That  like  o'erfiowine  streamlets  stuied. 

And  now  are  dwindled,  one  by  one. 

To  stony  channels  in  the  sun  I 

Come  back  I  ye   friends,  whose  lives 

ended, 
Come  back,  with  all  that  light  attended. 
Which  seemed  to  darken  and  decay 
When  ye  arose  and  went  away  t 

They  come,  the  shapes  of  joy  and  woe. 

The  airy  crowds  of  long  ago, 

The  dreams  and  fancies  known  of  yore, 

That  have  been,  and  shall  be  no  more. 

They  chancy  the  cloisters  of  the  night 

Into  a  g^aroen  of  delight ; 

They  make  the  dark  and  dreary  honn 

Open  and  blossom  into  flowers  1 

I  would  not  sleep  I     I  love  to  be 

Again  in  their  fair  company  ; 

But  ere  my  line  can  bid  them  stay. 

They  pass  and  vanish  quite  away  1 
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Alai  t  our  memoriei  idaj  retrace 
Kach  circunistaooe  of  time  and  plaee^ 
8eaaon  and  ic«ne  come  back  again. 
And  outward  Uungi  unchanged  femaiii ; 
The  rest  we  cannot  reinstate  ; 
OurBcWee  we  cannot  re-create, 
Nor  tet  our  aoula  to  the  same  kej 
Of  the  remembered  harmouy  ! 

Reft  I  rest  f    Oh.  give  me  rest  and  peace  I 
The  thought  of  life  that  ue*«r  shall  cease 
Has  somethiug  in  it  like  dt*«pair, 
A  weight  I  am  too  weak  to  bear  I 
Sweeter  to  this  aftticU-d  brrast 
The  thought  of  never-ending  rest  t 
Sweeter  tne  undisturbed  and  deep 
Tranquil! it V  of  endless  sleep  t 

Ajiatk  qf  lightnim;,  out  qf  wkicM  LrriFlEB  op- 
jaruri,  la  the  ffarh  uf  a  travtUimg  i'Aj^iciaa. 

LrrirsR. 
AU  hail,  Prince  Henry  I 

MUNCE  HENHT.  tiortimg. 

Who  is  it  speaki  7 

Who  and  what  are  vou  ? 

u-<  iriiH. 

One  who  aeeks 
A  moment's  audienc*e  with  the  Prince. 

When  came  you  in  ? 


Only  a  traTelling  Pk; 
One  of  the  few  who 
To  cure  incurable 
Or  thoM  that  are  eilM 


The  dead  to  life  7 


Cmjmy^ 


Yea;        ^ 
And,  what  is  a  wiser  aad  better 
Can  keep  the  living  from  ef«r 
Such  an  unnatural,  Strang* 
Bv  showing  conclusively 
Tint  death  is  a  stupid  nk 
And  not  a  necessity  of  our  livMk 
My  being  here  is  accidental  ; 

'  The  storm,  that    agaiart 

I  drives, 

'  In  the  little  village  below  wmjWi 
And  there  I  heara  with  a  mmn 
Of  your  maladies  physical  and 
Which   neither  sslnnishaH    m 
me. 

j  And  I  hastened  hither, 

I  ^  night, 

i  To  proffer  mj  aid  I 


IT. 

For  this 
Ah.  how  can  I  ever  hope  Co 
This  honor  from  one  so 


crodite? 


LTCIl 

The  honor  is  mine,  or  will  be 


LrnrRR. 

A  momi*nt  since. 
I  found  vciur  ^tndv  door  unlticked.  .  .  ,. 

And  ihoi^'ht  you  iii^wrn-d  when  I  knocked.  .  *  **^®  ^"'^  ^^^  ^"* 

l*IU!«f'R    HRNHT. 

I  did  not  hear  you. 

II  i-irrR. 

You  lii'anl  the  thunder  ; 
It  wa4  loufl  rnoutfh  t«i  «.-ik**n  thi*  driul. 
Antl  It  !•!  nut  A  iiiMttaT  of  «|im.il  wimdrr 
I'hat,  whrii  (ind  \%  walking  ovrrhrsul, 
Yuu  »buuUl  ni>t  hi'ar  iiiv  tri'bli*  trrad. 

What  luay  wiur  wtnii  ur  |Mir|NMo  be? 


BclMllll 


LfCI 

What  is  your  illness  7 


II  •  ir>  It. 

Kothini;  or  i'\pr\tKiti'„-,  a«  it  plfaurs 
Your  IIighiirM.      Yuu  In: hold  lu  we 


raiNCR  BmT. 

it  baa 

A  smouldering,  dull,  perpetaal 
A«  in  a  kiln,  bums  in  mv  erim^ 
Sending  up  vapors  to  the 
Mr  hrart  has  become  a  doll 
Which    a   kind    of 

drains  ; 
I  am  act*nttnted  as 
And,  indeed,  i  ihink  tbfti  I  ibdlbt 
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Before  the  world  itself  shall  end  t 
And  jet  who  knows  ?    One  cannot  say 
That  into  some  maiden's  brain  that  kiiid 
Of  madness  will  not  find  its  way. 
Meanwhile  permit  me  to  recommend^ 
As  the  matter  admits  of  no  delaj, 
My  wonderful  Catholicon, 
of  yery  subtile  and  magical  powers  I 


>nius  the  Diyine, 
Lily  of  Medicine,  — 
lies  open  before  you,  — 
tent  enough  to  restore  yon  ? 

TLUXCK  HXNRT. 

r! 

LUOIFBR. 

The  dead  are  dead, 
lies  dumb,  when  question^ 
eases  that  human  life 
prog^ss,  rank  and  rife, 
id  upon  things  that  were, 
only  on  things  that  are. 
I  this,  by  the  appliance 
tors? 

'RINCE    HENBT. 

Ay,  whole  schools 
h  their  learned  rules  ; 
quite  beyond  their  science. 
rs  of  Salem 
word  they  can  discern 
nalady  like  this, 
I  in  its  nature  is 
cannot  be  1 

LUCIFKR. 

acular  I 

•RlNCE    HENRY. 

Unendurable ! 

LUCirER. 

emedy  ? 

•RINCE    HENRT. 


You  shall 
roll  is  the  mystery. 


aciEER,  reading. 

edy  yet  not  incurable  ! 

ly  that  remains 

that  flows  from  a  maiden's 

n  free  will  shall  die, 

fe  as  the  price  of  yours  I " 

.ngest  of  all  cures, 
k,  you  will  never  try  ; 
n  you  may  well  put  by, 
mpossible  to  find 


FBINOK    HBNRT. 

Purge  with  your  nostrums  and  drags  'wkas 

nal 
The  spouts  and  gargoyles  of  these  toweziy 
Not  me  t     My  faith  is  utterly  gone 
In  eyery  power  but  the  Power  Supernal  I 
Praj  tell  me,  of  what  school  are  you  ? 

LUCIFXB. 

Both  of  the  Old  and  of  the  New  I 
The  school  of  Hermes  Trismegistos, 
Who  uttered  his  oracles  sublime 
Before  the  Olympiads,  in  the  dew 
Of  the  early  dusk  and  dawn  of  time, 
The  reign  of  dateless  old  HephsBstns  I 
As  northward,  from  its  Nubian  spring!. 
The  Nile,  foreyer  new  and  old. 
Among  the  liying  and  the  dead. 
Its  mighty,  mystic  stream  has  rolled  ; 
So,  starting  from  its  fountain-head 
Under  the  lotus-leayes  of  Isis, 
From  the  dead  demigods  of  eld. 
Through  long,  unbroken  lines  of  kings 
Its  course  the  sacred  art  has  held. 
Unchecked,  unchanged  by  man's  deyioet. 
This  art  the  Arabian  Geber  taught. 
And  in  alembics,  finely  wrought. 
Distilling  herbs  and  flowers,  discovered 
The  secret  that  so  long  had  hovered 
Upon  the  misty  verge  of  Truth, 
The  Elixir  of  Perpetual  Youth, 
Called  Alcohol,  in  the  Arab  speech  t 
Like  him,  this  wondrous  lore  I  teach  I 

PBINCB   HBMBT. 

What!  an  adept? 

LCCITEB. 

Nor  less,  nor  more  I 

PBIlfCB  HENRT. 

I  am  a  reader  of  your  books, 
A  lover  of  that  mystic  lore  I 
With  such  a  piercing  glance  it  looks 
Into  great  Nature's  open  eye, 
And  sees  within  it  trembling  lie 


/ 
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The  portrmit  of  Um  Deity  I 
And  jet,  aIm  t  with  all  mj  pains, 
'11m  eeeret  and  the  mTStcrj 
llave  baffled  and  eluded  me, 
UiiMen  the  grand  feiult  remaini  I 

Lucirsa,  ikowimQ  ajiatk. 

Behold  it  here  I  thia  little  fla»k 
Contain!  the  wonderful  quintfMenee, 
The  perfect  flower  and  efllun;M.*enoei 
Of  afl  the  knowledge  man  can  ask  I 
Hold  it  up  thuf  against  the  light  I 

raiycB  Hasfar. 

How  limpid,  pure,  and  crv»tiilliiii% 
How  quick,  and  tremulous,  and  hright 
The  little  wavelets  dance  and  shine, 
As  were  it  the  Water  of  Life  in  sooth  t 

UTirrjL 

It  is  !     It  assuages  every  pain, 
Cures  all  disease,  and  gives  again 
Tu  age  the  swift  delights  of  youth. 
luhaM  its  fragrance. 

raiyrR  nRyaT. 

It  is  sweet. 
A  thousand  different  odorr  meet 
And  mingle  in  its  rare  {icrfuuie. 
Such  as  the  winds  4if  summer  waft 
At  open  windows  through  a  room  I 

Ll'CirKK. 

Will  you  not  taste  it  ? 


Suffice? 


Will  one  draught 

Lrnrra. 
If  ncit,  you  can  drink  more. 


raiNrr.  iirNMT. 

Intel  this  rrvntal  pililft  |Niiir 
S«>  much  as  sofrlv  1  ui:a\  tinuk. 

I.I  I  irrU.  t—uri$tt;. 

Ijti  not  thr  c|uatitity  aLirm  \i*u  ; 

You  may  dhuk  all ;  it  will  uoi  harm  yoo. 

fklM  K    III  MIV 

I  am  as  one  whu  «iii  thr  liriiik 
Of  a  dark  n«i-r  «t.iiiiU  uiid  m*«-« 
Thr  waters  riuw.  thi-  lAiiilM-a|H-  dim 
Af^hiimI  hitii  uaM  r.  uli«'fl.  and  swim, 
Aud,  rrr  hr  pluii^t-^,  »tti|is  tu  think 


f 


Into  what  whirlpools  ha  maj 
One  mooMDt  pausas,  aad  ao 
Then  madljr  pinagaa  froM  tha 
Headlong  into  the  myrtsriai 
or  life  and  death  I  boldly 
Nor  fear  the  fateful  eanwatV 
Nor  what  in  ambush  lorka  btiaw  I 
For  death  is  better  than  ditMM  I 
An  AxuKL  witk  am  oe/iaa 


il* 


Ason. 

Woe  !  woe !  eternal  woe  t 

Not  only  the  whispered 

Of  lova. 

Hut  the  impreeations  of  hmtB, 

Reverberate 

For  ever  aad  oTer  thnrngh 

Above  I 

This  fearful  corse 

Shakes  the  great  uniTana  f 

Drink  I  drink ! 
And  thy  soul  shall  sink 
Down  into  the  dark  abyw^ 
Into  the  infinite  abyie, 
From  which  no  plummal 
Ever  drew  up  the  silver 


7L|» 


1 


raincK  BKiniT, 

It  is  like  a  draught  of  flra  I 

Through  every  vein 

I  feel  again 

The  fever  of  ycwth,  tha  aofl 

A  rspture  that  is  almoat  nia 

Thrubs  in  my  heart  aad  mk  mj 

O  jovt  O  joy  t  I  fcal 

The  Dand  of  strt*l 

That  so  long  and  hoaTily 

rpon  my  breast 

Uplifted,  and  the 

i  n  my  affliclitin 

Is  taken  frvim  me,  aad  my 

At  length  finds  rat. 


t 


THR 

It  is  but  the  rest  of  the 
the  air  has  beea 

It  is  but  the  feet  of  the 
hour-glaiks  is  not 

It  is  but  the  rest  of  tha 
ebb  and  the  llow  I 

It  is  but  the  rest  of  tha 
I  daws  that  blew  I 
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ah  laughter, 

ihysioian 

thee  in  thj  perditioiL 

FBnrOK  HKNBT. 

akt 

hatlamill? 
. !    I  am  not  weak  I 
the  swoon,  the  dream,  is  o'er  t 
hill  of  death  no  more  I 

Bwed  in  all  my  strength  t 
)  I  can  feel 

larth  stagger  and  reel, 
et  of  a  descending  Grod 
rface  trod, 

I  pehhle  it  rolled  heneath  his 
I 

ye  physician  1  this 
t  Palini^nesis  ! 
DnrJcM  again, 

THB  AiroBL. 

^blet  no  more  1 
e  thy  heart  sore 
core  ! 

)  is  the  breath 
el  of  Death, 
ht  that  within  it  lies 
of  his  evil  eyes. 
Oh,  beware  1 
a,  sorrow,  and  care 
rel 

NCB  HSNRT,  Sinking  hack, 

;e  within  my  breast  I 
it  me,  why  upbraid  me, 
steadfast  tongues  of  truth 
ttering  hopes  of  youth 
iceived  me  and  betrayed  me  ? 
ive  me  rest,  oh  rest ! 
ons  wave  and  hover, 
»ors,  waters  streaming, 
i  moviug,  chang^g,  gleaming  I 
happy  lover, 
ines  life  with  dreaming  I 
ician  !  Rare  physician  ! 
hou  fulfilled  thy  mission  I 
Jit  head  falls  on  his  hook. 

THB  AiroEi*,  receding, 

I 

9r  the  gulden  vision 

and  pass, 


And  then  wilt  find  in  thy  heart  again 

Only  the  blight  of  punt 

And  bitter,  bitter,  bitter  eontrition  1 


COUBT-TARD  OF  THX  CA8TLK. 
HuBKST  itanding  hy  the  gaUwaym 


How  sad  the  grand  old  castle  looks  I 
O'erhead,  the  unmolested  rooks 
Upon  the  turret's  windy  top 
Sit,  talking  of  the  farmer's  crop  ; 
Here  in  the  court-yard  springs  the  grus, 
So  few  are  now  the  feet  that  pass  ; 
The  stately  peacocks,  bolder  grown. 
Come  hoppine  down  the  steps  of  stona^ 
As  if  the  casUe  were  their  own  ; 
And  I,  the  poor  old  seneschal, 
Haunt,  like  a  ghost,  the  banquet-halL 
Alas  1  the  merry  guests  no  more 
Crowd  through  the  hospitable  door ; 
No  eyes  with  youth  and  passion  shinay 
No  cheeks  glow  redder  than  the  wins ; 
No  song,  no  laugh,  no  jovial  din 
Of  drinking  wassail  to  the  pin  ; 
But  all  is  silent,  sad,  and  drear, 
And  now  the  only  sounds  I  hear 
Are  the  hoarse  rooks  upon  the  walls, 
And  horses  stamping  in  their  stalls  t 

A  horn  sounds. 
What  ho  I  that  merry,  sudden  blast 
Reminds  me  of  the  days  long  past  I 
And,  as  of  old  resounding,  grate 
The  heavy  hinges  of  the  g*^» 
And,  clattering  loud,  with  iron  elank, 
Down  goes  the  sounding  bridge  of  plank. 
As  if  it  were  in  haste  to  g^et 
The  pressure  of  a  traveller's  feet  t 

EnUr  Wai/tkr  the  Minnesinger, 

WALTSB. 

How  now,  my  friend  I    This  looks  quite 

lonely  I 
No  banner  nying  from  the  walls. 
No  pages  and  no  seneschals, 
No  warders,  and  one  porter  only  t 
Is  it  you,  Hubert  ? 

HUBBBT. 

Ah  I  Master  Walter ! 

WALTER. 

Alas  I  bow  forms  and  faces  alter  * 
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I  did  not  koMW  ytm,     Yuu  look  oldsr  I 
Your   hair  bmi   grown  much   grmyn   and 

thinner, 
And  jott  stoop  a  little  in  the  shoulder  I 

Bt'llEBT. 

Alack  t     I  am  a  poor  old  sinner, 

And,  like  thr»e  towrn,  begin  to  moalder ; 

And  jou  hare  been  absent  manj  a  year  I 

WALTBB. 

How  is  the  Prince  7 

HrHKRT. 

lie  is  not  here  ; 
He  has  been  ill :  and  now  has  ded. 

WALTER. 

Speak  it  out  frankly  :  saj  he 's  dead  ! 
Is  it  not  so  ? 

HI*  HURT. 

Nu  :  if  vuu  please, 
A  strange,  mYstrriuuii  diM*use 
Fell  uii  liiiii  with  1  auddfii  blic^ht. 
Whole  bdiin  to|^ther  be  would  stand 
1*|ion  thf  trnuee,  in  a  dream. 
Resting  his  bead  upon  hid  hand, 
H«'«t  pleaded  «  hen  he  was  most  alone. 
Like  Saint  (lnhn  Nepctmurk  in  stone, 
I.xM»king  down  into  a  5treiim. 
In  the  Kound  Tower,  night  after  night. 
He  Mt  and  blesred  bi^  even  with  UM»ks  ; 
1'ntil  one  morning  we  found  him  there 
Sirvtt'bfd  on  the  ri«Mir.  tk*  if  in  a  swiMtn 
Hi*  11.111  fallen  from  bi<i  rbuir. 
We  banlly  nTogni/i'tl  biii  swt*et  looks  I 


TiHir  I'rinee  ! 


WALTBR. 


nriiKRT. 

I  think  ht*  niicbt  hare  meiuleil  ; 
Ami  hi*  flul  int'iii)  :  bnt  wrv  MM»n 
Tlif  |<rii  «'«  i-.iiii**  liiN-kiii;^  ill.  like  nNik«, 
Witli  ull  '(••  ir  iTo^.i  r«  :iiii)  tlifir  crtHika, 
Ami  *o  at  \a'»i  thr>  iiKitt*  r  ruiird. 

«  Ai.rra. 

H  •«  -l..!  It  end? 

Ill  rrHT. 

Whv,  in  Saint  Itoehui 
Thry  miide  bini  wtand.  nnd  mnit   bi«  diMiiii  ; 
And,  as  if  he  wrrv  oondentnetl  Cf>  thr  tomb. 


Began  to  mutter  I 
First,  the  Mass  for 
Then  three  times  laid  m\ 
A  shoYelful  of  ehorehjvd  clftj. 
SaTing  to  him,  as  he  stood  m 
'*  'fhis  is  a  sign  that  thoa  wt 
So  in  thy  heart  be  penitoBi  I  "* 
And  forth  from  the  ehud  door  ho 
Into  disgrace  and  bmishoiiBt^ 
Clothed  in  a  eloak  of  ImmUoo  gn^. 
And  bearing  a  wallet,  aad  a  WL 
Whose  sound  should  bo  a  , 
To  keep  all  traTellcrs  away. 


Oh,  horrible  fato  I    Onteart,  wjirti^ 
As  one  with  pestileaoe  iafoolod  I 


Then  was  the  family  tomb 
>  And  broken  helmet,  sword,  aad 

Buried  together,  in  ^»*'— -rn 

As  b  the  custom,  when  tho 

Of  any  princely  house  has 

And  thrice,  as  with  a  trai 

A  herald  shouted  dowa  tho' 
.  The  words  of  warning  and  desaiii^— 

"OHoheneck!    O  Hohoaeck  r 


I 


WAL' 

Still  in  my  soul  that  cry 
Fore  re  r  gone  !  forever 
Ah,  wliat  a  cruel  sense  of 
I^ike  a  biac-k  shadow,  would  isD 
'llie  heart«  of  all.  if  he  should  die  I 
Hi*  gracious  presence  npoa  earth 
Wax  as  a  fire  upon  a  hearth  ; 
As  pleasant  Mings,  at  morais 
The  wonli  that  dropped    fi 

tongue 
Strengthene«l  our  hearts  ;  or 
Muile  all  our  slumbers  soft  aad 
Where  is  he  7 


in'ORRT. 

IntheOdrawald. 
Some  of  his  tenantu,  aaappalled 
By  fear  of  death,  or  priestly 
A  holr  famiiv.  that  make 
|-ju*h  meal  a  Supper  of  the 
Ifavf  bun  beneath  their  walrh 
Kur  lo\e  of  him,  and  Ji 
Trav  vou  ri>me  in.     For  whv 

■      *  o 

Witb  out -door  htMpitalitj 

rod  thaaa 


I 


I 


M\  print'e*!  friei 
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WALTER. 

roold  a  moment  here  remain. 

it  you,  good  Hubert,  go  before, 

11  me  a  goblet  of  May-drinky 

i  aromatic  as  the  May 

om  which  it  steals  the  breath  away, 

id  which  he  loyed  so  well  of  yore  ; 

U  of  him  that  I  would  think. 

>a  shall  attend  me,  when  I  call, 

the  ancestral  banquet-hall. 

iseen  companions,  guests  of  ur, 

»u  cannot  wait  on,  will  be  there  ; 

lej  taste  not  food,  they  drink  not  wine, 

it  their  soft  eyes  look  into  mine, 

id  their  lips  speak  to  me,  and  all 

le  TAst  and  shadowy  banauet-hall 

full  of  looks  and  words  oivine  1 

Leaning  over  the  parapet. 

«  day  is   done  ;   and   slowly  from  the 
scene 

e  stooping   sun    up-gathers  his    spent 
shafts, 

>d    puts    them    back    into    his    golden 
quiver ! 

low  me  in  the  valley,  deep  and  green 
goblets   are,   from    which    in    thirsty 
draughts 

'  drink  its  wine,  the  swift  and  mantling 
river 

^  on  triumphant  through  these  lovely 
regions, 

bed  with  the   shadows  of   its  sombre 
margent, 

(  Soft,  reflected  clouds  of  gold  and  ar- 
gent ! 

>    there    it  flows,  forever,  broad   and 
still 

'When   the    vanguard    of    the    Roman 
legions 

t    saw    it    from    the    top    of    yonder 
hill! 

^    beautiful    it    is  I     Fresh    fields    of 
wheat, 

^yard,  and  town,  and  tower  with  flutter- 
ing flag, 
consecrated  chapel  on  the  crag, 

^   the  white  hamlet  gathered  round  its 
base, 

^  Mary  sitting  at  her  Saviour's  feet, 

^  looking  up  at  his  beloved  face  ! 

Hend  !   O  best  of  friends  !  Thy  absence 
more 

1^  the  impending  night  darkens  the  land- 
scape o*er  1 


II 


A   FARM  IN   THE  ODENWALD 


A  garden;  momi 
with  a  book. 
Jiowerg. 


Pbiiyok  Hxnbt  ieated^ 
mat  a  distance  gcUhering 


PRDTCE  BXSBY,  reading. 

One  morning,  all  alone. 

Out  of  his  convent  of  gray  stone, 

Into  the  forest  older,  darker,  graywTy 

His  lips  moving  as  if  in  prayer. 

His  head  sunken  upon  his  breast 

As  in  a  dream  of  rest, 

Walked  the  Monk  Felix.    All  about 

The  broad,  sweet  sunshine  lay  withoat, 

Filling  the  summer  air  ; 

And  within  the  woodlands  as  he  trod, 

The  dusk  was  like  the  Truce  of  God 

With  worldly  woe  and  care  ; 

Under  him  lay  the  golden  moss  ; 

And  above  him  the  boughs  of  hoary  trees 

Waved,  and  made  the  sign  of  the  cross, 

And  whispered  their  Benedicites  ; 

And  from  the  ground 

Rose  an  odor  sweet  and  fragrant 

Of  the  wild-flowers  and  the  vagrant 

Vines  that  wandered. 

Seeking  the  sunshine,  round  and  round. 

These  he  heeded  not,  but  pondered 

On  the  volume  in  his  hano. 

Wherein  amazed  he  read  : 

"  A  thousand  years  in  thy  sight 

Are  but  as  yesterday  when  it  is  past, 

And  as  a  watch  in  the  night  t  " 

And  with  his  eyes  downcast 

In  humility  he  said  : 

« I  believe,  O  Lord, 

What  is  written  in  thy  Word, 

But  alas  t  I  do  not  understand  1  ** 

And  lo  1  he  heard 
The  sudden  singing  of  a  bird, 
A  snow-white  bird,  that  from  a  oloud 
Dropped  down, 

And  among  the  branches  brown 
Sat  singing, 

So  sweet,  and  clear,  and  lend. 
It  seemed  a  thousand  harp-strings  ringing. 
And  the  Monk  Felix  closed  his  Mok, 
And  long,  long. 
With  rapturous  look, 
I  He  listened  to  the  song^ 
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And  hardly  breathed  or  stirred* 

Until  he  eaw,  ae  in  a  Tiiion, 

The  land  Eljiiaa, 

And  in  the  beaTenlj  eitj  heard 

Ancelie  feet 

Fall  on  the  rolden  flagging  of  the  itreet 

And  he  would  fain 

HaTe  caught  the  wondrous  bird. 

But  itroTe  in  vain  ; 

Fur  it  flew  awaj,  awaj, 

Far  OTer  hill  and  dell, 

And  instead  of  its  sweet  singing 

He  heard  the  con  Tent  bell 

Suddenlr  in  the  silence  ringing 

For  the  serrice  of  noonday. 

And  he  retraced 

His  pathway  homeward  sadly  and  in  haste. 

In  the  convent  there  was  a  chanse  I 
He  looked  for  each  well-known  face. 
Hilt  the  faces  were  new  and  strange  ; 
N**w  figures  sat  in  the  oaken  stalls. 
New  Toices  chanted  in  the  choir  ; 
Yet  the  place  was  the  same  plaee. 
The  same  dusky  walls 
Of  cold,  gray  stoue. 
The  same  cloisters  and  belfry  and  spira. 

A  stranger  and  alone 

Among  that  brotherhood 

The  Monk  Felii  Htood. 

**  Forty  Tears,*'  said  a  Friar, 

**  HaTe  1  been  Prior 

Of  this  couTent  in  the  wood. 

But  for  that  space 

NcTcr  haTe  I  beheld  thr  face  I " 

The  heart  of  the  Monk  Felix  fell  : 

And  hr  anftwered,  with  submissiTS  tone, 

**  This  muming,  after  the  hour  of  Frimet 

I  left  mr  cell. 

And  wanilfred  furth  alone, 

Lifltenin^  «11  the  time 

T<»  the  mrliMliiiii*  nini^ing 

Of  «  hemittfiil  white  bird, 

1'ntil  I  tif^nl 

Tlie  tirIN  I  if  the  con  Tent  ringing 

N«Min  fniiii  ttirir  iii>i«r  tnwrrs. 

It  «^«  .■!«  }f  I  iln-aiiie<l  ; 

Kiir  wh»t  in  iiip  hail  M*emed 

Muments  ntilr,  hail  U*rn  hours  I  ** 


••  Yrart  f  "  «aii}  a  \iiii'i»  rliMie  by. 
It  was  an  fttr***!  txunk  nihd  spoke, 
Fiom  a  brnch  uf  uak 


Fastened  against  tha  wall ;  — 

He  was  the  oldest  moak  of  an. 

For  a  whole  oeatarj 

Had  he  been  tbM«» 

Sernng  God  in  pfmjar« 

The  meekest  and  homblMl  of  Ui  I 

He  remembered  well  tha  tm/lmm 

Of  Felix,  and  he  said. 

Speaking  distinet  and  slow  : 

*'  One  hnadred  years  ago^ 

When  I  was  a  noTiee  in  this  plM% 

There  was    here  a  moak.  fall  if  GsA 


Who  bore  the 
Of  FeUx,  and  thU 


man  mast  be  Ike  i 


And  straightway 
They  brought  forth  to  the 
A  Tolume  old  and  browa, 
A  huge  tome,  bound 
In  brass  and  wild-boar*s  kida^ 
Wherein  were  written  dowa 
The  names  of  all  who  had  died 
In  the  cooTcnt,  since  it  wa 
And  there  they  found. 
Just  as  the  ola  monk  said. 
That  on  a  certain  day  aad 
One  hundred  years  befoee. 
Had  gone  forth  from  the 
The  Monk  Felix,  and  aeTer 
Had  entered  that  saered  door. 
He  had  been  counted 
And  they  knew,  at  last. 
That,  such  had  been  the 
Of  that  celestial  and  imaiofftal 
A  hundred  years  had 
And  had  not  seemed  so 
As  a  single  hour  t 

Elsik  r»a«t  I'a 


Iks 


Here  are  flowen  for  Toa, 
But  thev  sre  not  all  for  i 


Some  ot  them  are  for  tke  Viigll 
And  for  Saint  Cecilia. 


I 


raisirs 

As  thou  staniiest  theiv. 
Thou  teruirst  to  me  like  tke 
That  hnMi);ht  the  immortal 
To  Saint  CeeUia's  bridal 


But  these  will  fade. 
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PBDrCB  HBmtT. 

res  will  fade, 

heir  memory, 

lory  has  the  power 

late  them  from  the  dmt. 

lind  me,  too, 

red  Dorothea, 

n  celestial  gardens  sent 

IS  her  witnesses 

rho  scoffed  and  douhted. 


now  the  story 

;  and  the  Sultan's  daughter  ? 

3e  prettiest  legend  of  them  alL 

PBDfCB   H2NBT. 

it  to  me.. 
come  hither, 
lowers  down  heside  me, 
both  thy  hands  in  mine, 
me  the  story. 

BLSIS. 

the  morning 

in*s  daughter 

in  her  father's  garden, 

^  the  bright  flowers, 

•f  dew. 

PRDTCK  HSNBT. 

lou  hast  been  doing 
ning,  dearest  Elsie. 

EI/)IZ. 

le  gathered  them 
iered  more  and  more 
the  Master  of  the  FlowerSi 
e  them  grow 
e  cold,  dark  earth, 
leart,"  she  said, 
lim  ;  and  for  him 
ave  my  father's  palace^ 
In  his  garden." 

PRINCE  HKKBT. 

ocent  child  ! 
etly  thou  recallest 
•forgotten  legend, 
ly  early  childhood 
er  told  me  1 
brain 

ars  once  more, 
i-mark  on  the  forehead 


When  a  hand  suddenly 

Is  laid  upon  it,  and  remored  I 


And  at  midnight, 

As  she  lay  upon  her  bed. 

She  heard  a  Yoice 

Call  to  her  from  the  garden. 

And,  looking  forth  from  her  window^ 

She  saw  a  beautiful  youth 

Standinfi^  amone  the  flowers. 

It  was  the  Lord  Jesus ; 

And  she  went  down  to  Him, 

And  opened  the  door  for  Him  ; 

And  He  said  to  her,  *'  O  maiden  t 

Thou  hast  thought  of  me  with  loTi^ 

And  for  thy  sake 

Out  of  my  Father's  kingdom 

Have  I  come  hither  : 

I  am  the  Master  of  the  Flowenk 

My  garden  is  in  Paradise, 

And  if  thou  wilt  go  with  me. 

Thy  bridal  garland 

Shall  be  of  bright  red  flowen.'' 

And  then  He  took  from  his  finger 

A  golden  ring. 

And  asked  the  Sultan's  danghter 

If  she  would  be  his  bride. 

And  when  she  answered  Him  wiUi  loff*^ 

His  wounds  began  to  bleed. 

And  she  said  to  him, 

<*  O  Loye  I  how  red  thy  heart  is, 

And  thy  hands  are  full  of  roses.** 

**  For  thy  sake,"  answered  He, 

''  For  thy  sake  is  my  heart  so  red. 

For  thee  I  bring  these  roses  ; 

I  gathered  them  at  the  cross 

l^ereon  I  died  for  thee  t 

Come,  for  my  Father  calls. 

Thou  art  my  elected  bride  I  " 

And  the  Sultan's  daughter 

Followed  Him  to  his  Father's  garden. 

PBIVCE  HEVBT. 

Wouldst  thou  have  done  so,  Elsie  ? 


BUUK. 


Yes,  yery  gladly. 


PRIMCK  HKNBT. 

Then  the  Celestial  Bridegroom 
Will  come  for  thee  also. 
Upon  thy  forehead  He  will  plao% 
Not  his  crown*  of  thorns. 
But  a  crown  of  roses. 
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r.utir.  MtthiH. 


In  a  luunii-iit  ! 


•iiirTi-irH. 
Wlif  n*  an*  IWrtha  and  Max  ? 

riiMi.A. 

TTn'r  arr  •littiii};  with  KUic  at  tli«*  litmr. 
hkir  i«  triliii);  thrill  (itiirip^  nf  thr  wimmI, 
And  the  Wolf,  and  litlli*  Ucd  KidiUgbcMMl. 

i,*TTl  irH. 

And  wbrn*  i^  thr  rntu'i*  ? 

t  HkI'I  % 

In  ).i«  nM»in  iirerh«*ad  ; 
I  hranl  lt:iii  wilkin^  .u  riM«  thr  HiMir, 
A«  bi-  ai«  J\ «  *\'-  ^.  wilii  :i  hi  .i\  \  trrad. 


Kl  "IF  ■  •■"«#•   i*t  H    ••  >l 


I-''/        M  %1  -fi'/  Itl  KTIIA 


In  tbj  bridal  chamber. 

Like  Saint  i\*cilia, 

Tbou  sbalt  hrar  nwret  music. 

And  bn*atbi>  tbr  frafp^nce 

Of  riuwen  iuiniurtal ! 

(lo  now  and  place  these  flowers 

Before  her  picture. 

A   R(M)lf   l!f  THE   FAKM-IIOrSK. 

Tieiligkl.     X'HM-tJi  finnniny.     iiOTTUBn 
asiffp  in  Ai«  lAiiir. 

riiJtri.A. 

Darker  and  dnrkcr  !     llanllv  a  (glimmer 
Of  Ii|Cbt  cunirs  in  ut  tbr  wiiidui»-|Kine  : 
Or  i»  it  my  ryrs  urr  ^ruwinj;  dimmer? 
I  cannot  4liM*iitun^lr  thi«  Kkriii, 
Nor  wind  it  ri^litlv  upon  tbe  re«l. 
KUie  ! 

ftOTTLli.lt,  itarttittf. 

Thr  stoppiii);  4if  thy  wheel 
Has  awakrnr«l  inr  «iut  of  a  plraaant  dream. 
I  tboiif^ht  I  wast  nittiii);  iN^aide  a  utrraui. 
And  brani  thr  f^rindiii;;  of  a  mill. 
Wbi'ii  <«uddriily  tli***«hrrl4  Htooii  !»till. 
And  a  voirr  crird  *'  KNir  "  in  my  ear  I 
It  startled  me,  it  .neriiird  ho  near. 

I'HnM.A. 

I  wa^  rallinff  her  :   I  want  a  lif^ht. 

I  r.-kiinot  M-r  t«i  Hpiii  my  this. 

brini;  tbe  Uuip.  KUie.     Do^t  thou  bemr  ? 


E%-EMNG  SO!CO 

O  gladsoDie  Ugki 
Of  the  Falhw  In 
And  of  the  celMal 
r'siriii  snri  Mn—d 
Jesus,  uur  JMTioar  I 


Now  to  the 
A|^u  hast  tho« 
And.  secini;  the 
Twilii^ht,  we  Mess  t 
l^raise  thee,  adot* 


I 


Father  omnipotcal ! 
8on,  the  life-givcr  f 
Spirit,  the  Comforter  I 
Worthr  at  aU  timea 
Of  worship  and  voadwl 


rUlVCm  BUfBT.  af  tkt 


Amen  t 


I- 
Who  was  it  said  Ai 


BUUB 

It  wax  tbe  Prince  :  he  stood 
And  liMtenni  a  moment,  as  w« 
Tlie  evniinf;  snnf^.     He  is  _ 
I  haw  often  seen  him  there 


•tlkt^H 


Poor  Prince  I 

oorruKB. 

I  tbmii^ht  the  huase  «as  k 
poor  Prince,  alas  I  and  vet  as  auld 
And  patient  as  the  gentlest  c^fld  t 


I  lore  him  l)e€*ause  he  is  so 
And    niakm    me   such   ftae 


bovB  mi 


ro«». 
To  shiMit  at  the  rohins  and  the 
And  tbe  red  squirrels  in  the 


I  loTe  bim,  too  ! 

uorru 

Ah.  yes !  W9  tM 
Ijovt  hiin.  fr«>m  the  buttoi  of  •■i 
He  Kavr  uft  ibe  farm,  the 

Mr  c-xyv  u%  the  borvea  aad  the 
Aud  tbe  great  oaaa  in  the 


M 
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.nd  the  forest  nuige  I 

iog    to  g^ve  him    bot  oar 

BEBTHA. 

the  beautiful  stork  above 
jr-top,  with  its  large,  round 


OOTTTJKB. 

*k ;  by  God  in  heayen, 

the  dear  white  stork  was 

has  given  us  all  the  rest, 
and  make  him  well  again. 

BLSIZ. 

do  something  for  his  sake, 
ire  his  sorrow  and  pain  t 

OOTTLIBB. 

1  ;  neither  thon  nor  I, 

ELSIE. 

And  must  he  die  ? 

UBSITLA. 

r  God  does  not  take 
in  his  distress, 
racle  I 

GOTTLIEB. 

Or  unless 
f  her  own  accord, 
or  that  of  her  lord, 
to  die  in  his  stead. 


ELSIE. 


UBSULA. 


I  will! 


>olish  child,  be  still  I 

Dot  s:iy  what  thou  dost  not 

ELSIE. 

I 

MAX. 

O  father  !  this  morning, 
ill,  in  the  ravine, 
'olf,  the  very  same 
ht  to  the  sheepfold  came, 
y   lamb,  that  was  left  out- 

OOTTUEB. 

dead.     It  will  be  a  warning 
n  the  forest,  far  and  wide. 


And  I  am  going  to  have  his  hide  I 


I  wonder  if  this  is  the  wolf  that  at« 
Little  Bed  Ridinghood  I 

UBSULA. 

Oh,nol 
That  wolf  was  killed  a  long  while  ago. 
Come,  children,  it  is  growing  late. 


Ah,  how  I  wish  I  were  a  man, 

As  stout  as  Hans  is,  and  as  strong  I 

I  would  do  nothing  else,  the  whole  day 

lon^. 
But  just  kill  wolves. 

OOTTLnEB. 

Then  go  to  bed. 
And  grow  as  fast  as  a  little  m>j  can. 
Bert^  is  half  asleep  already. 
See  how  she  nods  her  heavy  head, 
And  her  sleepy  feet  are  so  nnsteaidy 
She  will  hartUy  be  able  to  creep  npstatrt. 

UBSUIiA. 

Grood   night,  my  children.      Here  's   the 

light. 
And  do  not  forget  to  say  your  prayers 
Before  yon  sleep. 

OOTTLnOI. 

Good  night  t 

MAX  and  BBSTHA. 

Good  nigliil 

Tkeyffo  out  with 'Rusat, 

UBSULA,  ipinning. 

She  is  a  8tn\nge  and  wayward  child. 
That  Elsie  of  ours.     She  looks  so  old. 
And  thoughts  and  fancies  weird  and  wild 
Seem  of  late  to  have  taken  hold 
Of  her  heart,  that  was  onoe  so  docile  and 
mild! 

GOTTLIEB. 

She  is  like  all  girls. 

UBSULA. 

Ah  no,  forsooth  I 
Unlike  all  I  hnve  r 
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I 


For  she  has  Tuiion]!  and  straof^  clrcAint,         { 
And  in  all  her  wordu  and  whyk,  the  seams 
jf  uch  older  than  she  u  in  truth. 
Who  would  think  her  but  Hfteen  ? 
And  there  has  been  of  Ute  such  a  change  t 
11 J  heart  is  heavy  with  fear  and  doubt 
That  she  luaj  nut  live  till  the  year  is  out. 
She    is   so    strange,  —  so   strange,  —  so 
strange  I 

OOTTUBB. 

I  am  not  troubled  with  any  such  fear  ; 
She  will  lire  and  thrive  for  many  a  year. 

EUir.*S  CHAMBKR. 
yighl.    £l#lB  jfrayimg. 

BLUIE. 

My  Redeemer  and  my  Ixird, 

I  beseech  tbee,  I  entreat  thee, 

Guide  me  in  each  act  and  word. 

That  hereafter  I  may  meet  thee, 

Watch iuf^,  waiting,  hoping,  yearning. 

With  my  lamp  well  tnmmed  and  bumiog  I 

Interce«ling 

With  Ch«>M-  l»lee<)ing 

Wounds  u|M»n  thy  handa  and  side, 

For  all  who  \va\v  livrd  and  iTn*<l 

Till  Ml  \\iasX  !iiifTi*nM|,  thou  hiMt  ditnl, 

S«*oiir^«*«|.  and  uuM'knl,  and  rnioitied. 

And  iM  I  he  ^n^ve  luibt  ihou  U'^n  buried  ! 

If  my  feeble  prayer  can  n'ai  h  thee, 

O  my  Saviour,  I  beM*ech  thrt*, 

Kvcn  a»  thou  luMt  died  for  nii*. 

More  iiin('t*n>ly 

liTt  me  fiillow  where  thou  leadest, 

l^t  mr,  blfrding  aA  thou  blecdest, 

I>ie,  if  il\intr  1  >"i*v  give 

Life  tu  our  «bii  Aikft  to  live, 

And  more  nrarl\, 

Dying  thttJi,  mtrmble  thee  I 

THr.  riiAMHiRor  isiittiikh  axd  rurtA. 

Muiut^Kt.      Kijtix    ir-ii*/  n^   i'y    Umr  bedside, 

H" ;  I'M/. 

•iorri  iRii. 

The  wiml  i^  rufcriii;;  ;  tbr  rll^i•lllg  rain 
!■  Icnjd  ii|Miri  riNif  .iml  «rinil«iw-|»»ne. 
As  if  t)ir  W .\t\  il(itit«maii  i>f  ICodriutein, 
Btnling  r\il  t'l  me  and  mine. 
WiTP    al>rtad    to-mght    with    his   ghostly 
tram ! 


In  the  brief  lulU  of  the 
The  dogs  howl  in  the  yard ; 
Some  one  is  sobbing  !■  the 
Here  in  the  nhemher  1 


hbL 


Elsie  I  what  aib  thee,  my  poor  chfliT 


I  am  disturbed  and  much 
In  thinking  our  dear  Priaee 
I  cannot  cloae  mine  eyes. 


nOTTU 

What  wouldat  thou  ?    I 
Mis  healing  lies,  mit  in 
It  is  in  the  hand  of  God 


; 


Kay,  He  has  nut  it  into 
And  into  my  neart  I 


TV 


■tefllt 


What  doet    thou 
child ! 


r  mj  Mi\n 


That  for  our  dear  Priaee  Reaij^ 
I  will  myself  the  offei 
And  give  my  life  to  p«i 


t'l 


Am  I  still  dreamiac,  or 
Thou  speakest  careleaal  j  of 
And  ret  thou  kaoweet  aol 


awake  ? 


ilifr 


T  is  the  eesaatioo  of  oar 
Silent  and  mutionleas  «•  Ka  ; 
And  no  one  knoweth 
I  saw  our  little  (tertrade  die  ; 
She  left  off  breathing,  aad  no 
I  «moothed  the  pillow  hfweath 
She  was  more  beaatifal 
l.ikr  violets  faded  were  her  eyes  ; 
Hy  this  we  knew  that  she  was  4eai 
Throii^vh  the  opea  wiadov  laokad 
In(i>  the  chamber  where  aha  lay. 
And  the  wind  was  fih*  the  aeaai  af 
Aa  if  aagels  eame  tv 
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D  I  saw  and  felt  these  thingi, 
t  difficult  to  stay  ; 
to  die,  as  she  had  died, 
orth  with  her,  side  bj  side. 
ts  are  dead,  the  Martyrs  dead, 
y,  and  oar  Lord  ;  and  I 
)llow  in  hnmilitj 
bj  them  illumined  I 

UBSITLA. 

I  my  child  I  thou  mast  not  die  I 

BLSIX. 

aid  I  live  ?     Do  I  not  know 

>f  woman  is  full  of  woe  ? 

n  and  on  and  on, 

aking  heart,  and  tearful  eyes, 

it  lips,  and  in  the  soul 

't  long^gs  that  arise, 

is  world  never  satisfies  I 

re,  some  less,  but  of  the  whole 

juite  happy,  no,  not  one  1 

UBSULA. 

[nalediction  of  Eye  I 

ELSIE. 

of  it,  let  me  receive 
diction  of  Mary,  then. 

GOTTLIEB. 

s  me  I     Ah,  woe  is  me  I 
tched  am  I  among  men  I 

URSULA. 

kt  I  should  live  to  see 

h,  beloved,  and  to  stand 

y  grave  I     Ah,  woe  the  day ! 

ELSIE. 

t  not  see  it.     I  shall  lie 
he  flowers  of  another  land, 
lerno,  far  away 
mountains,  over  the  sea, 
tinted  me  to  die  I 

II  seem  no  more  to  thee 

t  the  village  on  market-day 
I  little  longer  stay 
n  wout. 

URSULA. 

Even  as  thou  sayest  I 
my  heart  beats,  when  thou  stayest  I 
rest  until  my  sight 


Is  satisfied  with  seeing  thee. 
What  then,  if  thou  wert  dead  ? 


Ahmel 


Of  oar  old  eyes  thou  art  the  lieht  I 
The  joy  of  our  old  hearts  art  &oa  I 
And  wilt  thoa  die  ? 

UBSULA. 

Not  now  I  not  now  I 

XLSIS. 

Christ  died  for  me,  and  shall  not  I 
Be  willing  for  my  Prince  to  die  ? 
You  both  are  silent ;  yon  cannot  speak. 
This  said  I  at  our  Saviour's  feast 
After  confession,  to  the  priest, 
And  even  he  made  no  reply. 
Does  he  not  warn  us  all  to  seek 
The  happier,  better  land  on  high. 
Where  flowers  immortal  never  wither ; 
And  could  he  forbid  me  to  go  thither  ? 

OOTTLXXB. 

In  God's  own  time,  my  heart's  delight  I 
When  He  shall  call  thee,  not  before  t 

ELSIE. 

I  heard  Him  call.    When  Christ  ascended 

Triumphantly,  from  star  to  star. 

He  left  the  gates  of  heaven  ajar. 

I  had  a  vision  in  the  night, 

And  saw  Him  standing  at  the  door 

Of  his  Father's  mansion,  vast  and  splen* 

did. 
And  beckoning  to  me  from  afar. 
I  cannot  stay  I 

GOTTLIEB. 

She  speaks  almoet 
As  if  it  were  the  Holy  Ghost 
Spake  through  her  lips,  and  in  her  stead } 
What  if  this  were  of  God  ? 


UBSULA. 


Gainsay  it  dare  we  not. 


Ab,  then 


OOTTUEB. 

Amen  I 
Elsie  I  the  words  that  thou  hast  said 
Are  strange  and  new  for  us  to  hear. 
And  fill  our  hearts  with  doubt  and  fear. 
Whether  it  be  a  dark  temptation 
Of  the  Evil  One,  or  God's  inspiratioiiy 
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We  in  oar  blindneM  cannot  taj. 
We  miut  think  upon  it,  and  prmy  ; 
For  •▼!!  and  good  it  both  reaembles. 
If  it  be  of  God,  his  will  be  done  ! 
May  He  guard  ui  from  the  Kvil  One  I 
How  hot  thy  hand  it  t  how  it  tremblet  t 
Go  to  thy  bed,  and  try  to  sleep. 

riwrLA. 
KiM  me.    Good  night  ;  and  do  not  weep  I 

KLNIIC  goes  on/. 

Ah,  what  an  awful  thing  i»  thii  I 

I  almost  shuddered  at  her  kiss, 

As  if  a  ghost  had  touched  my  cheek, 

I  am  so  childish  and  so  weak  ! 

As  soon  as  I  see  the  earliest  gray 

Of  morning  glimmer  in  the  east, 

I  will  gu  oTcr  to  the  priest. 

And  hear  what  the  good  man  has  to  say  t 

A    VILLAGE  CHURCH. 

A  iroinan  ktutiintf  at  the  ro^fesnomal. 
THr.  rAKiAH  PHiiMT./roiii  witkin. 

Go,  sin  no  luorp  !     Thy  ptrnance  o'er, 
A  new  and  brtt4*r  life  begin  I 
Cffod  makrth  th<*p  furrvrr  free 
From  the  dominion  of  thy  sin  I 
Go,  sin  no  mon*  I     Hp  will  restore 
The  prscr  that  fllle<l  thy  heart  before. 
And  paniun  thine  inii|uity  ! 

TV  iromun  i/urs  out.     The  Pru$i  rome$  forth, 
and  waik*  dwly  up  and  Jou-n  the  rkurck, 

0  bleiise<l  I^ird  !  how  much  I  nretl 
Thy  light  to  guide  nii*  (»n  my  way  ! 
So  many  hanil«,  that,  without  bred. 

Still   touch   thv  wounds,  and    make   them 

blreii  !  ' 
So  many  frrt,  that,  day  by  day. 
Still  wmidiT  from  thy  fold  astrsy  I 
1'nlrAS  Uuiu  till  mr  with  thy  light, 

1  I  an  III  it  li*.vi  thy  liiN-k  aright  ; 
N«>r.  wit  111  lilt  tli\  ••ii|i|Mirt,  can  bear 
'I'll"  liiinli'ii  nf  Ml  (rn*at  a  care, 
lliit  am  tiMM'lf  a  i-.t^tawav  ! 

.1  §ftu»e. 
llii-  liar  M  tlrawm^;  tn  ii«  cliHie  ; 
An^l  what  ^'iM-l  iIi'vnU,  «ince  first  it  ro— , 
Ha^i'  I  |ir«*«fntr<l,  I^inl.tn  tlire, 
A«  ■■fTi*nn(;«  «if  hit  ministry  ? 
Wliat  wnm;^  rr|irr%»r«l,  what  right  main- 

tanipil. 
What  Ktni;:;;]**  |in«««M),  « li.it  victory  gained. 
What  good  attempted  and  attained  ? 


Feeble,  at  best,  is  mj  aad— w>  I 
I  see,  but  oaaooi  rsach,  thm 
That  lies  foraTtr  in  th«  ligkl» 
And  yet  forever  and  ' 
When  Moming  jnst  wiUoB  mj 
I  feel  my  feeble  hands 
And  sink  diseouraged  iato 
For  thine  own  porposo,  thoa 
The  strife  and  the  di 

A  pamm, 
Why  stayesi  tluM,  Prioe*  of 
Wh^  keep  me  pacing  to  and  fra 
Amid  these  aisles  of  sacred  fls 
Counting  my  footsteps  as  I  go^ 
And  marking  with  caeh  step  a 
WhT  should  the  world  fur  IJim 


I 


And  wait  thy  leisure  and  tkr  hm 
Thou  comest  in  the  bop*  to  Mar 
Some  word  of  comfort  aad  of 
What  can  I  say?    I 
The  counsel  to  do  this  aad  livn ; 
But  rather,  firmly  to  doaj 
The  tempter,  thcNigk  kia  pow  k» 
And,  inaccessible  towroag. 
Still  like  a  martyr  live  aad  4Sm  I 

A  pamm. 
The  evening  air  grows  daik 
I  must  go  forth  into  tlw 
To  visit  beds  of  pain  and 
Of  restless  limbs,  aad  qatvcria^ 
And  sorrowing  hcartStaad  p  ^ 
That  see,  through  tears,  tka 
But  never  more  shall 
The  poor  in  body  and 
The  sick  and  the  discoaaolaia^ 
Must  not  on  man's  eoa 

Gen  stf!. 


Knitr  Lraraa.  as  a 


§!mm 


U'nrrn.  wnik  a 

Thin  is  the  Hlark  Pate 
(f4Ml  was  mv  foster, 
lie  fo«trrr«l  me 

I'mlrr  the  book  of  the  PsIm  hwt 
St.  Michael  was  my  daaw. 
lie  wan  Ivim  at  iWthlebsai, 
lie  waa  niiulr  of  llesh  aad 
GcmI  iend  me  my  right  food. 
'  My  riffht  f<iod.  and  shelter 
,  That  1  may  to  yon  kirk  gv^ 
To  read  upcm  yi>n  swoH  noak 
Which  the  mighty  God  of 
( >pen,  open,  helPs  gates  I 
j  Shut,  shut,  haavaa^  galM  I 
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.  the  air 

be,  that    hear    the    Black 

ig  round  the  church, 
le  and  dismal  place  I 
ny  man  has  the  face 
ole  the  House  of  the  Lord, 
I  Heaven,  —  jet  such  is  the 

lis,  and  windows  old, 
cobwebs,  blackened    with 

pit,  dust  on  the  stairs, 
ches,  and  stalls,  imd  chairs  I 
1  which  such  ponderous  ser- 

m  on  the  brains  of  the  Grer- 

Duoh  real  edification 
ble,  bound  in  lead, 

struck  them  on  the  head  ; 
remember  that  sensation  1 

holy-water  stoup  I 
lay  be  to  many, 
eeriest  Liquor  Crehenns  I 
filthy  fast-day  soup  I 
he  box  for  the  poor, 
idlock,  safe  and  sure. 

of  the  parish  know 
!se  chanties  go  ; 
3ep  up  the  institution, 
ittle  contribution  I 
e  puts  in  money. 
s  mouldering  tomb, 
f    stone,  and   scutcheon  of 

it  lord  of  the  village, 
riot  and  pillage, 
to  escape  the  threatened 

ing  penal  fire, 
dress  of  a  mendicant  friar, 
is  wealth  for  a  daily  mass, 
erwards  came  to  pass, 
;  finds  it  dull  or  pleasant, 
for  the  present, 
icular  desire. 

comer  of  the  wall, 

,  apart  from  all, 

poi'tal  open  wide, 

.  windows  on  either  side, 

well    worn    by  the   bended 

pious  centuries, 


Stands  the  village  oonfessional  I 
Within  it,  as  an  honored  guest, 
I  will  sit  down  awhile  and  rest  I 

Seats  himself  in  the  coi^essional. 
Here  sits  the  priest;  and  faint  and  low, 
Like  the  sig^iing  of  an  eyenine  breeze. 
Comes  through  these  painted  uttioes 
The  ceaseless  sound  of  huouui  woe  ; 
Here,  while  her  bosom  aches  and  throbs 
With  deep  and  agonizing  sobs. 
That  half  are  passion,  half  oontritioii. 
The  luckless  daughter  of  perdition 
Slowly  confesses  her  secret  shame  I 
The  time,  the  place,  the  lover's  name  I 
Here  the  grim  murderer,  with  a  groan. 
From  his  bruised  conscience  rolls  the  stone^ 
Thinking  that  thus  he  can  atone 
For  ravages  of  sword  and  flame  I 

Indeed,  I  marvel,  and  marvel  greatly, 
How  a  priest  can  sit  here  so  sedately, 
Reading,  the  whole  year  out  and  in, 
Naught  but  the  catalogue  of  sin. 
And  still  keep  any  faith  whatever 
Li  human  virtue  !    Never  I  never  I 

I  cannot  repeat  a  thousandth  part 

Of  the  horrors  and  orimes  and  sins   and 

woes 
That  arise,  when  with  palpitating  throes 
The  graveyard  in  the  human  heart 
Gives   up  its  dead,  at   the  voioe  of  the 

priest. 
As  if  he  were  an  archangel,  at  least. 
It  makes  a  peculiar  atmosphere. 
This  odor  of  earthly  passions  and  crimes, 
Such  as  I  like  to  breathe,  at  times. 
And  such  as  often  brings  me  here 
In  the  hottest  and  most  pestilential  sesp 

son. 
To-day,  I  come  for  another  reason  ; 
To  foster  and  ripen  an  evil  thought 
In    a    heart    that    is    almost  to  madness 

wrought. 
And  to  make  a  murderer  out  of  a  prinoe, 
A  sleight  of  hand  I  learned  long  smoe  I 
He  comes.    In  the  twilight  he  will  not  see 
The  difference  between  his  priest  and  me  I 
In  the  same  net  was  the  mother  caught  I 

PRINCB  BBNBT,   entering  and  Imeding  aJt  the 

covfessioncU. 

R  fol,  penitent,  and  lowly, 

J  ^  -^.  O  Father  holy, 

'i  nj  head. 
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uranuL 

Tba  benedictioo  shall  be  Mud 

After  confeuioo,  not  before  I 

T  U  a  God-ftpecd  to  the  parting  goMt, 

Who  ttandi  already  at  the  door, 

Sandalled  with  holiness,  and  dressed 

In  ||;annents  pure  from  earthly  stain* 

Meanwhili!,  bast  thou    searched  well   thy 

braast  7 
Does  the  same  madness  fill  thy  brain  ? 
Or  hare  thy  passion  and  unrest 
Vanished  forerer  from  thy  mind  ? 

rnisvK  UBNiiT. 
By  the  same  madness  utill  made  blind, 
By  the  same  passion  still  possessed, 
I  come  again  to  tlie  house  of  prayer, 
A  man  aftlictcd  and  distressed  I 
As  in  a  cloudy  atinoMphrre, 
Throueh  unswrn  ■luic«*s  of  the  air, 
A  sudden  and  ini|ietuous  wind 
Stnkes  ilu'  grt'ut  forr&t  whit^  with  fear. 
And  every  branch,  and  bough,  and  spray 
points  all  its  quivering  leaves  one  way. 
And  nieaduws  of  grsM,  and  tielils  of  grain. 
And  tlu*  cluuds    aliove,  and  the    hluuting 

rain. 
And  sniokr  fmm  ehinmPTA  of  the  town, 
YieM  (heniHelvfH  to  it,  and  Uiw  down. 
So  di»e«  thtH  iln*a4lfiil  i>urfM»M*  press 
Ouwanl,  with  im-Hkivtiole  stn^^A, 
And  all  my  thoui;lits  and  fMciiltieft, 
Struck  levi'l  hy  (he  Mreni^h  of  this, 
Krum  their  true  iiiclin;ition  turn. 
And  all  stream  forwanl  tti  Salem  I 

LCriPKK. 

Ala«  !  w«>  an*  but  eildie<«  of  du!«t, 
l'|iliftrd  hv  the  blast,  and  whirled 
Ali>ti|;  thf  hit^hwAV  of  the  world 
A  nitiiiient  (tnly.  (hen  to  f.ill 
Bark  to  a  rtirnnion  lf>vel  nil. 
At  tlic  ■iiliHiding  of  the  gu^t  I 

I'lii'k'  r  III  ^iiT. 
(}  hiilv  rithiT  '  |i.inli*n  in  mo 
l\ir  !•«•    !!  i(:ttti  iif  :»  iiiiiid 
1  ii«!i-.-iilf.i«t.  .iiiil  thit  I'aiinot  And 
If*  •••■iitr»-  «.f  n^!  :it.i|  h  iriniin\  ! 
riir  •  ^'TUiiif*"  J"  f'ir«'  itiint*  «'\i*"i 
Th:«i;hA«tl\  iih.iiittiiti  fiitn  anil  tlies, 
Aii-I   %^  A  iii.fciliii.in  thrfiii;;h  a  rrowd, 
\\  .•li  fruiti.'  :;«-*ttir»  *  and  mild  cncs. 
It  li  ir?-.'  «  Mfi«.ird.  mid  aloud 
lie|ivat«  iLi  awful  |iru|»hei-ies  I 


Weakness  is 
la  to  be  happy  I    I  ab 
And  eannoi  find  thm  good  I 
Beeanse  I  feel  aad  faor  Iko 


t    Toki 


t 


I 


I 


Be  not  alarmed  I    Tho  Chnok  b 

And  in  her  mercy  aad  her 

She  meets  half-way  her  childioa'si 

Writes  their  transgioHMMa  ii 

Thoagfa  in  the  Uecalogoo  wo  iod 

The  mandaU   writiM,    "•TImo   ihdl  ii 

kill  I" 
Yet  there  are 
In  war,  for  instance,  or  fi 
To  guard  and  keep  the  one  tnm  fmtk 
We  must  look  at  the  Uicalogoi  » ite  ^ 
Of  an  ancient  statute,  that 
For  a  mild  and  genetml 
To  be  understock  with  tlMi' 
That  in  certain  instaaeca  tko  Bighl 
Must  yield  to  the  Exnedient  I 
Thou  art  a  Prince.    If  tkoo 
What  hearts  and  hopes  woold 
What  noble  deeds,  what  fiur 
Into  the  grave  with  tbeo  go 
What  acts  of  Tslor  aad 
Be  main  undone,  and  die  wkk 
Thou  art  the  last  of  all  tkj  iw 
With  thee  a  noble  Dane  cibin 
And  vanishes  from  tko  ooita^ 
The  glorious  memory  of  tkj  mm 
She  is  a  |»easant.     la  ber  voiao 
Mows  common  and  plebeian 
It  is  such  as  daily  and  boorlj 
I1ie  duAt  and  the  turf  of  battle 
By  vaasals  shed,  in  a  crii 
\\  ith«Hit  reser^-e,  and  witkoot 
At  the  slit*htest  summoiis  of 
But  thini'  i*  precious  ;  the  f< 
BIimmI  of  kingk,  of  (tod's 
Moreover,  what  has  the  world  io SM 
For  one  like  her,  but  tears  mad  idt 
Daughter  of  Mirrow.  serf  of 
A  |M'UHant'<  chilli  and  a  prasnt's 
And  hrr  %iiul  within  her  sick  aad  i 
With  the  rtiughne«s  and  barrcMM 
I  ni:ir«fl  not  nt  the  heart's  reosil 
Kn>in  a  fate  like  this,  in  ooe  so 
Nor  at  its  eaf*rmeis  to  sorrroder 
All  the  wrrtchednria,  want,  aad  < 
That  await  it  in  this  worU  bllow, 
\tir  the  uiMittrrable  spleador 
nf  the  wi»rlil  uf  rest  beyond  Iks 
.N>  the  Church 


I 


I 
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ohale  this  healiDg  balm, 
3  this  fresh  life  into  thine  ; 
comfort  and  the  calm 
IS  a  gift  divine  ; 
down  and  anoint  thy  feet 
ntment  costly  and  most  sweet 
ig  blood,  and  thoa  shalt  liye. 

PBDTCE  HJEMBT. 

9  righteous  Heaven  forgive  ? 
vhether  foul  or  fair, 
if  but  it  leaves  somewhere 
ritten  by  fingers  ghostly, 
g  or  a  curse,  and  mostly 
er  weakness  or  greater  strength 
which  follow  it,  till  at  leng^ 
of  ages  are  redressed, 
tice  of  Grod  made  manifest ! 

LUCIFKB. 

ecords  it  is  stated 

iver  an  evil  deed  is  done, 

'il  is  created 

ind  torment  the  offending  one  I 

nly  good  perverted, 

',  the  bearer  of  Light, 

1  fallen  and  deserted, 

I  his  Father's  house  with  a  corse 

2k  and  endless  night. 

PRINCE  HSNBT. 

les  the  universe, 
od  actions  of  good  men 
rht  should  be  begotten, 
Q  balanpe  restored  again. 

LUCIFER. 

world  were  not  so  rotten, 
1  over  to  the  Devil ! 

PRINCE  HEKRT. 

1,  is  it  good  or  evil  ? 

)  absolution  free 

i  without  restriction  ? 

LUCIFER. 

>m  whatsoever  sin 

1  it  and  within, 

imes  in  which  it  may  involve 

e  thee  and  absolve  thee  ! 

PRINCE  HENRY. 

holy  benediction. 


LUOIFKB,  ttrtLching  forth  hi$  hand  and  mMttering, 

Malediotione  perpetoa 
Maledicat  V06 
Fater  etemus  1 

THB  AKOXL,  with  th$  cBoliau  horp. 

Take  heed  1  take  heed  I 

Noble  art  thou  in  thy  birth. 

By  the  good  and  the  great  of  earth 

nasi  thou  been  taught  I 

Be  noble  in  every  thought 

And  in  every  deed  ! 

Let  not  the  illusion  of  thy  senses 

Betray  thee  to  deadly  offences. 

Be  strong  I  be  good  I  be  pure  I 

The  right  only  shall  endure. 

All  things  else  are  but  false  pretenoet. 

I  entreat  thee,  I  implore. 

Listen  no  more 

To  the  suggestions  of  an  evil  spirit. 

That  even  now  is  there. 

Making  the  fou}  seem  fair, 

And  seliishness  itself  a  virtue  and  a  maiitt 


A  ROOM  DT  THE  FARM-HOUBB. 
OOTTLEBB. 

It  is  decided  I    For  many  days. 

And  nights  as  many,  we  have  had 

A  nameless  terror  m  our  breast, 

Making  us  timid,  and  afraid 

Of  God,  and  his  mysterious  ways  I 

We  have  been  sorrowful  and  sad  ; 

Much  have  we  suffered,  much  have  prayed 

That  he  would  lead  us  as  is  best. 

And  show  us  what  his  will  required. 

It  is  decided  ;  and  we  give 

Our  child,  O  Frince,  that  yon  may  live  I 

URSULA. 

It  is  of  God.     He  has  inspired 

This  purpose  in  her  ;  and  through  pain» 

Out  of  a  world  of  sin  and  woe, 

He  takes  her  to  Himself  again. 

The  mother's  heart  resists  no  longer  ; 

With  the  An|;el  of  the  Lord  in  vain 

It  wrestled,  for  he  was  the  stronger. 

OOTTLIKB. 

As  Abraham  offered  long  ag^ 
His  son  unto  the  Lord,  and  even 
The  EverL  ?i  ftven 
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GftTe  hu»  M  a  lamb  unto  the  tUoghteri 
60  do  I  offer  up  mj  daughtor  I 
UaauUA  hides  kgrfom* 


BLMB. 


My  life  U  little, 
Ouly  a  cup  of  water. 
But  pure  and  limpid. 
Take  it,  O  uij  Trinee  I 
Let  it  refresh  jou. 
Let  it  restore  jou. 
It  is  giTen  wilUngljr» 
It  is  giTen  freely  ; 
May  God  bless  the  gift  1 


PMlSfCB  UK5fBT. 


And  the  giver  I 


Amen  I 


I  accept  it  I 


OOTTUKB. 


PUmCE  UUfBT. 


IMITTUBB, 

Where  are  the  childrvu  ? 
They  axe  already  anWp. 

OOTTUBB. 

What  if  they  verv  dead  ? 

IN   THE  OABDUff. 

BLMB. 

I  haTe  one  thing  tu  ask  of  you. 

rBlNCB  BKSfBT. 

It  IB  already  granted. 


Tha  galaa  of  Um*  w,  ia  IUb 

1m, 
With  my  potitioa,  pattiag 
All  thooghta  of  Mith»  M 

my  foot. 
FromiM  mo  thia. 


Thy 
Liko  loaea  from  tho  lipo  of 

angels 
Might  stiwp  to  pick  Ikoa  w^  I 


% 


WiUyMMl 


If  evor  wo  depart  upon  lUo  ^ 
So  long  to  one  or  both  of  b^'I 


Shall  wo  not  go^  than?    Bsva  |i 

me 
Into  the  air,  only  to  hnrl  mm  \mik 
Wounded  upoo  tho  gvoaad?   ni 

me 
The  waters  of  etcrDol  lifo,  lo  hii  ■ 
Drink  the  poUutcd  poddlaa  of  tftb 


Wliat  is  it  ? 


KLfUB. 

Iromise  mo. 
When  we  are  gone  from  here,  and  on  our 

war 
Arr  jdiirnrring  to  Salrrno,  yon  will  not, 
Br  wiini  ur  drrd,  rii«ii*avur  to  diMuadt*  roe 
And  turn   inr  fn>iii  inr  purpose  ;  but  re- 

liirHitM*r 
That  as  a  piltfriin  to  thr  llolr  (*itr 
Walks    uiiiiiiilrstrd.   and  with  thoughts  of 

|tanlon 
Oocupicd  whuilr,  M>  wuuld  I  approach 


rBUICB 

O  Elsie  I    what  a 

me  I 
The   life  which  ii, 

come. 
Suspended  hang  in  soeli' 
A  breath  distarba  tht 

scale 
In  which  we  throw  oar 

ates. 
And   the  other, 

up. 
And  it  accounted  tbbiIt  bbA  air  I 
Ti>  me  the  thought  of  doolk  ii 
llaring  such  hold  OB  Ufa.    T« 

not 
Si  much  eren  as  tho  liftiaf  of  • 
( hit  r  a  step  into 
( tiit'of  a  trnt  already 
With  light  that  shir 

parent  walls  I 
O  pure  in  lieart  I 

shall  grow 
Lilim,  upon  whoso  patab  vB  \m 
-  Ayo  Maria  "  IB  oh 


from  ife^ 


I 
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III 

STREET  IN   STRASBURG 

E^BIKCS  Hknbt  wandering  alone^ 
wrapped  in  a  cloak. 

PRINCE  HBNBT. 

)  night.     The  sound  of  feet 

Eiway  from  the  empty  street, 

in  artisan,  bending  down 

on  his  anvil,  the  dark  town 

th  a  slumber  deep  and  sweet. 

and  restless,  I  alone, 

isk  and  damp  of  these  walls  of 

ue, 

nd  weep  in  my  remorse  ! 

B  OF  THE  DEAD,  ringing  a  bell. 

Wake  1  wake  ! 
All  ye  that  sleep  ! 
Pray  for  the  Dead  ! 
Pray  for  the  Dead  1 

PRINCE  HBNRT. 

th  what  accents  loud  and  hoarse 
ler  on  the  walls  of  death 
bh  the  challenge  of  his  breath  1 
lead  that  sleep  in  the  grave  ! 
up  and  their  garments  wave, 
1  spectral,  as  they  rise, 
I  light  of  another  world  in  their 

3S  ! 

CRIER  OF  THE  DEAD. 

Wake  1  wake  I 
All  ye  that  sleep  ! 
Pray  for  the  Dead  I 
Pray  for  the  Dead  ! 

PRINCE  HENRT. 

the  dead,  who  are  at  rest  ? 

the  living,  in  whose  breast 

fgle  between  right  and  wrong 

terrible  and  strong, 

good  angels  war  with  devils  ! 

e  Master  of  the  Revels, 

Life's  flowing  feast,  proposes 

h  of  absent  friends,  ana  pledges, 

ight  goblets  crowned  with  roses, 

ling  as  we  touch  their  edges, 

his  dismal,  tinkling  bell, 

K;ks    and    mimics    their    funeral 

eUl 


CRIER  OF  THE   DEAD. 

Wake !  wake  ! 
All  ye  that  sleep  ! 
Pray  for  the  Dead  I 
Pray  for  the  Dead ! 

PRINCE  BENRT.  < 

Wake  not,  beloved  1  be  thy  sleep 
Silent  as  night  is,  and  as  deep  ! 
There  walks  a  sentinel  at  thy  graie 
Whose  heart  is  heavy  and  desolate, 
And  the  heavings  of  whose  bosom  number 
The  respirations  of  thy  slumber, 
As  if  some  strange,  mysterious  fate 
Had  linked  two  hearts  in  one,  and  mine 
\^nt  madly  wheeling  about  thine. 
Only  with  wider  and  wilder  sweep  ! 

CBiBR  OF  THE  DEAD,  at  a  distance. 

Wake  1  wake  ! 
All  ye  that  sleep  I 
Pray  for  the  Dead  I 
Pray  for  the  Dead  ! 

PRINCE  HENRT. 

Lo  f  with  what  depth  of  blackness  throwm 
Against  the  clouds,  far  up  the  skies 
The  walls  of  the  cathedral  rise. 
Like  a  mysterious  grove  of  stone. 
With  fitful  lights  and  shadows  blending. 
As  from  behind,  the  moon,  ascending. 
Lights  its  dim  aisles  and  paths  unknown  I 
The  wind  is  rising  ;  but  tne  boughs 
Rise  not  and  fall  not  with  the  wmd. 
That    through     their     foliage     sobs    and 

soughs  ; 
Only  the  cloudy  rack  behind, 
Drifting  onward,  wild  and  ragged. 
Gives  to  each  spire  and  buttress  jagg^ 
A  seeming  motion  undefined. 
Below  on  the  square,  an  arm^  knight. 
Still  as  a  statue  and  as  white. 
Sits    on    his   steed,    and  the   moonbeams 

quiver 
Upon  the  points  of  his  armor  bright 
As  on  the  ripples  of  a  river. 
He  lifts  the  visor  from  his  cheek. 
And    beckons,   and    makes   as    he   would 

speak. 

WALTER  the  Minnesinger, 

Friend  1  can  you  tell  me  where  alight 
Thuring^'s  horsemen  for  the  night  ? 
For  I  have  lingered  in  the  rear. 
And  wander  vainly  up  and  down. 


> 
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nUNCB    IIKXHT. 


I  %m  a  strangrr  in  tht*  town, 
A«  thou  art ;  but  Uw  voice  I  hear 
I«  not  a  utranfppr  to  mine  e:ir. 
Tbou  art  Walter  of  the  Vogclweid  I 


WALTKIL 


ThcMi  hati  giieue«l  rif^htly  ;  and  thy 
L»  iieurj  of  iloheneck  1 


rKI>C-K  IIKKKT. 

At,  the  lame. 

WALTKK,  rmbrticinif  Aim. 

Come  closer,  i-Iomt  to  mv  Hide  ! 

What  brinj^  thee  hitlu>r  ?      What  potent 

cluu'm 
Has  drawn  tht*e  fmm  thv  (termau  farm 
Into  the  old  Aliiatian  city  ? 

FICIM  r.   IIIINKT. 

A  tale  of  wonder  and  of  nity  I 

A  wn*tolitMl  man.  almost  tiy  stealth 

Dra^^inf*  ni\  UnIv  to  Sidt'ni, 

In  thf  «:iiii  hii|M>  uiid  M'nn*li  fur  health, 

And  <lr*»tiiiiMl  nrviT  to  n'tum. 

Alrvaily  thuu  ha^t  heanl  the  ifst. 

But  wluit  brin^  ttier.  thii«  nriiit>d  and  dight 

In  the  e4|ui|inti-iit!4  of  ;i  klii^hl  '.' 

WA1.IKH. 

iKmt  thou  not  m*«-  tijion  my  hn*a>t 
The  rnMft  iif  thr  ('riivu)rl>>  Khilic  V 

Mv  ttathwsv  Ifsiiit  tu  l';ile»tinf. 

■   ■  ■ 

I'HiM'r:  iirNKT. 

Ah.  would  thit  wuv  wen*  .*i1mi  mine ! 

0  nolili*  |MH*t  *  thou  wlius4*  liejirt 
In  likr  :i  iit'^t  of  Miii^iiiif-lunU 
R«ii'k«-i|  on  xU*'  tii|imitHt  iMiii^h  of  life. 
Wilt  thiMi.  ttm,  lioui  iiur  Hk\  ill  |Mrt, 
Ami  lit  tlir  i-|.iii;;iir  of  ihr  Htr-N 
Min^li'  th«-  niii^it-  i>f  :li\  %«onl-« 

^^  \l  :  i  It. 

My  hi»|n**  arr  hi;;li.  iii\  hrart  i*  ,       ui!, 
Atiil  liki-  'I  !ruiii|Ht  li>ii^  ami  Imiil, 
Until*  r  till  tlii>ii;:!i{i  :\\\  rUni:  and  nii}*  ! 
M\  lifi-  !■«  Ill  iii\  h  itiij,  and  l(t  ! 

I    iTf  i«|i     llni    U  lli{    It    .l»     I    l>.iM, 

And  •ti««*it  f'>rr)i  tri>ii.  ii«  lri-tiililiiii»  ^tnn^ 
An  arr"».  •>  i*  -:  .'I  \-  .  y*  ii  !».iin-i-, 

1  ikr  flu-  nrr-."*  ■•!  *u»-  I-r-o-liti-  kiin: 
■*f.i  •  ir    '•    •'  ■     *  •    «*iri|  !iir  rimt, 
'I  LaI  u|  tLr  lj(>ru'fe  ili-iMi-raiii-i   ! 


My  life,  alas  I  is  what  tlwa 
O  enviable  fate  !  to  be 
Strone,  beautiful,  and  armad  liki 
With  T vre  and  sword,  wUk  mm  • 
A  hand  to  smite,  a  hsMt  to  §mi  t 
Thy  heart,  thy  hand,  thy  lyra,  tkf 
Thou  givest  all  unto  thy  LoH  ; 
While  1,  lo  mean  and  abjact  cr 
Am  thinking  of  myself  alooe. 


WALTKB. 

Be  patient  :  Time  will  rei 
Thy  health  and  fortu 


Tis, 
I  cannot  strive  against  my  file ! 


WALTI 


Come  with  nie  ;  fur  mv  steed  is 
Our  jounu'V  has  been  ioog  mmi 
And,  dreaming  of  his  stall,  be 
With  his  impatient  hoofs  the 


pHiycB  asiiBT, 

I  am  ashame<l.  in  mv  disgrace^ 
To  look  into  tlwt  noLle  face  ! 
To-morrow,  Walter,  let  it  be. 


WAL' 

To-morrow,  at  the  dawn  of  day, 

1  shall  again  be  oo  my  way. 
C4>ni(*  with  me  to  the  bostelrj. 
For  I  luive  uuuiy  things  to  say. 
Our  journey  into  Italv 
IVrchancc  together  we  may  make  | 
Wilt  thou  not  do  it  for  my  sake  f 

rniacB  aanT. 

A  ftirk  nuin'«  parr  would  but  iamdt 
Thini*  eagiT  and  impatient  speeo. 
li«>Mdrs  HIT  |Kith«iay  leads  me 
T'l  llinif'haii.  in  tlie  fiirest's 
WlnTf  I  n»<M  iiiMf  man  and 
And  all  tilings  for  my  joamey's 


1.1 1  iriK.  fltftmtf  mvr  lir 

>Ii-«'p,  *.lr«|i,  (»  rity  !  till  the  light 
Wakr  \iiii  to  "in  and  rrim^ 
WhiNi  on  your  dream*,  like  di 
I  «rattrr  downwanl  thitNich  ike 
\\\  mal«-«lii'tionft  dark  and 
1  lui««'  nil  in*  mart%r«  la  } 
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las  ;  and  they  eannot  sleep ; 
Y  bondsmen  and  m j  thraAs ; 
ined  lives  are  full  of  pain, 
ss  of  nerve  and  brain ; 
tieart-beat,  every  breath, 
ion  worse  than  death  I 
,  O  city  1  thouffh  within 
of  yonr  walls  there  be 
on  free  from  sin, 
nameless  misery  ; 
hearty  the  aching  head, 
e  living  and  the  dead, 
•rruption  of  the  time, 
tress,  and  want,  and  woe, 
,  and  passions  that  may  grow 
*ipen  into  crime  I 

r  FRONT  OF  THE  CATHBDRAL. 

ay,  Fbiab  Cuthbsrt  prtaeking 
id  Jrom  a  pulpit  in  the  open  atr. 
EKBT  and  ELBUt  crossing  the  sguare. 

FRIirCS  HKHBT. 

Jay,  when  from  the  dead 
rose  ;  and  everywhere, 
*  darkness  and  despair, 
;  over  fears  and  foes, 
of  his  disciples  rose, 
B  women,  standing  near, 
in  shining  vesture  said, 
is  risen  ;  he  is  not  here  I " 
al  that  the  day  is  come, 
learths  in  Christendom 
e  quenched,  to  be  aeain 
rom  the  sun,  that  high 
n  the  cloudless  sky. 
M  are  all  decked  with  flowers, 
ions  among  men 
Angel's  words  divine, 
irisen  1 "  and  the  beUs 
lad  murmur,  as  it  swells, 
x>gether  in  their  towers, 
re  glad  ;  and  free  from  care 
f  the  people  shine, 
crowd  is  m  the  square, 
^lantly  arrayed  ! 

ELSIB. 

ack  ;  I  am  afraid  I 

PRINCE  REMKT. 

mount  the  church-steps  here, 
ioorway*ft  sacred  shadow ; 
all  thines,and  be  freer 
:rowd  that  madly  hearea  r    ^ 
(es  ! 


WhatagaT  pageant  I  what  bright 

It  looks  liMe  a  flowez^Mapriiikled  meadow. 

What  is  that  yonder  on  the  aqnaie  ? 


1 


A  polpit  in  the  open  air. 

And  a  fViar,  who  is  preaching  to  the  erowd 

In  a  Toioe  so  deep  and  olear  and  loud. 

That,  if  we  listen,  and  give  heed. 

His  lowest  words  wiU  reach  the  ear. 

TBLAB  OUTBBXBT,  {gesiiadaiinff  and  eraddng  a 
pokilUmU  whip. 

What  ho  1  good  people  1  do  yon  not  hear? 
Dashing  along  at  the  top  of  ms  speed, 
Booted  and  sparred,  on  his  jaded  steed, 
A  courier  comes  with  words  of  cheer. 
Conner  1  what  is  the  news,  I  pray  ? 
M Christ  is  arisen  1"    Whence  come  yon? 

«  From  court** 
Then  I  do  not  belieTe  it ;  yon  say  it  ia 

sport. 

Cradte  ku  whip  again. 
Ah,  here  comes  another,  riduiff  this  way ; 
We  soon  shall  know  what  he  has  to  say. 
Courier  I  what  are  the  tidinga  to-day  ? 
<<  Christ  is  arisen  I"    Whence  come  yon? 

**  From  town.** 
Then  I  do  not  bdiere  it ;  away  with  yoa» 

down. 

Cracks  his  whip  man  vioUndg, 
And  here  comes  a  thirds  who  is  sporring 


What  news  do  yon  bring,  with  your  looaa- 

hanging  rein, 
Yoor  spars  wet  with  blood,  and  yoar  bridla 

with  foam? 
M  Christ  is  arisen!**     Whence  come  yoaf 

^FromRome.** 
Ah,  now  I  belicTe.    He  is  risen,  indeed. 
Bide  on  with  the  news,  at  the  top  of  yoar 

speed  1 

Great  applamee  ammug  the  crowd* 
To  come  bade  to  my  text  I     When  the 

news  was  first  spread 
That  Christ  was  arisen  indeed  from  the 

dead. 
Very  great  was  the  joy  of  the  angels  in 

heaven ; 
And  as  great  the  dispute  as  to  who  shoold 

carry 
T^e      inss  thereof  to  the  Virgin  Mary, 
—  h     t  with  sorrows  seven, 

e  first  to  propose. 
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An  k>riii^  till*  author  of  all  oiir  wi»ok  ; 
Hut  iie  wRt  rrfiiMTil,  for  frar,  laiil  Chey, 
lit*  wuiiltl  »to)i  to  rat  applfH  on  the  way  ! 
Alirl  oamr  iii'it,  hut  |N*litionr<|  in  \uin, 
BecmuM'   hr   ini^lii  iiici't  with   hU   brother 

i'aui  ! 
Noah.  t«i«i,  was  rt*fu!iiHl,  Iciit  his  weakneM 

for  winr 
Shouhl  (li'lay  hi  in  ni  fvcrv  tavfni-iiif^n  ; 
And  •John  thf  i(:i|iti>t  miiltl  not  ^'t  a  voto. 
On  acciMint  of  his  oKi-fashiomtl   oaiuelV 

huir  I'tKit  ; 
Ami   ihf  I*i>nilfnt    Thiff,  who  died  on  tht* 

Wm    reminded     tliat    all    hii*    Umt's    wen* 

hrokrn  ! 
Till  at  la>t,  whrn  each  in  turn  h:ul  b|Kiken, 
Thti  coni|iany  Iwiii};  ^lill  at  \n>*. 
The  An^rl,  who  roUr^l  away  tin*  stone, 
WaH  Rfhl  to  the  »r|iulrhrf,  all  aloin*. 
And  tilli-d  Mith^lorv  titat  gliN>iny  prison. 

And   »aiil    to   the    Virpn,    "The   Lonl   in 

I  ** 
ariM-n  ! 

The  ("alKniral  Ullt  nntj. 
Rut    hark  !    the   InIU    are     bf);inntn{^    to 

rhinir  ; 
And  I  ffi'l  that  I  am  ^mwinf;  hoarse. 
I  mill  |>ut  an  rnd  to  iii\  dtHi-mirM*, 
And  If.iVf  thi*  r«-'>(  for  houm'  other  time. 
Kor   till*   Im-1I^  thl■llt^l-l\l■^  an*  tli«*  btst  of 

pn"Ui-h«T^  ; 
Their  hra^rn  \\y%  an-  h-arned  tt'aehi'pt, 
From  tht'ir  pulpits  of  «toiir,  in  (ho  iip|N*r  air, 
S)un>lin^  aloft,  without  crark  or  tl.iw. 
ShnlliT  th:iii  truiii]H-ts  iimli-r  tin-  I^iw, 
N«tw  :i  M*riiiiiii.  aiiil  now  a  pni)er. 
Tht*  elani^iiroii^  haniiiifr  i^  thi*  toiitni'^f 
l'hi«  way.  th;it  %ia\,  iMMtrH  and  •»wiiiii;, 
Tiutt  fniiii  itiiiiith  i«t  lir;i<«n,  as  from   Mouth 

<if  (  tdld. 

Mar  Im<  taught  the  Ti-Htament^,  Ni*w  and 

u!.| 
And  :iIni\i-  it  (hi*  i:n*at  rri>«%-lM*ani  of  wimmI 
Ki  pr«  «i  iitt  th  (!■••  II><!%  KiMMi, 
I  |K'ii  Ml.iiii,    l.Lr    thf  Im-11,  our  h<i|H*^    are 

I.  11-; 
An'l  (In    u  !if  •■!  mhrrrwitli  it  i%  swavi*d  and 

nr  -^ 
1*  tl.'-  II  .ti-l  t<f  II-,  i;.,  tliat  riiunil  ami  r«iiini| 
SwA)*,  ai.-i  II  iKt  ;)i  till-  (■•iiifiH*  t**  Hiiiiriil  ' 
Anii  tK»-  r!-.\»  'ViTklw   •»•■'!  i-i  in  !««;••  tlirrr, 
|>t-r>i'ft  !l.  •:..    **   !   ;  •  i:    '.    I  ;.•    !^ 
IK  Mur.iN.  .tinl  *^  I  111)  •  1<.  .tini  )li«tiiri   ; 

Anil  till  itpM  i?d  .kill  •!<>Miiw.iril  iiii*ti Ii>iw 

lluki  we  luui  h  i«{Miii  iiialtcr*  lt<^h  .iinl  low  ; 


And  the  constant  cha  igr 

<  U  action  and  of  cant  •mplalM, 
UuwuwanI,  the  iwripCara  Imw^M 

hiKh. 
rpward,  exalted  a|pua  to  tkm  tkj  ; 
I)ownwanl.  thr  literal  iuterprrtatii 
I'pward,  the  Vision  and  MjrtMjl 


And  now,  my  hean*ra,  to 
1  liavv  onlv  one  word  iucmv  to  a?  : 
In  the  rhun*h,  in  honor  of  Easier  i^ 
Will  Im»  presentMi  a  Miracle  Haj; 
And  I  ho|M*  \ou  will  all  hafc  tlo  |fMi 

nttmd. 
Christ  hrini;  u«  nt  last  to  his  Uhetjl 
l*ai  vobisi'uw  !  ct  Ucncdiotc  I 


IN    TUB  CATUUAAL 


<  HA.vr. 

Kjrie  Elcisoat 
Christc  Elc&Haol 


FallMff^ 


I  am  at  home  here  in 
Thi*sc  |iaiiitinn  of  the 
lla\c  all  familiar  and 


The  iMirtraits  of  the  faniW  of  Gal  I 
I'hiue  4iwn  hereafter  sfaalf  be  piMid 

them. 


BiaiB. 
How  very  f^rand  it  i»  aiul 
Ni'\i'r  ha«e  I  beheld  a  rbarvh  so 
>ui'h  etdumn*.  and  iack  aivbai^ 

windows. 
Si  nianr  toiiili*  and  statoea  in  lb* 
.Vnd  iindi'r  iliem  so  many 
Tht*\  itiii^t  lie  fur  the  ricb.     1 

like 
To  tell  Miv  «ins  in  socb  a  cbaMb 
Who  bmit  It  '.' 


mtlki  B   HBJIBT. 

A  frrrat  master  ef 
Krwtii  ion  Strinhcieh  ;  but  aot  be 
Kiir  iiiaii)  |*eneratitm«  lalvrrd  wilb 
ChiMn-n  that  rame  |o  teo 

*I«iiii". 
\%  dai   hv  da«  out  nf  ibe  bloehilbff 
lin*w  *A'{  .tnd  dtrd,  aod  stall  tbe 

nil. 
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d  on,  and  is  not  yet  completed. 

ition  that  succeeds  our  own 

ay  finish  it.     The  architect 

reat  heart  into  these  sculptured 

es, 

lim  toiled  his  children,  and  their 

led,  with  his  own,  into  the  walls, 
•s  unto  God.    You  see  that  statue 
oyous,  but  deep-wrinkled  eyes 
^illars  of  the  Angels  yonder, 
image  of  the  master,  carved 
'  hand  of  his  own  child,  Sablua. 

ELSIE. 

if  ul  is  the  column  that  he  looks 


PRCVCE  HENBT. 

she  sculptured.     At  the  base  of 

iCvangelists  ;  above  their  heads 
Is  blowing  upon  marble  trumpets, 
them   the   blessed  Christ,  sor- 
ided 

ndant  ministers,  upholding 
nents  of  his  passion. 

ELSIE. 

O  my  Lord  ! 
>uld  leave  behind  me  upon  earth 
iment  to  thy  glory,  such  as  this  ! 

PRINCE  HENBT. 

monument  than  this  thou  leavest 

^n  life,  all  purity  and  love  I 

e  Rose,  above  the  western  portal 

it    with    a  thousand    gorgeous 

rs, 

t  flower  of  Gothic  loveliness  1 

ELSIE. 

)  gallery,  the  long  line  of  statues, 
b  his  twelve  Apostles  watching 

1  armory  booted  and  spurred^  pcuses 
with  his  train. 

PRINCE  HENRY. 

iway  ;  we  have  not  time  to  look. 

I    already   fills  the  church,   and 

icr 

ge,  a  herald  with  fi  trumpet, 

he  Angel  Gabriel,  proclaims 

ry  that  will  now  be  represented. 


THE  NATIVITY 

A   MIRACLE-PLAY 

INTROITUS 
P&JEOO. 

Come,  good  people,  all  and  eacih. 
Come  and  listen  to  our  speech  ! 
In  your  presence  here  I  stand. 
With  a  trumpet  in  my  hand. 
To  announce  the  Easter  Play, 
Which  we  represent  to-day  ! 
First  of  all  we  shall  rehearse. 
In  our  action  and  our  verse. 
The  Nativity  of  our  Lord, 
As  written  in  the  old  record 
Of  the  Protevangelion, 
So  that  he  who  reads  may  run  1 
Blows  his  trumpet. 


I.      HEAYBlf. 

MERCT,  at  the  feet  qf  God, 

Haye  pity.  Lord  !  be  not  afraid 
To  save  mankind,  whom  thou  hast  made, 
Nor  let  the  souls  that  were  betrayed 
Perish  etemaUy  I 

JUSTICE. 

It  cannot  be,  it  must  not  be  ! 
When  in  the  garden  placed  by  thee, 
The  fruit  of  the  forbidden  tree 
He  ate,  and  he  must  die  1 

MERCT. 

Have  pity,  Lord  !  let  penitence 
Atone  for  disobedience. 
Nor  let  the  fruit  of  man's  offence 
Be  endless  misery  ! 

JUSTICE. 

What  penitence  proportionate 
Can  e*er  be  felt  for  sin  so  g^reat  ? 
Of  the  forbidden  fruit  he  ate. 
And  damned  must  he  be  ! 

GOD. 

He  shall  be  saved,  if  that  within 
The  bounds  of  earth  one  free  from  sin 
Be  found,  who  for  his  kith  and  kin 
Will  suffer  martyrdom. 


^ 
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THr.  rocH  viiirt  ui. 

I^rtl  I  we  hAvr  M*arclii'd  tin'  worhl  arouml, 
Krom  evil  I  re  tu  thi*  iitiiioiit  boiin<l, 
Hilt  ni»  huch  mortal  cau  bv  fuuud  ; 
i>fa|Murin{^,  luu'k  wc  vuiiic. 

WlitlMIM. 

Nil  mortal,  but  a  (mmI  made  man, 
Can  ever  carry  out  thin  |iluii. 
Achieving;  w  hat  uoiii*  utlivr  I'uu, 
Salvatiuu  unto  all ! 

<iOI». 

(ro.  then,  ()  my  U'lovrd  Son  ! 
It  can  by  tbi*e  alone  Ih*  doiiv  : 
Bv  tliee  the  \icturv  filiall  be  \tun 
i>Vr  Satan  aiMi  the  Kail  ! 

iirrt  the  Xnnr.j.  i t AtiKiKL  ihall  Itaif  Paradft 
and  _ri)i  twtirtit  tKr  ta^lh;  ihf  jtiw%  *\f  II*U 
cfjim  hflvH'.  tinJ  the  IhvtU  walk  a6cMif,  making 
a  f/rriif  imis«. 


HA  ST.  witimg  dmmm  tk$ 

What  can  thU  mefta  ?     So  OM  ii  m 
And  yet,  luch  uwred  wordi  1  Wv. 
I  aim  wit  fear  to  •Cay. 
Hrrt  the  Anukl,  appemm^  tc  Acr.  dM^ 


Fear  nut,  O  Marr  !  bat  bclittv  ! 
Kor  thou,  a  Virgin,  ihalt  coMmt 
A  child  thU  very  day. 

Fear  not.  <>  Mary  !  itnm  iW  vky 
Ihe  niajesity  of  t'lie  Moat  Hif  b 
Sliall  uTcnhadow  tbce  I 


Behold  the  handmaid  of  th*  Lord? 

Accord iL|f  to  thy  holy  word. 

So  be  it  unto  me  ! 

iiert  tke  Devilt  »AaU  o^oia  aolv  j  ^ 

uniier  ikt  tfofv. 


II.      MAHY    A1    TIIK    WFLl. 
M«KY. 

Aloni^tlif  }»artlrii  walk,  and  thence 
Tliruiif^h  thf  wick  ft  in  (he  ^rden  fence, 

I  ntrul  with  iinii>t  |i:icf. 
Mv  {litchfT  at  tlit>  %i«-ll  to  till, 
'r)i:it  lirs  M»  ili*i'|i  und  r«Mi|  and  still 

In  thin  •MM|iif'HtfnMl  |il.ic«*. 

Thi'M*  nTcaniorpii  keep  f^anl  around  ; 
I  M-f*  nil  fa«'f,  I  lif.'ir  no  ^inirnl, 

Nave  hubbliupk  <if  the  !*|irin(;. 
AntI  mv  i*iini|vinion«,  who.  within. 
The  thnaiU  of  pild  and  M*arlet  ^pin» 

And  at  tlieir  lalwir  «in^. 

Tiir   %si.ri   >i«iiHii:i 

Hail,  Vir;;in  Mary,  full  nf  i^ri'-*'  f 

II***   M  iliT   i-wl»fA   II"  »i','   K'T,    '•rrrJ4ing,  ttnii 

f'i»i  I  J..". . 

W  I  ••  i^  t!   «|M  Hk*-tli  iM  till*  place, 
\^  i!)t  Hill  h  .1  ;,-•  !;?'■■  \iuri"  ? 

•  ■  «r-iiir  I 
"Pii*  I.iinl  i-f  li  111  II  .*  w  ith  t*  •  I*  nnw  I 

Illl-««'     i    •lIU'ill/     iV    U  lilt  i-M    tll-i  I, 

W  hi'   ill  ...  •  hui\   I  hill  f-  ! 


HI.      TIIK   AXOriK  or  TRI 

miAKixu  Tim  sTAft  or 


I 


TMB  A«0 

Tlie  Anp'U  of  the  Ilaaeta  Sem^ 
Acr«»*i!«  tlie  shininf^  fields  of  ~ 

The  natal  fttar  we  bring  I 
Propping  our  •r\  enfold  «i 
Alt  priivlcMi  jewels  in  the  t 

Of  Christ,  our  nen-borv  K 


I  am  the  Anf^l  of  the 

\Vh*iM*  fLiminj;  wheeU  hrraa  to  IW 

Whrn  <ti«r»  almighty  nmlk 
Saiil  to  the  darkneM  and  the  Nigftli 
l.ct  tlii*n>  U>  lif*ht !  and  ihtrt  «u  I 

I  brin^  the  |^ft  of  Faitk. 

o^AriKL. 

I  nni  till*  Anpd  of  the  Moaa« 
Oarkfiiid  III  lie  irkindlcd  tooa 

ll«-n«*nih  the  axure  cope  ! 
NiMn-*t  til  earth,  it  i«  mr  imy 
'Iliii  lN>«t  illumes  the  BndniglM  my 

I  bring  ihr  gift  uf  Hope  I 


ASIAtt. 

Tl;.'  Ani^-l  i>f  tlie  Star  of  I 
Til*'  I  \i-mni»  Star,  thai  shiaM  • 
'I'he  place  wbera  levwis  big 
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appy  hearths  aud  homes, 
thatch,  or  golden  domes, 
Q  Charity  1 

ZOBIACHEL. 

Jupiter  is  mine  ! 

>st  star  of  all  that  shine, 

e  sun  alone  I 

igh  Priest  of  the  Dove, 

from  his  great  throne  above, 

hat  shall  atone  I 

MICHAEL. 

Mercury,  whose  place 
3  the  sun  in  space, 
9tted  sphere  ! 
destial  ardor  swift 
my  hands  the  gift 
ily  Prudence  here  ! 

URIEL. 

inister  of  Mars, 

st  star  among  the  stars  ! 

of  power  prelude 
and  battle  of  man's  life, 

suffering  and  the  strife, 
a  Fortitude  1 

ORIFEL. 

jf  the  uttermost 
bining,  heavenly  host, 
far-off  expanse 
rnian,  endless  space 
last,  the  crowning  g^ce, 
>f  Temperance  ! 

fht  shines  from  the  windows  of  the 
able  in  the  village  below. 


E   WISE   MEN  OF  THE    EAST. 

the  Inn,  The  Viroin  and  Child. 
\y  Kings,  Gaspar,  Mblchior,  and 
VK,  shall  come  in, 

CASPAR. 

!,  Jesus  of  Nazareth  I 
I  manger  thou  draw  breath, 
eater  than  Life  and  Death, 
han  Joy  or  Woe  ! 
pen  the  line  of  life 
struggle,  toil,  and  strife, 
h  a  region  with  peril  rife 
?ss  shalt  thou  go  1 


melghiob. 

Hail  to  thee.  King  of  Jerusalem  1 
Though  humbly  born  in  Bethlehem^ 
A  sceptre  and  a  diadem 

Await  thy  brow  and  hand  ! 
The  sceptre  is  a  simple  reed, 
The  crown  will  make  thy  temples  bleed^ 
And  in  thine  hour  of  g^atest  need. 

Abashed  thy  subjects  stand  I 

BELSHAZZAR. 

Hail  to  thee,  Christ  of  Christendom  ! 
0*er  all  the  earth  thy  kingdom  come  I 
From  distant  Trebizond  to  Rome 

Thy  name  shall  men  adore  1 
Peace  and  good-will  among  all  men. 
The  Virgin  has  returned  again. 
Returned  the  old  Saturnian  reign 

And  Golden  Age  once  more. 

THE  child  CHRIST. 

Jesus,  the  Son  of  God,  am  I, 
Bom  here  to  suffer  and  to  die 
According  to  the  prophecy, 
That  other  men  may  live  I 

THE  YIROIK. 

And  now  these  clothes,  that  wrapped  Him, 

take 
And  keep  them  precious,  for  his  sake  ; 
Our  benediction  thus  we  make. 
Naught  else  have  we  to  give. 

She  gives  them  gwcLddling-dolhes^  and  (key  d^ 

part. 

V.      THE  FLIGHT   INTO  EOTPT. 

Here  Joseph  shall  come  in,  leading  an  a«,  ot 
which  are  seated  Mart  and  the  Child. 

MART. 

Here  will  we  rest  us,  under  these 
Overhanging  branches  of  the  trees, 
Where  robins  chant  their  Litanies 
And  canticles  of  joy. 

JOSEPH. 

My  saddle-girths  have  g^ven  way 
With  trudging  through  the  heat  to-day  ; 
To  you  I  think  it  is  but  play 
To  ride  and  hold  the  boy. 

MART. 

Hark  !  how  the  robins  sb'^"^.  and  sing. 
As  if  to  hail  their  infant 
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I  will  alight  at  yonder  tpriof; 
To  wash  his  little  roat. 

JOSKTR. 

Ami  I  will  hobble  well  the  aaa, 
I^est,  beiii|(  luo»e  upon  the  gnus. 
He  should  emrape  ;  for,  by  the  mass, 
He 's  nimble  as  a  f^oat. 

iitre  Mart  ikall  alight  and  go  to  the  BprimQ' 

MAHY. 

0  Jofteph  !  I  am  much  afraid. 

For  men  are  ttli*eping  in  the  Hhade  ; 

1  fear  that  we  shall  be  waylaid, 
And  rubbiHl  and  beaten  sure  I 

iiert  a  band  of  robbert  thall  be  sff n  aleeping,  two 
^  If  Aom  tkuii  rtge  and  comt  forward. 

Iil'MAClIt'!*. 

C*oi-k*s  soul  !  dfliver  up  }i>ur  gold  I 

JOHKI'H. 

I  pray  you.  Sim,  Itrt  g«>  your  hold  t 
Toil  wev  thitt  1  am  weak  and  old, 
Of  wealth  1  have  no  store. 

IilMAriirB. 

GiTe  up  your  moiifv  ! 


TITl'S. 

Pnthee 
liet  these  people  gi>  in  ]N'.ir«*. 


IM-MAflll  H. 

Kint  let  thrni  pay  fitr  thi'ir  rele 
And  thi'U  gii  on  thrir  way. 

TITI  «». 

ThrM*  fiirt\  (•ni:(t«  I  jji^i-  in  fee. 
If  thiiu  i»ilt  iiiily  ndrnt  U*. 

M  KUY. 

Ms\  <mmI  )•«•  III*  ri  ifiil  til  th*v 
I '{Hill  tl.r  .linl^'liii-li!    Pay  ? 


II  »'  ■ 

Wlicii  t)i:;'\    M-.ir«  ^hiill  ha\(*  giiiu   l>\. 

I  at  ill  r-i-  ill  II.  -iialt  lin*. 

Ify  .Ifn  .«|i  (i.iii>i  <  f  1  J?«  (I  )j.;:h 

On  the  .ti->   II  •<  •!  lr«-i', 
Tht-ii  iin  111%   rii;li!   \riil  inv  li-ft  «i(le, 
'Ibrftr  ittir^r^  •(••tii  IhiIIi  In*  cruciDcHl, 


And  Titus  tbeaccfortli  aUl 
In  paradise  witii 


I 


ilrrt  a  grwat  mmar  ^  trwmp^ 
the  moiMr  qfa  ktmg  milk  Mt 
btrs  §haU  takejitght. 


▼I.      THE  8LAUGIITKB  OF 

KIVO 

Pot»-tausend !     Himmel 
Filled  am  1  with  great  w 

At  this  unweleome  newt ! 
Am  I  not  Herod  ?     WIm  shall 
My  crown  to  take,  my  ■cepCf 

As  king  among  the  Jaws  f 

iierr  he  thall  tirtdf  «p  amd  dt 

Ai'f 


What  ho  t     I  fain  woald  driak  ■ 
Of  the  strong  wine  of  Caaaaa  I 

The  wine  of  HelboB  bring 
I  pun-haxed  at  the  Fair  of  ajw% 
As  n*d  as  blood,  as  hoi  m»  §g% 

And  fit  for  any  king  I 

Now  nt  the  window  will  I 
While  in  the  street  tke  ansM 

The  little  children  slay  ; 
Tlip  babe  just  iKim  in  Beikle! 
Will  sun*ly  slaughtered  be 

Nor  live  another  day  ! 

iirre  a  raice  qf  lam^ntatiom  akmO 


■i 


O  wicked  king !     O  rnicl 

Til  do  this  must  nnrightc«ms 

My  children  all  are  slain  I 


ncaoik. 


Ho  senr«ichal !  ancither  c«p! 
With  wjtif  «if  S«irrk  fill  it  apt 
I  wiMild  a  bum|ier  drain ! 


Mb>  ninlrdirtion*  fall  and 
ThvM'lf  A  lid  lineage,  to  the 
Of  all  thv  kith  and  kin  I 


IIS  MID. 


Anntlicr  jji»Mi"t  !  «|uick  ! 

l'«»liir;;r»iiste  juire  ami  drefS  if  Bfi^ 
Aiul  c  aLiuius  theieia  I 
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iiDiERS,  in  the  street, 

bild  into  our  hands  ! 
rod  who  commands 
>uld  thus  be  slain  ! 

[E  NUBSE  MEDUSA. 

nen  1     What  haye  ye  done  1 
rod's  only  son 
^e  cleft  in  twain  ! 

HEROD. 

ay  I     What  words  of  fear 
t  smite  upon  my  ear 
I  doleful  sound  ! 
;s  rack  my  heart  and  head  ! 
!  dead  !  would  I  were  dead, 
in  the  ground  I 

and  writhes  as  though  eaten  by 
I  opens,  and  Satan  and  Asta- 
rth^  and  drag  him  down. 


IT    PIJV.Y  WITH   HIS 
MATES. 


SCHOOL- 


JESUS. 

over.     Let  us  play, 
ne  sparrows  out  of  clay, 
e  river's  side. 

JUDAS. 

ttream  has  overflowed 
[  o'er  the  meadow  road 
^  far  and  wide  ! 

r  out  of  the  river  by  channels^  and 
>ls,  J  E8U8  makes  twelve  sparrows 
\e  other  boys  do  the  same. 

JESUS. 

3w  prettily  I  make 
narrows  by  the  lake 
their  necks  and  drink  I 
ake  them  sing  and  soar 
tiall  return  no  more 
ver's  brink. 

JUDAH. 

Ml  not  I    They  are  but  clay, 
ing,  nor  fly  away 
neadow  lands  I 

JKSU8. 

parrows  1  you  are  free  ! 
1  live,  remember  me, 
you  with  my  hands. 

jU  clap  his  hands,  and  the  spar- 
all  Jiy  away,  chirruping. 


JUDA8, 


Thou  art  a  sorcerer,  I  know  ; 
Oft  has  my  mother  told  me  so, 
I  will  not  play  with  thee  1 

He  strikes  Jesus  in  the  right  side. 


JS8U8. 


Ah,  Judas  !  thou  hast  smote  my  side. 
And  when  I  shall  be  crucified, 
There  shall  I  piercM  be  I 

Here  Joseph  sheUl  come  in  and  say: 


JOSEPEL 


Te  wicked  boys  I  why  do  ye  play, 
And  break  the  holy  Sabbath  day  ? 
What,  think  ye,  will  your  mothers  saj 

To  see  you  in  such  plight  1 
In  such  a  sweat  and  such  a  heat, 
With  all  that  mud  upon  your  feet  I 
There 's  not  a  beg^gar  in  the  street 

Makes  such  a  sony  sight  1 


Yin.     THE  VILLAOB  SCHOOL. 

The  Rabbi  Ben  Israel,  sittina  on  a  higk  ttaott 
with  a  long  beard ^  ana  a  rod  in  hie  hami, 

RABBI. 

I  am  the  Rabbi  Ben  Israel, 
Throughout  this  yillage  known  full  well. 
And,  as  my  scholars  all  will  tell. 

Learned  in  things  divine  ; 
The  Cabala  and  lalmud  hoar 
Than  all  the  prophets  prize  I  more, 
For  water  is  all  Bible  lore. 

But  Mishna  is  strong  wine. 

My  fame  extends  from  West  to  East, 
And  always,  at  the  Purim  feast, 
I  am  as  dnmk  as  any  beast 

That  wallows  in  his  sty  ; 
The  wine  it  so  elateth  me. 
That  I  no  difference  can  see 
Between  *'  Accursed  Haman  be  I " 

And  **  Blessed  be  Mordecai ! " 

Come  hither,  Judas  Iscariot ; 
Say,  if  thy  lesson  thou  hast  got 
From  the  Rabbinical  Book  or  not. 
Why  howl  the  dogs  at  night  ? 

JUDAS. 

In  the  Rabbinical  Book,  it  saith 
The  dogs  howl,  when  with  icy  1     atb 
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Grt*iit  Sam  mat*  I,  the  Anf^i*!  of  Death, 
Takes  thruugk  tbe  towu  hia  flight  I 

rarhi. 

Well,  boT  I  DOW  aay,  if  thou  art  wiie, 
Wbi'D  the  Angel  of  Death,  who  ia  full  of 

ereii, 
Comei  where  a  nwk  man  djring  liea. 
What  doth  he  to  the  wight  ? 

He  stand  ft  beflide  him,  dark  and  tall, 
llulding  a  iiwurd,  from  which  doth  fall 
Into  hi»  m«iiith  a  dntp  of  gall, 
And  Ml  he  tururth  white. 

RAIlHI. 

And  now,  mv  Judas,  uv  to  ma 
What  tlM-  gri'ut  VoiiM*ft  Four  may  lie, 
That  (luitr  H4-ruM  the  world  du  tiei*. 
And  an*  not  beard  by  men  ? 

jinAH. 

Tlie  VoiiN«  of  the  Sun  in  heaven's  dome, 
Tlir  V(iii'f>  of  th«*  Miiniiuring  of  Rome, 
The  Vuit*i<  iif  a  S«>ii1  that  goeth  home, 
And  the  Augvl  of  the  Itain  ! 

KAHIil. 

Right  are  thine  aiLoHfi'*  rvrry  om*  ! 
Now  little  Jesiiis,  th<*  rarpfiitfr'A  sioa. 
Let  ii«  M't<  how  thv  tafk  in  doiii'  ; 
Cauiit  thuu  thy  letters  say  ? 

jrjira. 
A  If  ph. 

KAIIHI. 

What  ni'Xt  ?     I>o  not  stop  yet  t 
Cii»  «iH  mth  all  tht'  alphab«*t. 
I'niiH'.  Alipli,  IWih  ;  ilii^t  th«Mi  fiirgrt  7 
I'tM'k'^  Mini  !  t  hi  I II  *di»t  rathiT  pUv  1 

ji  «ti  «. 
Whit  Alfpli  iti(:i!:N  I  f:iin  would  know. 
lU-i\.rf  I  .111%  f.itiii*  r  gi* ! 

II  Mil. 

Oh.  t.\  >.tiiit  !'•  ■•  r  !  !«•  iildtt  tUiii  Ml '.' 

i  ■•111*    l.il:.i  7.  l-«i% ,  (ti  III' 
A«  our*  1%   :i^  <!.•    ]i  !!•  r  .(•-I 
Oiiff-  irtiil  .i!-- 111.  ainl  «]i.tki-  til  (fiHl, 
bo  «iin-l\  «halt  tliiMi  (•-•  i  thi«  r<*-l, 

Aini  piiin«l.til  ^i.  •':  llii>ii  U   ' 

//r-r  K  \l  |<|   l:r  N   I-l.  %|  I     •'!.'.•    ^  v/    ^.!i  r,mi  t  • 
«••   I'  .li«i  «,  .J',  J   ■'.  I  r.^'«:  urn  lAu.i     #  i^ur- 


I 


IX.    cRowvKD  wrm 


JcKTS  Miltimg  amomg  Ais  fimi 

./foicvrj  as  ueir  Juiy. 


We  ■pre>d  oar  gmmwnla  om  tW  ^ 
With  fragrant  flowers  tby  hmd  m 
While  like  a  guard  we  ataad 


And  bail  tbee  as  our  King  I 
Tbou  art  tba  new  King  of  lit  Jtvi 
Nor  let  tbe  passwB  bj  r«f«a« 
To  bring  that  bomagv  wUek  mam  m 

To  majeitj  to  bnng. 

i/rrr  a  travfUfr  $kaU  go  6|r.  mmi  dm  h 
Lay  hold  ^kU  garwknU  mad  m^^ 


! 


Come  hither  !  and  all  rr 
l*nto  our  monarch. 
Then  go  rejoicing  on 
In  all  prosperity  I 


Hail  to  tbe  King  of  BetblcU^ 
Who  wearetb  in  his  diadoa 
Tbe  rellow  crocus  for  tbo 
Of  his  authority  I 

i/«  jiUMcj  6|r ;  aitd  oikrn  ce«#  is^ 
/lifer  a  fltcfc  duid. 


•I 


Set  down  the  litter  and 
,  Tlir  King  of  liethlelKB  i 
I  What  aiU  tht*  child,  wbo 
That  we  shall  do  bim 


la  far 


TIIE  AKA] 

III*  rlimlml  up  to  tbe  robw*8 
An«l  nut  thf-rr  darted,  froui  his  Mk 
A  M*riM>nt  with  a  erimsoa 
AihI  stung  bim  in  tbe 


Jijtra. 

Kriiir^  him  tit  m«*.  and  let  Mt  fcal 
ri.i'  wiiiiiidrd  plarr  ;  my  tOMCbcMkMl 
'Ilif  otini:  "f  sorpenls  am  cwi  ilnl 
Tilt*  |Hi..tiii  fnim  tbe  bite  I 

i  t-»«('  tii  Uiiirii(  *  I  can  futixM 
Th:it  tht.d  hc*n*after  knowa  ibah  k^ 
AhMnii:  thi*  nirn  who  follow  m^ 
As  Simon  tbe  C'aaaaaila  f 


M 
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EPILOGUE. 

part  of  the  day 

esented  another  play, 

on  of  our  Blessea  iJord, 

irectly  after  Nones  I 

of  which  we  shall  accord, 

mison  and  reward, 

a  holy  Martyr's  bones  \ 


IV 

OAD   TO   HIRSCHAU 

and  Elsie,  wtin  their  attendants 
on  hoi'seback, 

ELSIE. 

mward  the  highway  runs  to 
int  city,  impatiently  bearing 
lan  joy  and  disaster,  of  love 
late,  of  doing  and  daring  I 

►RINCE  HENRY. 

irs  is  a  wild  seolian  harp  of 
joyous  strain, 

m  all  there  runs  a  loud  per- 
rail,  as  of  souls  in  pain. 

ELSIE. 

i  interpret  life,  and  the  heart 
es  and  bleeds  with  the  stigma 
bears  the  likeness  of  Christ, 
comprehend  its  dark  enigma. 

►KINCE  HENRY. 

and  seeketh  pleasure  with 
re  of  what  may  betide, 

travelling  here  beside  thee, 
[1   that   rides  by  an  angel's 

ELSIE. 

are  white  with  dust,  and  the 
g  under  the  creaking  wain 
I  in  the  lazy  heat,  while  on- 
i  horses  toil  and  strain. 

KINCE  IIKNRY. 

at  the  wayside  inn,  and  the 
laughs  with  the  landlord's 

le  dripping  trough  the  horses 
their    leathern    sides   with 


ELSIE. 


All  through  life  there  are  wayside  inns, 
where  man  may  refresh  his  soul  with 
love  ; 

Even  the  lowest  may  quench  his  thirst  at 
rivulets  fed  by  springs  from  above. 

PBENCE  HEKRT. 

Yonder,  where  rises  the  cross  of  stone,  our 
journey  along  the  highway  ends, 

And  over  the  fields,  by  a  bndle  path,  down 
into  the  broad  green  valley  de- 
scends. 

BLSIB. 

I  am  not  sorry  to  leave  behind  the  beaten 
road  with  its  dust  and  heat ; 

The  air  will  be  sweeter  far,  and  the  turf 
will    be  softer    under  our   horses' 
feet. 
TTiey  turn  down  a  gnen  lane, 

ELSIE. 

Sweet  is  the  air  with  the  budding  haws, 
and  the  valley  stretching  for  miles 
below 

Is  white  with  blossoming  cheny-trees,  as  if 
just  covered  with  lightest  snow. 

PBnfGB  BSNRT. 

Over  our  heads  a  white  cascade  is  gleam- 
ing against  the  distant  hill ; 

We  cannot  near  it,  nor  see  it  move,  but  it 
hangs  like  a  banner  when  winds  are 
still. 

ELSIE. 

Damp  and  cool  is  this  deep  ravine,  and 
cool  the  sound  of  the  brook  by  our 
side  ! 

What  is  this  castle  that  rises  above  us,  and 
lords  it  over  a  land  so  wide  ? 

PRIirCB  HKNBT. 

It  is  the  home  of  the  Counts  of  Calva  ;  well 
have  I  known  these  scenes  of  old, 

Well  I  remember  each  tower  and  turret, 
remember  the  brooklet,  the  wood, 
and  the  wold. 

ELSIE. 

Hark  !  from  the  little  village  below  us  the 

bells  of  the  church  are  ringing  for 

rain  ! 
Priests  and    peasants  in   long  procession 

come  forth  and  k     el  on   the  arid 

plain. 


CHRISTUS:   A   MYSTERY 


riUlfCK  HKNKT. 

(  have  nut  luii|;  to  wait,  for  I  lU'C  in 
the  south  uprising  a  littli*  cloiid, 

i  U'fiin*  the  mill  shull  \n*  ma  will  cover 
the  »kv  aImivo  uh  a»  with  a  shroud. 
Tkry  §mu  on. 

K  CO!tVK>T  or    II I  KM*  II AU  IX  THE  ULACK 

»UK»^r. 

f^omvnf  rrlltir,      Khiak  ('i.aih  rnmf$  in 
A'llA  u  ityht  iih«j  a  '  M««/  u/  ttH^-ty  fitttfung, 

rHIAU  «  LAIS. 

.  always  enter  this  sncrt-d  place 

ll'itk  a   thoughtful,  sulcuiii,  and  reverent 

jMU-e, 
Pausing;  lung  enough  on  each  stair 
Tu  bn*«thf  an  cjuciiluiury  pmver, 
And  a  U'licdiftitm  on  the  viiit-H 
Tliat     prinlut'e      thciiv     variuu.<«     !«orts     of 

iiin«*4  ! 
For  my  p-irt,  I  nin  well  content 
That  \%f  h.ne  gi>t  thnmgh  «iith  the  tedious 

l^i'tit  ! 
Fasting  irt  all  very  ni-ll  for  those 
Who  have  til  contend  with  invisible  f*ies  ; 
Hut  I  am  t|iiite  ^u^t•  it  «l«M><i  not  agriH* 
With  a  t|iiii  I,  |M':ii'f:ililf  man  like  me, 
Who  am  ni»t  of  tli.kt   nerv«ius  and   meagre 

knnl. 
That    art'   ahmvs  «listn*%S4-d   in    ImmIv   and 

mi  ml  ! 
And  at  tinier  it  n'all^  diN><i  nie  ir^**l 
To  come  down  anion;^  tiii^  brnthi-rluMMl, 
l^wellini;  forever  niHlt-rgronnd, 
Nili'iit,  fontfm|»latiif.  round  .iml  mmimiI  ; 
Ka<-h  «ini*  olil,  anil  hnmn  with  mould. 
hut   tilli'd    to    the    li]i4  with    the    anlor  of 

%iiiith. 
With  till*  litrnt  |Mi«i-r  and  li»ve  of  truth. 
And  mtli  \irtut-s  fir\riit  and  m.inifold. 

I  hn^f  hi  :inl  It  «.uil.  tliat  at  K.istfr-tide 
Whrn  I   I'N  .ir«-  "wi'llinsj  on  e\iT*  si-h-, 
\nd  lli>    «  i|i  \-*  ^:i:«  l>>  Millet*  in  the  \in«-. 
I  ht-n  111  :iil  iilii*«,  fir  luni  wide, 
I  lie  ulili-Nt  .1  <  '■%•  il  UH  ihi-  nf'i*t'«t  wine 
1^  ^vii«  til  %i.t  i!  ■•  if,  ;inil  fi-rtiH  i.t, 
\\  iiii  .t  Liinl  «>f  ri  %••!(  .irni  *\i^  i>nlf'nt 
At  In'im^  111  l>>ii-^  in  il.irkni  ««  |N-n!. 
And  t.tin  wiiuM  li'ir«t  (nitn  its  s<>ui1>n*  tiia 
'!'••  IkAJkk  mi  till*  hilUiiif  :ii  til**  *iin  ; 
A«  in  th'*  Ui^iini  nf  n^  |MNir  fnars, 
I'he  tUlliuU  !•(  lialf-jiuUl  ii-«l  dvMn-Ji 


For  tht!  worUl  that  w«  haw  left 
l)isturhs  at  times  all  peaea  off  mimi  I 
And  now  that  w«  have  livad  tkmgl 
My  duty  it  is,  as  often  befora, 
T«>  open  awhile  the  prisoo-doort 
And  give  these  resUcsa  spirits  vnL 


Now  here  is  a  cask  that 
And  has  stood  a  bundrNl  years  or  H 
Its  lieard  of  cobwebs,  long  aad  hmt. 
Trailing  and  sweeping  aluag  tW  iss 
Like  Harharo>«sa,  wbo  sits  in  bis  csn 
Taciturn,  sombre,  srdale,  aad  giaitj 
Till  his  beard  lias  growa  tbroagb  ll 

of  stone  ! 
It  is  of  the  i|uit*k  and  aol  of  tbt  dn 
In  its  Veins  the  blood  is  boC  aad  Vl( 
And  a  heart  still  beats  in  tbow  rili 
'Hiat   time  may   baie  taaad.  bal  1 

broke  ! 
It  comes  from  Ha&*haracb  oa  tba  KhI 
U  one  of  the  thn*e  best  kiads  alwii 
And  costs  some  hundrrd  floriaa  tbt  i 
But  that  I  «lo  not  ciHisider  dcar^ 
When  I  re  member  tbat  cwrj  yaw 
Four  butts  are  sent  to  tba  Pop*  aff  I 
And  whenever  a  goblet  tbmaf  I  ^ 
i'bc  old  rhy  me  keeps  r«aaiag  ia  bj 


At  liacharach  oa  tba  Rbiaa, 
At  IIiM'hheini  on  tba  Mai^ 
Anil  at  Wiiribiirg  oa  tbe  S 
(irow  the  three  best  kiads  off  « 

'Pier  are  ali  g«KMl  winea,  aad  beV 
Thin  tliMM>  of  the  Neckar,  or  lb 

Ahr. 
In  ]iartii*ular,  Wiinburg  veil  wn 
i  »f  itH  blessed  wine  of  tbe  Holy 
Whith  of  all  wines  I  like  lbs  ss 
riiu.   I   shall  draw  for  tbe  Ab 

in*.:. 
Who  »eiMiis  to  be  much  of  ny  « 

\h  !  how  the  streamlet  Uagb 
WIliI  .1  ili*l:iioii«  fngraaee  st 
Kruni  tlif  di'fp  tlugtNi,  while  i 
As  iif  ]i\:\*  .nll-s  .i;h1  ilaffodtl* 

lU-twiM-n  this  i-.tsk  and  tbe  A 
.\t.in\  li.%\i*  U-en  the  sips  aiw 
'•i.i:  «    hi\i-  U-eii  the  dnsufh 
<  hi  till  ir  «ay  tu  bis,  ibal  b 

iii::ie  ; 
Vnd  ir.  li  •  a  lime  ibt  soal ' 
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raugbt  out  of  his  siWer  tan- 
Id  have  been  busy  with  other 

,  longings  and  more  with  its 
s. 

re  is  no  such  awkward  con- 
death  and  eternal  perdition  ; 
he  Abbot  and  Brothers  all, 
a  this  convent  of  Peter  and 

He  drinks. 
icious  !     O  soother  of  pain  ! 

sunshine  iuto  my  brain  f 
t  on  the  Bishop  who  sends 

of  wine  as  this  to  his  friends  I 
igon  for  such  as  may  ask 
>m  the  noble  Bacharach  cask, 
gone,  though  I  know  full  well 
a  cheerfuller  place  than   the 

he  stands,  all  sound  and  good, 

d  in  his  oaken  hood  ; 

ns  externally 

usian  monk  may  be  ; 

hat  a  spirit  of  deep  unrest  f 

hing  and    simmering  in   his 

? 

• 

iing  of  his  great  heart 
his  belt  of  oak  apart  ! 
56  this  button  of  wood, 
ittle  his  turbulent  mood. 

Sets  it  running. 
currents  gleam  and  shine, 
i  caught  the  purple  hues 
insets  on  the  Rhine, 
nd  mingling  with  the  dews  ; 
grapes  were  stained  with  the 

nt  boy,  who,  some  years  back, 
id  crucified  by  the  Jews, 
it  town  of  Bacharach  ; 
n  those  infidel  Jews, 
it  town  of  Bacharach  ! 
town,  that  gives  us  wine 
j^rant  odor  of  Muscadine  ! 
n  it  wrong  to  let  this  pass 
touching  my  lips  to  the  glass, 
e  midst  of  the  current  I  stand 
le  Pfalz  in  the  midst  of   the 

pon  either  hand, 
are  grateful  to  the  giver. 
He  drinks. 


Here,  now,  is  a  yery  inferior  kind, 
Such  as  in  any  town  you  may  find, 
Such  as  one  might  imagine  would  snit 
The  rascal  who  drank  wine  out  of  a  bo€»t. 
And,  after  all,  it  was  not  a  crime, 
For  he  won  thereby  Dorf  Hiiffelsheim. 
A  jolly  old  toper  I  who  at  a  pull 
Could  drink  a  postilion's  jack-boot  full. 
And  ask  with  a  laugh,  when   that  was 

done. 
If  the  fellow  had  left  the  other  one  I 
This  wine  is  as  good  as  we  can  afford 
To  the  friars,  who  sit  at  the  lower  board. 
And  cannot  distinguish  bad  from  good, 
And  are  far  better  off  than  if  they  could^ 
Being  rather  the  rude  disciples  of  beer 
Than  of  anything  more  refined  and  dear  I 
Fills  thejlagon  and  departs, 

THE  SCRIPTORIUM. 
Friab  Pacificus  transcribing  and  illuminatinff, 

FBIAB  PACIFICUS. 

It  is  growing  dark  !    Yet  one  line  more, 
And  then  my  work  for  to-day  is  o'er. 
I  come  again  to  the  naipe  of  the  Lord  I 
Ere  I  that  awful  name  record. 
That  is  spoken  so  lightly  among  men. 
Let  me  panse  awhile,  and  wash  my  pen  ; 
Pure  from  blemish  and  blot  mast  it  be 
When  it  writes  that  word  of  mystery  1 

Thus  have  I  labored  on  and  on. 

Nearly  through  the  Gospel  of  John. 

Can  it  be  that  from  the  lips 

Of  this  same  gentle  Evangelist, 

That  Christ  himself  perhaps  has  kisted, 

Came  the  dread  Apocalypse  I 

It  has  a  very  awful  look. 

As  it  stands  there  at  the  end  of  the  book, 

Like  the  sun  in  an  eclipse. 

Ah  me  !  when  I  think  of  that  vision  divine. 

Think  of  writing  it,  line  by  line, 

I  stand  in  awe  of  the  terrible  curse. 

Like  the  trump  of  doom,  in  the  closing 

verse  I 
God  forgive  me  !  if  ever  I 
Take  aught  from  the  book  of  that  Prophecy, 
l^st  my  part  too  should  be  taken  away 
From  the  Book  of  Life  on  the  Judgment 

Day. 
This  is  well  written,  though  I  say  it  I 
I  should  not  be  afraid  to  display  it 
In  open  day,  on  the  selfsame  shelf 
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With  tlic  writiii;;^  of  M.  riu'cla  hnraclf, 

Or  uf  TlituMlufiiiiii,  wliu  «>f  uld 

Wrt>to  the  (iiMpt'U  ill  h*tten  of  |^l(i  1 

Thftt  ^mmIIv  foiii)  sitniitliii^  yoniirr, 

Withitiit  1  ftitif^lr  bint  ur  hliimU'r, 

Wuiihl   luit    bear    away    the    |iuliii    from 

mine, 
If  w«  ihuuUi  cuin|>mre  thnu  line  fur  line. 

There,  now,  'n  un  initial  li'tter  ! 

Sttint  ririo  hiiiiiii'U  iievtT  iiiaile  a  better  I 

Finishes!  ilnwn  to  thi>  h'af  and  the  muiil. 

I>i)wn  to  llif  eyeif  on  thi*  ]N*:ic'Oi-k's  t;iii  ! 

Ami  now,  aa  I  torn  thr  volume  over, 

Andat*e  wh;it  lii'.s  U'twcm  i'i>\i*r:iiid  eorer, 

What  tn'aNun**  t>f  art  th«-A«*  piigeH  bold, 

All  abl:iZ(>  with  I'riinMtn  and  f^ld, 

God  f«ir^ive  mr  I  1  MfU\  to  fvcl 

A  certain  K;iti>f»rtiou  htral 

Into  mv  hrart,  and  iiitti  mv  brain, 

Aft  if  my  talen*  hail  not  hiin 

Wrap|N'd  in  u  napkin,  and  all  in  vain. 

Yr!«,  I  mi^ht  almoit  Mty  to  the  I^rtl, 

II'  n-  is  a  cMwiv  tif  ihv  WonI, 

i\  ritt«-n  iiiit  iniih  mmh  toil  and  pain  ; 

Take  it.  <>  I^ir«i.  nnd  b't  it  lie 

As  Bomethini;  I  have  dune  fur  thee  t 

//*  i-0Ji%/ri'tH  tht  inn//oir. 
How    RWfft    thr    air  is!      How    fair  the 

M'i'Mt*  ! 

I  wiikh  I  had  an  Invely  n  p^'en 

Tii  |>aint  my  UndM'a|N>o  ami  my  Irare^ ! 

Ilitw  thi*  ftwalliimi  twittiT  iimlcr  the  eavi'H ! 

Thi*re,  now,  there  i«  nnr  in  ht»r  nc^t  ; 

I  r:in  jtiHt  catrh  a  );lim|iM'  uf  h«*r  head  and 

lir«*a«t. 
Ami  will   ^krtrh    her    thus,  in   her    quiet 

niHik. 
For  thi*  marpn  of  my  Cio«pr|  liook. 

//^  miiirt  n  fkfifh. 
I   can   ««f'  no   innrr.     ThroU);h  the   rallfv 

ViitldtT 

A  iiliiiwrr  i^  |ia<«in(;  ;  I  hear  the  thmulfr 
Muttrr  it«  ciir^'^i  in  thf  air. 
Thf  ilt-\ir<*  <iMn  ami  onlv  irniver  ! 
'J  hi'  i|ii«i%  r«i.«il  in  hriiwn  with  rnin. 
And.  «)>•■•-« i I lii^  Mil  wiih  nii^ht  and  ni:iin, 
IIitht-rM  iril  rii|i  <t  a  ^ullant  train. 
Tlir\  ilii  iii>l  inrh-v.  (li'V  i-:innii(  w   it. 
lint  l.iirr  •   r;  ;i!  ir.i-  (■<i:i\i-iit  ^ati* 
Whal  a  fur  l.nlx  !  .hmI  U  ^hIi*  hfr 
W  ha(  .1  t>  t!>>!  ••nif.  /r.ii-«-fii!.  unbii    riili*r  ! 
N'ow  iil.r  ^i>i^  liiiii  lii-r  li.iMil  til  n'  i;!it  ; 
'|'ti»-y  Will  t"  .:   i  *hi-lli-r  l-r  lU*'  rii,::tl. 
1  will  !;«•  •!••«•  11  t4i  till*  c*irridiir. 


And  try  t«>  see  that  fi 

It  will  do  for  the  faoc  el 

Saint, 
Or  for  one  of  the  Mariee  I  lUI 

6'ocj  oef. 


TRF.  CLOISTVKiu 

Thr  A  a  HOT  KRMurrt-n  ftariiy  toeW/h 

AliliOT. 

Slowly,  hIowU  up  the  wall 
St4*uU  the  vnnnhine,  atrak  tW  ihaii 
Kvenin^;  dainpn  be|^n  to  fall. 
KviMiin);  fehadowft  are  displated. 
KiHind  UK',  oVr  lue,  rTerjwken^ 
All  the  iiky  im  f^rand  with  eloodi^ 
And  athwart  the  evenia^  air 
Whi^l  the  swallows  bone  in 
ShaftA  of  sun!«hine  from  tke  witf 
l*aint  the  dii^ky  windows  red  ; 
l>arki*r  shadows,  deeper  ml* 
Indfrneath  and  overaeaiL 
1>arker,  darker,  and  more  «M^ 
In  mv  bn*aAt  the  shadows  faO; 
I'pward  sti'als  the  life  of 
A«  the  mindiine  frum  the 
From  the  wall  into  the  shj. 
From  tlie  rta>f  aion^  the  ^art; 
Ah.  the  souls  uf  tboee  thai  4ie 
Are  but  sunbeanu  lifted 

Knler  raisirB  Hb»t. 

'  PHIMK  MBStBV. 

I  I'bri^t  i«  arisen  I 


Ameaf    IleMtfi 

1 1  IS  iMT.i*e  be  with  jou  t 


rUScra  KK3IBT 

Heiv  it 

Thi'  \-  wvttf  Cioil,  that 

Kii;;n«  in  these  elotsiters 
ilnr*. 

.\n*  >••  I  Kmeslu«,  Abbot  el  th» 

AaiHT. 

I  :ilii. 

rni^iK  M»Bt. 

Anil  I  I'rinee  Ilearr  of 
Whit  cra\c  %our  l.i>fti>ttalitT 
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ABBOT. 

ice  welcome   to  our    humble 

nor  ;  and  we  shall  requite  it, 

orly,  entertaining  you 

I  eggs,  and  our  poor  convent 

I  of  our  Easter  holidays. 

pbh^ce  henrt. 

with  the  holy  monks  of  Hir- 
» 

i  well  with  them  ? 

ABBOT. 

All  things  are  well. 

PRINCE  HENRT. 

3nt  I     I  have  known  it  long 
of  travellers.     I  now  see 

idations  lag  behind  the  truth. 

n  the  valley  of  the  Na?old 
and  the  still  river,  gliding 

,  is  like  an  admonition 

^s  pass.     Your  lands  are  rich 

iple, 

enues  large.    God's  benedio- 

'  convent. 

ABBOT. 

By  onr  charities 
nerit  it.     Our  Lord  and  Mas- 

)arted,  left  us  in  his  will, 
gacy  on  earth,  the  poor  I 
re  always  with  us  ;   had    we 

uld  g^w  as  hard  as  are  these 


PRINCE    HENRY. 

r  right,  the  Counts  of  Calva 
'  convent. 


ABBOT. 


Even  as  you  say. 


PRINCE  HENRY. 

not,  it  is  very  old. 


ABBOT. 


cloisters  lie  already  buried 
Abbots.       Underneath   the 


On  which   we  stand,  the  Abbot  William 

lies, 
Of  blessed  membry. 

PRIirCE  HENRY. 

And  whose  tomb  is  that, 
Which  bean  the  brass  escutcheon  ? 

ABBOT. 

A  benefactor's. 
Conrad,  a  Count  of  Calva,  he  who  stood 
Godfather  to  our  bells. 

PRINCE  HENRY. 

Your  monks  are  learned 
And  holy  men,  I  trust. 

ABBOT. 

There  are  among  them 
Learned  and  holy  men.    Yet  in  this  age 
We  need  another  Hildebrand,  to  shake 
And  purify  us  like  a  miffhty  wind. 
The  world  is  wicked,  and  sometimes  I  won- 
der 
God  does  not   lose  his   patience  with   it 

wholly. 
And  shatter  it  like  glass  I    Even  here,  at 

times, 
Within  these  walls,  where  all  should  be  at 

peace, 
I  have  my  trials.    Time  has  laid  his  hand 
Upon  my  heart,  gently,  not  smiting  it. 
But  as  a  harper  lays  his  open  palm 
Upon  his  harp,  to  deaden  its  vibrations. 
Ashes  are  on  my  head,  and  on  my  lips 
Sackcloth,  and  in  mv  breast  a  heaviness 
And  weariness  of  life,  that  makes  me  ready 
To  say  to  the  dead  Abbots  under  us, 
**  Make  room  for  me  I "    Only  I  see  the 

dusk 
Of  evening  twilight  coming,  and  have  not 
Completed  half  my  task  ;  and  so  at  times 
The   thought  of  my  shortcomings  in  this 

life 
Falls  like  a  shadow  on  the  life  to  oome. 

PBIKCK  BBKRT. 

We  must  all  die,  and  not  the  old  alone  ; 
The  young  have  no  exemption  from  thai 
doom. 

ABBOT. 

Ah,  yes  !  the  young  may  die,  but  the  old 

must ! 
That  is  the  difference. 
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i*KiNi'r.  iir.MiY. 


I  have  heard  much  laud 
Of  fcwr  transcribers.     YoUr  Scriptorium 
Is  famous  amouf;  all  :  your  manuscripta 
I'raiscd  for  their  beauty  and   their  eicel- 
lence. 

A II  HOT. 

That  IB  indeed  our  boast.      If  you  desire 

it, 
Yoa   shall   liehold    these   treasuret.     And 

mean  nubile 
Khali  the  Keffctorarius  bestow 
Your  horsi's  and  attendants  for  the  nif^ht. 
Thfy  go  in.     Thr   Vtsptr-brU  ringt^ 


Tlir  CIIAPKL. 

VtMpert ;  aftrr  irAirA  tkr  mnnlt  r^tir^,  ackoriatrr 
Uadtng  an  u»t/  munk  who  it  blind, 

I'KIMB  HILKRT. 

lliey  an*  all  pme,  Mive  one  who  lingers, 

AbsorlN>il  \\\  deep  and  silrut  prayer. 

As  if  bis  brart  t  imld  tiiid  no  rest. 

At  tiiiii-n  bf  Ihmi.n  \\\s  bf.ivin^  breast 

With  i*IiMU'bi*d  mill  i*i»ii\ii]!ii\f  tin^^rs,  I 

Thfu  lifts  them  trt-mbliii;;  in  the  air. 

A  rborister,  with  pilili-n  liair, 

Ciuidt'H  bitlMTward  bi^  biMvy  pare. 

C!*au  it  In*  mi  ?     Or  diM'^  my  ^i^llt 

Deceive  me  in  tbt*  uni'frtain  li^bt  ? 

Ah  no  t     I  retM>f;niif  that  fare, 

Thdii^b  Time  ba.i  tuui-bnl  it  in  bit  tlif^bt, 

Anii  rlian^'il  the  i-iulHirn  b:iir  to  white. 

It  IK  CtHiiii  lliii^i  iif  the  Kbiiie, 

llir  ib'adli'-kt  fiN*  nf  all  f»ur  race. 

And  Imtrfiil  unto  me  and  mine  ! 

Till    hl.lMi  MiiMK. 

Who  i«  it  that  dutb  ^t:lnll  :«•>  near 
lli»  ubi^iH-n-d  wiinU  I  ulmu^t  hear? 

IIII\'  r    H»  NUT. 

I  atii  rr:iii-*'  ili-iirv  i»f  llnliriiffk. 
AihI  >i>ii.  <  ••■!!.!  Iliii;i>iif  ihi-  Kbine  ! 
I  kiixw  \i<  I.  .1!  li  1  ^f«-  till-  N4Mr. 
'Ilir  lir:t!.'l  .i|-  >.  ^tmr  f->r>  li-  itl.  «bine 
Auil  n  •!  !i  II  l.Li-  .1  t'.il'  f  i!  •'Xat  ! 

1  til      !   i  .M>    N>-NK 

t*cKi!ii  lln^ii  uiKi-.  ('Ill  fiiiw  !)!•'  wreck 
\H  wl.At  I  «xi.       (>  lIobriMt'k  : 


The  passionate  will,  the  pride*  the 
That  bore  me  beadloof  oa  my  pat^ 
Stumbled  and  Bta|(icered  ioto  few. 
And  failed  me  in  my  vamA  tmnm. 
As  a  tired  steed  some  eTJI  doer. 
Alone  upon  a  detoUte  moor. 
Bewildered,  lost,  deeertcdL  bliaa. 
And  hearing  Umd  and  eloet  belliad 
The  o*ertakmg  steps  of  hia  pMiwff. 
Then  suddenly  frun  the  dark  theie  «■ 
A  Toioe  that  called  me  bj  nj  imbw. 
And  said  to  me,  "  Knee!  down  aad  fn; 
And  so  my  terror  passed  awaji 
Passed  utterly  away  forever. 
Contrition,  penitence^  reiaonei. 
Came  on  me,  with  o  erwhelmiaf  fsm : 
A  hope,  a  longinj;,  aa  endraiwr. 
By  days  <if  penance  and  mghls  af  fn«K 
To  frustrate  and  defeat  despair ! 
Calm,  deep,  and  still  is  now  my  hMi 
With  tran(|uil  waters  overflowed ; 
A  lake  whose  unseen  fouBtaios  iliii^ 
Where  om^e  the  hot  volcaoo  glooiA 
And  you,  ( )  Trince  of  Hnhraeek ! 
Have  known  me  in  thai  earlier  tiai^ 
A  man  of  viidence  and  ciime. 
Whose  passions  brooked  ao  cwkav 
Behold  me  now,  in  gvatler  osaa^ 
One  of  this  holv  brotherhood, 
(live  me  your  luind  ;  bevt  let  ae 
Make  your  reuniaebca  sharp  aa 
Spurn  me,  ana  smite  oie  oa 
No  violence  can  barm  the 
There  is  no  wound  Christ 
Yen  ;  lift  your  princely  hand* 
KeviMifp*,  if  *l  in  rrrenre  yoa 
Theu  pardon  me,  for  Jcaas*  sake  I 


rl 


raufCK  MEirmT. 

Arine,  (\iunt  Hup) !  let  there  be 
No  further  strife  nor  ennitr 
lietweeii  \\%  twain  ;  we  both  havt 
TiNi  ru^b  in  act,  too  wtoch  ia  vef^ 
Kntiii  the  U'^inuin^  hare  we  slosd 
In  tiiTfc.  dcti.tiit  ;ittilade, 
Karh  thiMi|;ht!f%«  iif  the  iiCker's  ngkih 
.\im1  iMeb  r^'Ii.uit  on  hit  might. 
Hut  tuiw  iMir  «>»uU  are  men 
riie  h.iiiil  Iif  (iimI.  and  Dot  ia 
Wx'*  tiiin  IkmI  II*  with  thr  Arr  of 
I^*t  ii«  kuci'l  ilimn  and  side  by 
I'mv.  fill  itiir  «<Hili  are  parifted* 
And  |i:inlun  will  not  be  deaied  t 

TVy  kwmL 


I 


/ 
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THS    RKFECTORT. 

diolum  qf  Monk*  at  midHighi.    Lugifkb 
ditguited  <u  a  Friar, 

FRIAB  PAUL  sings, 

Ave  I  color  vini  olari, 
DulciB  potus,  non  fdnari, 
Tua  DOS  inebriari 
Digneris  potentia  I 

FRIAB  CUTHBEBT. 

:  80  much  noise,  my  worthy  fr^res, 
1 11  diBturb  the  Abbot  at  his  prayers. 

FRIAB  PAUL  sings. 

0  !  qnam  placens  in  colore  I 
0  !  quam  fraerans  in  odore  I 
O  !  quam  sapidum  in  ore  ! 
Duloe  lingiue  vinculum  I 

FRIAR  CUTHBERT. 

iiould  think  your  tongue  had  broken  its 
chain  I 

FRIAB  PAUL  sings. 

Felix  venter  quem  intrabis  ! 
Felix  guttur  quod  rigabis  I 
Felix  OS  quod  tu  lavabis  I 
£t  beata  labia ! 

FBIAB  CUTHBEBT. 

ie  I  I  say,  peace  ! 
I  yon  never  cease  I 
will  rouse  up  the  Abbot,  I  tell  yon 


again 


FRIAB  JOHN. 


dangler  !  to-night  he  will  let  us  alone, 
L  happen  to  know  he  has  guests  of  his 
own. 

FBIAB  CUTHBEBT. 

o  are  they  ? 

FRIAB  JOHN. 

A  German  Prince  and  his  train, 
^  arrived  here  just  before  the  rain. 
'"e  is  with  him  a  damsel  fair  to  see, 
'ender  and  graceful  as  a  reed  ! 
^  she  alighted  from  her  steed, 
denied   like  a  blossom  blown  from  a 
tree. 


FRIAR  CDTHBERT. 


None  of  your  pale-faoed  girls  for  me  t 
None  of  your  damsels  of  high  degree  I 


FRIAR  JOHir. 

Come,  old  fellow,  drink  down  to  your  peg ! 
But  do  not  drink  any  further,  I  beg ! 

FRIAR  PAUL,  sings. 

In  the  days  of  gold. 
The  days  of  old. 
Crosier  of  wood 
And  bishop  of  gold  1 

FRIAR  CUTHBERT. 

What  an  infernal  racket  and  riot  I 
Can  you  not  drink  your  wine  in  quiet  ? 
Why  fill  the  convent  with  such  scandals, 
As  if  we  were  so  many  drunken  Yandab  f 

FRIAR  PAUL,  OOn/l fillet. 

Now  we  have  changed 
That  law  so  eood 
To  crosier  of  gold 
And  bishop  of  wood  I 

FRLAR  CUTHBERT. 

Well,  then,  since  you  are  in  the  mood 

To  give  your  noisy  humors  vent, 

Sing  and  howl  to  your  heart's  content  t 

CHORUS  OF  MONKS. 

Fnnde  vinum,  f  unde  ! 
Tanquam  sint  fluminis  nndsB, 
Nee  queras  unde, 
Sed  fundas  semper  abunde  I 

FRIAR  JOHN. 

What  is  the  name  of  yonder  friar, 

With  an  eye  that  glows  like  a  coal  of  fire. 

And  such  a  black  mass  of  tangled  hair  ? 

FRIAR  PAUL. 

He  who  is  sitting  there. 
With  a  rollicking. 
Devil  may  care, 
Free  and  easy  look  and  air. 
As  if  he  were  used  to  such  feasting  and 
frolicking  ? 


The  same. 


FRIAR  JOHN. 
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rUMR  PAVU. 

He  *■  A  Rtranger.     Yuii  luul  better  uk   hU 

IMIlli'. 

And  wlirrr  lie  im f^kiii); and  wlicDoe  became. 

ritiAii  jniiN. 
IIaIIo  I  Sir  Knar  ! 

ruiAK  TAri.. 

You  nm.«t  raiM*  your  voico  a  little  higher, 
fie  dueii  tuit  m*«*iii  ti>  liear  whut  you  nuv. 
Now,  try  ai^uiu  !     He  i.i  looking  this  way. 

FHIAK  JOHN. 

Hallo  !  Sir  Friar. 

We  wi-nh  to  iii«[iiire 

Wbent*<*  you  eauit*.  uud  wberv  you  are  f^o. 

And  anything  ebe  that  ii  worth  the  know- 
ing. 
So  be  fto  good  a.t  to  o]M-n  your  head. 

U'rirKH. 

I  am  a  Krem'hman  bi>ru  and  bred, 

C filing  on  a  |iilgrini»gf  to  Home. 

M\  httiiif 

In  thi*  riMivrnt  of  St.  (iililaivde  Rhuys, 

Of  whii-h,  %i-ry  hk«-,  ynu  ui'ver  have  beard. 


Nerer  a  wonl  ! 


l<tMK4. 


MiirKH. 

You  muiit  know,  thi'n.  it  i<  in  the  ditn-ese 

C*allr<l  the  DiocrtM*  of  Vanne^. 

In  tlM*  iirovinei*  of  Hrittany. 

Kpiiii  the  gmy  nuk^  of  Morbilian 

It  ii\ffTliMik«  thf  angry  •>f:i  ; 

Thr  Trrv  M'a-^hon*  when'. 

In  hi«  gn'nt  dr^pair. 

AbUit  AU'lanl  walkrd  to  and  fni. 

Killing  th«*  night  Kiitli  woi*. 

Anil  wiiiluig  aliiiid  t<i  tin*  nirnMlefts  ftraA 

The*  nann*  nf  hi*  nwi-i't  IIt'l>>iM*, 

\\  hiUt  ii^i-rlii-.td 

TIh-  i-iiti\rnt  wini|itw«  gli*Biii>-i|  n«  nil 

A<  t!t«*  ti«-r\  fvi-*  tif  till*  inonL^  within, 

Wlifi  With  j«i\i:kl   ijin 

lta\i*  tlii-iii^>  \\tn  ii|i  til  .ill  kitiiU  nf  »in  ! 

Ila  I   ll.i!  :«  ,-t  iiiimiit  7   that  i^  .lu  ubU'V  ! 

i  Kit  tin-  tlt-tr*. 

Niiiif*  lif  }iNir  ili-.irli  l.'-:i<l«  r.ir\i*«|   :;•   wihmI, 

Ni>n«*    tif     \tmr    >.iiii'.«    i«NiLiiig    |>hiLi«  and 

/■    "1. 
None  i*i  \fUT  V.xlt.  iri  !..  nM  .iml  ^luibbv  ! 


liut  the  heada  and  tnaka  d 

And  tlie  «relU 

lixin^  all  round  with  tha  falb 

Of  the  fallow^eer. 

And  then  what  cheer ! 

What  jolly,  fat  frian. 

Sitting  round  the  grral. 

Roaring  louder  than  they. 

With  their  strong  wines. 

And  their  concubines. 

And  never  a  bell, 

With  it  A  swagger  and  swvll. 

Calling  you  ui>  with  a  start  of  aliifte 

In  tho  dead  of  night, 

To  Head  v«ni  grumbling  down  daik 

To  mumble  \our  prayers  ; 

lint  the  cheerr  crow 

Of  eociu  in  tlie  yanl  below, 

Afti*r  daybreak,  an  hour  or  so^ 

A  ml  the  barking  of  deep-moall 

Tlieie  are  the  lUMinds 

That,  instead  of  bells,  salnte  tWoT 

Ami  then  all  day 

lj>  ami  away 

Tnruugh  the  forest,  banting  tWdHT I 

Ah,  my  friendn  !     I  m  af nsl  tkat  Urn 

You  are  a  little  too  piooa,  a  littk  IhIB 

And  the  more  Is  tbe 

"r  in  the  greatest  fully 

Not  to  be  jollr  ; 

That 's  what  (  think  ! 

(\ime,  drink,  drink. 

Drink,  and  die  game  ! 


Moyna. 
And  vour  Abbot  What  * 


u'cirsn. 

AlieUnl  ! 

MOIiaa. 

Did  be  drink  haid  ? 


urn 

Oh,  no!     Not  be! 

ill*  waa  a  <lnr  old  fellow. 

Without    iiiire   enough  to  g«t 

inrihiw. 
TiiiTf  hf  ntooil, 

l^twrring  at  u»  in  salles  soa^ 
.\«  if  liff-  li.til  come  into  Brittanj 
Jui^t  tti  rrfiirm  our  bratberWonl 

Hut  1  Mil  «r<* 

\\  nr\rr  wiMiM  do ! 

For  »oiiii-  of  u«  kae 
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of  St.  Gildas  de  Rbuys  I 

the  great  ado 

jert's  niece, 

d  lovely  Heloise. 

FRIAR  JOHN. 

you  please, 

to  the  fair  Heloise. 

drinking  and  shouting, 

loise  ! 

he  Chapel'bell  tolls. 

.UCIFER,  starting. 

)ell  for  ?    Are  you  such  asses 
up  the    fashion  of  midnight 

''RIAR  CUTHBERT. 

>or,  unfortunate  brother, 
with  most  miraculous  powers 
at  all  sorts  of  hours, 
'   of  penance   and   Christian 

JSS, 

lently  out  of  his  cell 
I  at  that  hideous  bell ; 
i  monks  who  are  lying  awake 
some  kind  of  prayer  for  his 

to  his  peculiar  weakness  f 

FRIAR  JOHN. 

indfall  — 

ALL. 

iliver  us  all  f 

'•RIAR  CUTHBERT. 

e  bell  for  matins  sounds, 
antem,  and  goes  the  rounds, 
:o  our  sleepy  eyes, 
it  is  time  to  arise. 
'  that.     Go  on,  if  you  please, 
ry  about  St.  Gildas  de  Rhuys. 

LUCIFER. 

y  came  to  pass 
bin  and  half  in  malice, 
t  Mass 

poison  into  the  chalice, 
accident  or  design, 
I  kept  away 
pel  that  day, 

)ung  friar,  who  in  his  stead 
iramental  wine. 


Fell  on  the  steps  of  the  altar,  dead  ! 
But  look  !  do  you  see  at  the  window  there 
That  face,  with  a  look  of  grief  and  despair, 
That  ghastly  face,  as  of  one  in  pain  ? 


MONKS. 


Who?  where? 


LUCIFER. 

As  I  spoke,  it  vanished  away  again. 

FRIAB  CUTHBERT. 

It  is  that  nefarious 

Siebald  the  Ref  ectorarius. 

That  fellow  is  always  plaving  the  scent. 

Creeping  and  peeping  and  prowling  about ; 

And  then  he  regales 

The  Abbot  with  scandaloos  tales. 

LUCIFER. 

A  spy  in  the  convent  ?    One  of  the  brothers 
Telling  scandalous  tales  of  the  others  ? 
Out  upon  him,  the  lazy  loon  ! 
I  would  put  a  stop  to  that  pretty  soon. 
In  a  way  he  should  me  it. 

MONKS. 

How  shall  we  do  it  ? 

LUCIPEB. 

Do  yon,  brother  Paul, 

Creep  under  the  window,  close  to  the  wall. 

And  open  it  suddenly  when  I  call. 

Then  seize  the  villain  by  the  hair, 

And  hold  him  there. 

And  punish  him  soundly,  once  for  all. 

FRIAB  CUTHBERT. 

As  St.  Dunstan  of  old, 

We  are  told, 

Once  caught  the  Devil  by  the  nose  I 

LUCIFBB. 

Ha  I  ha  I  that  story  is  very  clever, 
But  has  no  foundation  whatsoever. 
Quick  I  for  I  see  his  face  again 
Glaring  in  at  the  window-pane  ; 
Now  I  now  !  and  do  not  spare  your  blows. 

Fhiab  Paul  opens  the  window  suddetdy^  and 
seizes  Siebald. 

Theif  beat  him, 

FRIAR  SIEBALD. 

Help  !  help  I  are  you  going  to  slay  me  V 
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Tkut  will  U'ai'h  vuu  npiin  to  betray  inr  f 

r  HI  A II   MKHAIJ). 

Mrrvy  !  uu* n-y  ! 

rUXAK  I'AlU  fJiOuting  ami  hfating. 

Kiim|Kta  U'lluruiii  Itiruin 
Vim  I'uiiftT  aiiiuriiiii 
Miirutii  Tcmruiii  n>ruiii 
Tu  |>lfu.i  |Kiluruiii ! 

Ill  iri:H. 
Who  ttiuiils  ill  thv  ilourMuv  Timdrr, 
St  retch  ill};  out  liin  tn*inl>liii^  haiui, 
Jii»t  Aj(  AU-Unl  uiM'cl  tit  »taii(l. 
The  tiajtii  of  lii.H  k«*«'ii.  1 1 lark  ryt'i 
FcMvruiiiiiii);  till'  thiiud(*r  ? 

Tl!>.  MONKH,  in  ron/u.«iun. 
Tbe  AtUft  !  tilt-  AMiut  ! 

rHIAK  It  TIffil.KT. 

Ami  uliat  is  tbe  wonder ! 
I  If*  Mr**  111^  to  liaTi*  tttkcMi  you  by  surpride, 

\n\  \\i  rKAM'i^ 

Kruin  till'  «*\   ^  of  till*  dn^iMi ! 

rr.iAii  (-rTiini  ::t. 

pull  thr  brouii  ImhhI  iivf>r  \oiir  f.if*e  I 
This  will  brii.;;  u.<i  iiitu  ilio^rat'i*  ! 

AHMMT. 

Wlmt  iiH'AiiH  tliii  n'Vi'l  ami  rariMi**? 

N  thi^  a  tavern  and  driiikin^-hiiii^i  ? 

Art-  \i>ii  Chtiitiaii  iiionkit.  or  licathcndcviU, 

T«i  |Milliiii'  \\u%  roiiviMit  witii  \oiir  r«'Vt-l.H'.' 

WiTf  I'l-ti-r  l*:inii.in  "till  iipun  f;trth. 

To  In*  «li«M-Lfil  l»\  Niii-li  uiivriitilv  mirth, 

111*    wmilil   Mriti'   \iiur  iiaiiii*<i,  \%ith  |**'n  of 

f  I 

In  lii«  I'l'Nik  «»!'  ( I'liiiiirrah,  oii«>  and  .tli  ! 
Am  i\.  \>iti  ilriiiiL.iiii^ !  !i>  \oiir  <*flU. 
AipI  |-r  I  ■   t  II  \<<  I  lit  ir  til''  iii.itiii-lx'lU  : 
Yi'U.    |l:i>'l:i  r    l-i.iiiii>,    anil    \<'U.    Hrt>tiii-r 

r....:! 

And  :io   t  |m-i.i:.i  •'  mark  •  :ir(i  prn*  r 

\\   \\i    tii<-     ••4-..ir^'i-     u|Miit    \iiiir    ••hiiildem 

».ir.    . 
N'-tlii;;;  .1'  ••!•  •  fur  xiii  h  .1  ••iii 
\\..\  '.'•    I!     -1  *:  ..'  I    .!    u     til'- liiM-iplitip. 
Ai.'l  1-   i.  1*.'    '..    r  ■     ■'..■•«-rl,  coiiii-   n.'Ji  liir 
Aluii<-  ..  '••  *.].•■  •  .!•  r .  :\   , 


l^lHflH 


I 


You,  who  ahould  hm 

then, 
And  are  ten  timet 
For  you  1  've  a  draught  that 

brewing. 
You  shall  do  a  peaaaea  wortJ 
Away  to  your  prajen*  thmm^ 
I  wonder  tbe  Ter}'  coavcal 
Doca  not  cnimbla  aad  enuh 


THE   SCKIOUBORISCO 


Tkt  ABaBlW  iHMIMilAaD    MffiB 

tkt  moomiigki. 


taaiifOABn. 

The  nif^ht  ia  ailent.  the  wiad  ia  MilL 
The  iiiU4>ii  U  liM>king  froi 
Uown  upon  conrent,  and 
The  c'luuiU  have  paHed  away  f l 
lA'aviiiK  behind  them  ao  amiwial 
Only  tlie  tender  and  c|ui«l 
Of  one  wboM?  beart  baa 
pardon ! 


m 


Am!  Hurh  am  I.     Mr  aoul 

Was  ilark  with  paiaw  and  aaiU  vift  11 

But  now  itA  wounda  are  haali 

(lone  are  the  anguish,  tha  trt«««,  1 

For  n«*r«MM  that  deM>lale  land  if  a 

O'er  whoMC  burning  aaada  i  «■■ 

,  A  wind  from  heaven  hegaa  la 
And  all  my  U*tng  trembled  aad 
Aa  tbi*  Iraveg  «»f  tbe  tflve,  or  tht 
thf  tifld. 
,  And  I  WAH  hrali*4l,  aa  the  nch  aial 
When  fannrd  hr  the  laavw  d  Ihi  H 
KiNik ! 


\n  thou  sittf^t  in  tbe 
It4  i^liiry  lliH«linf*  thy  p4dra 
\nd  thi'  only  darkneM  that 
In  till*  li:iuntc(l  rbamben  of 
I  t'i'tl  mv  !Miul  dnwB  unto 
>traiii;rly.    and    iktruagly, 

limn*. 
Ah  to  om-  I  hare  known 
Kor  i*\i'r\  «4»ul  is  akia  li» 
riiat  lUi-lU  in  ihr  land  of 
1  .ii!i  till*  l^iiU  Imiingartl. 
Il-rn  iif  .1  iti'Mr  rare  aad 
Mani  a  viaiiil«*nni*  >aabiaa 
Who^lifr  waftdrrarv, 
I1.M  found  thruugh  me 
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^ht  were  those  days,  and  the 

3d  was  full  of  a  lurid  light, 
every  woman's  heart 
whole,  and  not  a  part, 
,  in  Nature's  plan, 
bition  is  to  man, 
life,  her  very  breath, 
aative  but  death, 
laiden  soft  and  young, 
convent's  cloistered  school, 
I  my  lowly  stool, 
le  the  minstrels  sung. 

fill,  gentle,  tall, 

^t,  best  of  all, 

•f  the  Vogelweid  ; 

rer  may  betide, 

f  him  with  pride  ! 

of  the  summer-time, 

s  sang  in  his  rhyme  ; 

the  delicious  air, 

I  of  the  flowers,  were  there  ; 

?stless  as  I  heard, 

luoyant  as  a  bird, 

rial  currents  sailing, 

:;d    orchards,    and    fields  in 

:he  momentary  gloom 
er  the  landscape  trailing, 
borne  I  knew  not  where, 
sistance  unavailing. 

loticed  and  apart, 
accident  than  choice, 
hat  single  voice 
nbers  of  ray  heart 
ith  it  by  night  and  day. 
it  was  a  night  in  May,  — 
rden,  unawares, 
ssoms  iu  the  gloom, 
jr  my  own  name 
tions  and  wild  prayers  ; 
irongh  me,  and  became 
angel's  trump  of  doom, 
il  hears,  and  must  obey  ; 
se  as  from  a  tomb. 
e  now  seemed  to  me 
fter  death  may  be, 
jreat  Eternity 
ke  and  find  it  day. 

tn,  and  would  not  stay  ; 
t  in  a  single  night 
nished  out  of  sight. 


My  father's  anger  followed  fast 
This  passion,  as  a  freshening  blast 
Seeks  out  and  fans  the  fire,  whose  rage 
It  may  increase,  but  not  assuage. 
And  he  exclaimed  :  '*  No  wandering  bard 
Shall  win  thy  hand,  O  Irmingard  ! 
For  which  Prince  Henry  of  Uoheneck 
By  messenger  and  letter  sues." 

Gently,  but  firmly,  I  replied  : 

"  Henry  of  Hoheneck  I  discard  I 

Never  the  hand  of  Irmingard 

Shall  lie  in  his  as  the  hand  of  a  bride  I " 

This  said  I,  Walter,  for  thy  sake  ; 

This  said  I,  for  I  could  not  choose. 

After  a  pause,  my  father  spake 

In  that  cold  and  deliberate  tone 

Which  turns  the  hearer  into  stone. 

And  seems  itself  the  act  to  be 

That  follows  with  such  dread  certainty  : 

**  This  or  the  cloister  and  the  veil  f " 

No  other  words  than  these  he  said, 

But  they  were  like  a  funeral  wail ; 

My  life  was  ended,  my  heart  was  dead. 

That    night    from    the  castle -gate    went 

down. 
With  silent,  slow,  and  stealthy  pace. 
Two  shadows,  mounted  on  shadowy  steeds. 
Taking  the  narrow  path  that  leads 
Into  the  forest  dense  and  brown^ 
In  the  leafy  darkness  of  the  place. 
One  could  not  distinguish  form  nor  face, 
Only  a  bulk  without  a  shape, 
A  darker  shadow  in  the  shade  ; 
One  scarce  could  say  it  moved  or  stayed. 
Thus  it  was  we  made  our  escape  I 
A  foaming  brook,  with  many  a  bound, 
Followed  us  like  a  playful  hound  ; 
Then  leaped  before  us,  and  in  the  hollow 
Paused,  and  waited  for  us  to  follow. 
And  seemed  impatient,  and  afraid 
That  our  tardy  flight  should  be  betrayed 
By  the  sound  our  horses'  hoof-beatn  made. 
And  when  we  reached  the  plain  below. 
We  paused  a  moment  and  drew  rein 
To  look  back  at  the  castle  again  ; 
And  we  saw  the  windows  all  aglow 
W^ith  lights,  that  were  passing  to  and  fro  ; 
Our  hearts  with  terror  ceased  to  beat ; 
The  brook  crept  silent  to  our  feet  ; 
We  knew  what  most  we  feared  to  know. 
Then  suddenly  horns  began  to  blow  ; 
And    we    beard  a    shout,    and    a  heavy 

tramp, 


A4^ 
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And  uur  htirM'R  nuorttKl  in  (be  damp 
Nif;la-4itr  uf  the  invaduw*  green  and  wide, 
And  in  a  luuuient,  side  by  tide, 
Si  clute,  they  niunt  have  seenivd  but  one. 
The  shadows  acruM  the  moonlight  run, 
And  annthor  raiue,  and  «wt'|>t  behiml, 
Like    the    shadow    of  clouds    before    th<* 
win<l  I 

How  I  remember  that  breathless  flight 
Across  the  moors,  in  the  ftiimmcr  night ! 
How  under  our  f(*et  the  long,  white  road 
Backward  like  a  river  Howe<l, 
Sweeping  with  it  fences  and  hedges, 
WhiUt  farth4*r  a  war  and  overheail. 
Paler  than  1,  with  fear  and  dn-ail, 
The  niiHin  tied  with  us  as  we  Hed 
Along  the  forest *s  jagged  edges  I 

All  thi.n  I  can  remember  well  ; 

But  uf  what  afterwanls  befell 

I  nothing  further  can  recall 

Tlian  a  blind ,  desiMTate,  headloni;  fall  ; 

The  rot  is  A  blank  ant!  tlarknc^i  nil. 

Whrn  I  uwiikt>  iMit  vt  thi^  bwmiu, 

'Hie  sun  waft  hliiiiiiig,  not  the  m»on« 

Milking  a  fm'»<i  ii|Min  the  wall 

With  the  bars  of  iiiv  windows  narrow  and 

ull  : 
And  I  prated  to  it.  as  1  had  been  wont  to 

pr»v. 
('mm  earlv  chililluKMl.  dar  bv  dav. 
Kach  morning.  a<i  in  U-d  1  Kit  ! 
I  «»«  l>ing  a^.iin  in  my  own  room  ! 
And  I  tluiuked  (imi,  in  my  fever  and  pain. 
That  thtifte  ^hadown  i»n  the  midnight  platu 
WiTi*  gitiie,  and  could  nitt  come  again  ! 
I  %tnigL;le«l  no  binger  with  mv  doom  ! 

Till*  hap|fiii-<|  tii:iny  \e.irs  ago. 
I  ifft  tiiv  f4tiifr'«  home  to  come 
f.ike  C.itheriiir  u*  her  mart\rtiom, 
(  kf  Mnidl\   I  t'%ii-i  nifd  it  ft«i. 
\nil  i«lii'n  1  li'-anl  tht*  ron\eiil  tliM-r 
lit-liiinl  n.f  I  '.iiM*,  til  i>|M'  III!  iiioi*  . 
I  ff-lt  i!  oiiii;*   iiii*  lik<-  4  I'liiw 
IKr'iu^'l.  .ill  iii\   liiiili^  a  •kliiidder  :  .tu, 
\ii<i  Kii  I    .   l-rii.*!  •!  «pirit  fi  11 
1  lit   •!  ill  I  III  >^  i-i  iii\  ii.irr«<^«  •    -i 
A«  iii,;)il  .1.1  "ii   I  Miiiiiii-li<l  lu.iu, 
( til  iii^  ii<'.i>!i  f  .il  If   p  till 

Hut  rii>ii  a  U-Iti  r  lifi>  lirL,':tii. 

I  fill  thr  a^iii,\   lin  n  i^t- 

H\  uli'W  ill  LrrtT".  tin  II  wiiiiilv    i-:iBe 


Ending  in  perfect  rest  and 
It  was  not  apathy,  nor 
That    weighisd     and 

brain. 
But  the  same  passioa  I 
To  earth  before,  now 
With  all  its  oTtrtlowiiif 


to 


Mi  ligk^ 


Alas  !  the  world  is  full  of  pattl  t 
The  path    that  nuis    thrwigk  tk» 

meads. 
On  the  sunniest  side  of  thm  ^wBaj, 
Into  a  region  bleak  and  rtcrilt  I 
Alike  in  the  higb-bom  aad  Ikt  bvl|ft 
The  will  is  feeble,  and  paasM 
We  cannot  sever  right  irooi 
Some  falsehood  mingles  witk  all 
Nor  is  it  strange  the  heart  of  jmtMk 
Should  waver  and  eonpivbaMi  Wl  ikaf 
The  things  that  are  holy  and  uahmkj ! 
But  in  this  sacred,  caln  ratwt. 
We  ar«  all  well  and  safely  ahiekM 
From  winds  that    blow,   and  va««  tti 

beat. 
From    the  cold,  and   rain. 

heat, 
To    which     the     atroefeat 

yielded. 
Here  we  stand  as  the  Vii 
Fur  our  ccle»lial  bridegrooi 
( hir  hearts  are  lamps  forever 
With  a  steatly  and  unwaveriBK 
Toiuting  upward,  forever  the 
Steailily  upward  toward  the  haaviB  V 

Tlie  moon  is  hidden  behind  a  eland ; 
A  suildrn  ilarkneu  Alls  tba 
And  thy  ilerp  eves,  amid  tba  , 
Shine  like  jewels  in  a  shrood. 
On  the  lia\t>ft  is  a  sound  of  faUi^f  M; 
A  binl.  awakene«i  in  its  neaC. 
(tivi*4  a  faint  twitter  of  unirsl. 
Then     ftniiMitlift     its     plumca 

a<^ain. 
No  nthfr  «i*und«  than  these  I 
Th*-  liiiiir  lif  miilnight  ma«t  ba  bm 
ThtKi  art  oVrmfient  with  the  day's 
Of  riiiii.g  many  a  dusty  league  ; 
Sink,  ihi-n.  g«-ntly  to  thy  slumbat 
Me  Ml  liiaiiv  caivs  enruiubrr. 
So  many  ghmla.  and  fornu  of  frighik 
nA\c  »i.irt«d  fioni  their  gravan 
'Diev   li.r.  •-    iln%en   sleep  fi 

awa;i  : 
1  will  gii  liuKia  to  the  chnpti 
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BRED  BRIDGE  AT  LUCERNE 


saing  on  the  arohiteots  who  build 

;e8  o'er  swift  riyen  and  abysses 

ipassable  to  human  feet, 

lan  on  the  builders  of  cathedrals, 

lassive  walls  are  bridges  thrown 

ross 

and  terrible  abyss  of  Death. 

the  name  of  Pontif ex  been  given 

Dhuroh's  head,  as  the  chief  Imilder 

itect  of  the  invisible  bridge 

M  from  earth  to  heaven. 


How  dark  it  grows  1 
d  these  paintings  on  the  walls 
>und  us? 

PRIKCB  HXNBT. 

»  Macaberl 


What? 

PBUrCB  HVKBT. 

The  Dance  of  Death  ! 
;o  to  and  fro  must  look  upon  it» 
of  what  they  shall  be,  while  be- 
ith, 

he  wooden  piles,   the  turbulent 
er 

mpetuous  as  the  river  of  life, 
apling   eddies,  ever   green   and 
ght, 

re  the  shadow  of  this  bridge  falls 
it. 

BLSIB. 

I  see  it  DOW  t 

PRIKCB  HSKRT. 

The  grim  musician 
men  through  the  mazes  of  that 
nee, 

?nt  sounds  in  different  measures 
►ving ; 

8   be  plays  a  lute,   sometimes  a 
,im, 
or  terrify. 

BLSIB. 

What  is  this  picture  ? 


It  is  a  young  man  singing  to  a  niuiy 

Who  kneeb  at  her  devotions,  but  in  knmH' 

ing 
Tumi  round  to  look  at  him  ;  and  Death, 

meanwhile. 
Is  putting  out  the  candles  on  the  altar  t 


Ah,  what  a  pity  'tis  that  she  should  listen 
Unto  such  songs,  when  in  her  orisons 
She  might  have  heard  in  heaven  the  angeli 
singing! 


FBUfOB  BBMBT. 


Here  be  has  stolen  a  jester's  cap  and  beUs» 
And  dances  with  the  Queen. 


A  foolish  jeatf 


And  here  the  heart  of  the  new-wodded 

wife, 
Coming  from   church  with   her  belovwl 

lord. 
He  startles  with  the  rattle  of  his  drmiu 


Ah,  that  ia  sad  I     And  yet  perhaps  *tif 

best 
That  she  should  die,  with  all  the  sunshine 

on  her, 
And  all  Uia  benedictions  of  the  morning, . 
Before  this  affluence  of  golden  light 
Shall  fade  into  a  cold  aiM  clouded  gray, 
Then  into  darkness  1 


Under  it  ia  writleBy 
^'Nothing  but  death  shall  separate  thee 
and  me !" 


And  what  is  this,  that  follows  close  upon  it  ? 

FBIVCB  BKVBT. 

Death,  playing  on  a  dulcimer.  Behind 
him, 

A  poor  old  woman,  with  a  rosary. 

Follows  the  sound,  and  seems  to  wish  her 
feet 

Were  swifter  to  o'ertake  him.  Under- 
neath, 

The  inscription  reads,  ^Better  is  Death 
than  Life." 
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rHRISTl'S:   A   MYSTERY 


l.ljxiK. 

Bctt4T  in  IVath  thau  1  jfo  I      .\h  yen  I   t4i 

tliuii<».(n«U 
Dt-ath  pl.-ivn  ii|ioii  A  flnlriiiirr,  nnd  iiiiif^ 
That  »oii|i;  (tf  riiii!»i»l:ituiii,  till  the  air 
Kiiipi  with  it,  aiitl  thcv  caiiiiut  chotMe  but 

foUow 
Whither  he  leaiU.     And  nut  the  uld  alonn, 
hut  the  yuuii|;  :il.*io  hear  it,  and  are  still. 

i'lUN-rK  lir.NHT. 

Yrt,  in  their  sadder  iiiuniontii.      T  is  th« 

Huiind 
Of  their  own  beartji  they  hear,  half  full  of 

teant, 
Wbieh  are  hkeer^atal  cups  half  tilled  with 

Hiiter, 
Kenpomliiii:  to  the  |in*H!iun*  of  a  tinp*r 
Willi    niiiMc    !»wret   and    low  and    inehiu- 

«' hilly. 
I^t  u<»  p>  ftirwani,  and  nu  lunp*r  uLiy 
l:i  thi!>»  (^riMt  pietiin-pillery  of  l)«*ath  ! 
1  liale  It !  ;i\,  the  very  thou);ht  uf  it  I 

Whv  ia  it  hateful  ti>  \ou  ? 

MUM  r.  III.NKT. 

Kor  the  reaMin 
That    life,  nnd    all  that    h|M*:ikA  uf  life,  is 

lovely. 
And  death,  and  all  tliat  s|M*ak<i  uf  death,  i*i 

hat«'ful. 

rij«ir. 

The  pmve  it*rlf  i*  hut  a  eovrri'd  liriiljre, 
I^'adiu;;  f  nmi  l>L;ht  to  li^ht.  thrt>u;*;h  a  hrii-f 
d.irkiK-^^  ! 

1    bn-udif   .tj.iin    more    fn'fU  !     Ah.  Imw 

p!f:i«aiit 
Ti»  roim-  •■iii-t'  uii»ri'  into  the  liijht  «»f  tlay. 
Out   uf    til. It    khaiiow   of    «lra!h  ?     To  hcnr 

.1    *   4111 

The     h<">t-U.i!4   of    iiiir    horni'^    iin    tirni 

;:r..  Mill. 
Auil  nif  ii{Miii  thitw-  hdlliiw  plaukd,  rrMnind- 

■  ■       m 
I  ■ 

1 

Willi  .1  ••  I-  <!■  Srii  •••■ho,  liki*  till-  i-IimN 
Ori  I  iiftii.t  .  .  .1  i-hiiri-!ii  tr<l  '       YiMuii-r  li*-* 
I'hr   l.iL>    <*'  :if   f  M.ir    I  or<  «*-'l'own«,  'Jk\>- 

p  ir«  •!•  '1 
lu     li^lit,    Ati'\     liU^^i-iiii^,    like     »     villa|*r 

rn^iilfii. 


Hid  in  the  bosom  of  lirr  nalitv 

Then  puuriui;  all  hrr  lifa  ialo  aaoCWr^^ 

Changing   her  oanM   mad  haaaml     ta 

heail. 
SiMkiug  his  cloudy  trpatn  iaam  ia  Mtt, 
Rises  i*iUtua,  with  his  wiadj 


Tiir  devil'*  MLinu. 


I 


Tiuscci  IIbsckt  unc/  F.i^tK 

ami*. 


nriDB. 

'l*his  bridge  b  called  the  I>eTil't 
With  a  single  areh,  from  ridce  tori4|^ 
It  lr:i|is  aeruss  the  terrible  el 
Yawning  Iwneath  us,  black 
As  if,  in  s«iuir  nmTuUire 
Till*  i»uniniit»  of  the  bills 
Ami  made  a  r  'ad  fur  the 
That  Rives  and  ragra  dowa  iW 

LCTirrB,  iiii^«r  fiUfcWfv 

lla  !  ha  ! 

nriDK. 

Never  anv  hridj:e  but  this 
(*oiild  utaml  arr«M«  the  wild 
All  the  rest,  «if  wood  ur 
hv  the  PevilV  hand  were 
lie  toppled  erajT*  fmm  the 
And  nhatMw'er  was  built  bj  daj 
lu  the  night  was  swept  awar  ; 
None  cuuld  »taiid  hut  this 


Li  ( irrjl,  aa^rr  tkt  An^lfr. 
lla!  ha! 

r.riDK. 

\  ^1  Ml  wed  yiHi  in  the  r  alley  a 
M.irketl  «kiih  the  imprint  of  k 
Ait  he  wai  U-aring  it  up  tbas  vaVt 
A  |M-aJwut.  p.i<«Aing.  crii-d.  **Hcffr  Jil 
And  the  lK>\iI  dnip|ird  it  is  hii  bigli 
And  %ani^hcd  sudueaJy  cml  of  t(|kil 


Ma!  ha! 


Mi-irKR,  aajfr  tkt  kni§i. 


r.t-inv. 

MitMit  fiirahlus  uf  Kiiuirdel, 
I'lir  pili^riniH  fin  their  way  to 
lliiilt  ttii^  at  la«t.  with  a  single 
I'mlfT  wliii'h,  un  it*  eoilleas 
Kiin«  the  ri%er,  white  with  fi 
1.1  kf  .1  tlin-ad  through  tbe  eve  el  • 
AutI  the  Ilevil  pmmiaed  lo  Itl  il 
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npact  and  condition 
&rst  living  thing  which  crossed 
surrendered  into  his  hand, 
iyond  redemption  lost. 

LUCIFER,  under  the  bridge, 
perdition  I 

OCTIDB. 

,  the  bridge  being  all  completed, 
»t,  standing  at  its  head, 
ross  it  a  loaf  of  bread, 
liong^  dog  sprang  after, 
rocks  reSchoed  with  the  peals  of 
ighter 

e  Devil  thus  defeated  t 
Theypasson, 

LUCIFER,  under  the  bridge. 

defeated  I 

eys  and  for  crimes  like  this 
bridge  stand  o*er  the  abyss  1 


THE  ST.  GOTHARD  PASS. 
PRINCE  HENRY. 

le  highest  point.     Two  wajrs  the 

era 

'n  to  different  seas,  and  as  thej 

I 

p    and   still,  and  their  majestic 

!sence 

\  benefaction  to  the  towns 

lit,    wandering    silently     among 

iarchs  old   among   their  shining 

its. 

ELSIE. 

ik  and  bare  it  is  1    Nothing  but 

tsses 

;he8e  rocks. 

PRINCE  HENRT. 

Yet  are  they  not  forgotten  ; 
t  Nature  sends  the  mists  to  feed 
im. 

EL.«IK. 

T  little  cloud,  that,  borne  aloft 
ly  by  the  wind,  floats  fast  away 
snowy  peaks  !  It  seems  to  roe 
r  of  Sl  Catherine,  borne  by  an- 


PBINCB  BBNRT. 

Thou    art    St    Catherine,    and    invisible 

angels 
Bear  thee  across  these  chasms  and  preei^ 

pices. 
Lest  thou  shouldst  dash  thy  feet  againat  a 

stone  1 

ELSIE. 

Would  I  were  borne  unto  my  grave,  as  she 

was. 
Upon  angelic  shoulders  !    Even  now 
I  seem  uplifted  by  them,  light  as  air  I 
What  sound  is  that  ? 

PRINCE  HENRT. 

The  tumbling  ayalaaehef  I 

ELSIE. 

How  awful,  yet  how  beautiful  I 

FBUrCB  HENRT. 

These  are 
The  voices  of  the  mountains  t    Thus  they 

ope 
Their  snowy  lips,  and   speak  unto  eaeh 

other, 
Li  the  primeval  language,  lost  to  man. 


What  land  is  this  that  spreads  itself  beneath 
us? 


Italy  f    Itafy  I 


Land  of  the  Madoma 
How  beautiful  it  is  t    It  seems  a  garden 
Of  Paradise! 

PRINCE  HENRT. 

Nay,  of  Gethsemaae 
To  thee  and  me,  of  passion  and  of  prayer ! 
Yet  once  of  Paradise.     Long  years  ago 
I  wandered  as  a  youth  among  its  bowers. 
And  never  from  my  heart  has  faded  quite 
Its  memory,  thai,  like  a  summer  sunset. 
Encircles  with  a  ring  of  purple  light 
All  the  horizon  of  my  youth. 

GUIDE. 

Ofriendsf 

The    days   are  short,  the  way  before  os 

long; 
We  must  not  linger,  if  we  think  to  reaeli 
The  inn  at  fielinzona  before  vespers  I 

Tkeifpam^m, 
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CHRISTUS:   A  MYSTERY 


AT  Til K  l(M>T  OK  TIIK  ALPS. 

A  halt  under  the  trer»  at  noon. 
rKl.N-«*K  nE!(BT. 

Hcrr  let  ui  pauM*  «  momvDt  in  the  trem- 

blintr 
Shadow  and  iiun«)iine  of  the  roftdtide  trees. 
And.  our  tired  horMvi  in  a  f;roun  aueniblini;, 
Inlimie    louf^    draughUi    of    this    deliciuUM 

brfvze. 
Our  fleeter  steeds   hare  diatanced  our  at- 

tend:iiitH  ; 
Ther  laf:  behind  us  with  a  slower  pncr  ; 
W«)  will  await  them  under  the  grvcu  ]ien- 

dants 
Of  the  frrrat  willows  in  tliU  slmdv  place. 
Ho,  liarliaroMia  !  how  thy  motlle^l  hannrhe.t 
Sweat  with  thi«  canter  over  hill  and  f^Iadc  ! 
Stand   still,    and    let    these    orerhonf^nf; 

branches 
Fan  thj  hot  itides  and  comfort  thee  with 

shaiic  ! 

KLMir. 

What  a  di-lightful  hind<ioa|)e  spreads  before 

"*. 
Marked  with  a  white wa.'«hi'd  cottage  here 

und  thi*n* ! 
And,  ill  lu&uriaiit  pftrliinds  drutiping  oVr 

u». 
BloaMims  of  gni|M  -\im"«j>k*rnt  the  sunny  air. 

I'HIMK    HFMtY.    * 

I  lark  !  what  stWfft  suuiid.<«  iin*  tliiis«\  \\hi*sc 

ai'iTUtH  holv 
Kill    th(*  w:irin   nmin  with  nuiNif   nail  anil 

awri't  ! 

I' I. Mr. 

It  IHA  Imiii  of  pil^rinift.  nuivin*;  nlnwly 
Oii  thnr  lung  jiiunii-y,  Hiih  iiiuiimti-iI  ffri. 

PlUililM*.  rAiiiifiiu/  the  il\mn  uf  St.    UilthUrt. 

Ml-  n-i*f*|it«-t  Niitii  illa, 
>iiiii  l>:i\iil.  iif)'^  innipiilla, 
<'iipi«  f.iU-r  niii't>>r  lut*i«. 
Cnjii*  |Hirtii<  li^iniTii  itiu'i^, 
(''ijii«  I  l.i\i*«  Iiiicu.i  r*'tri. 
^  lijm  i'j^»'*  ^i-iiijH  r  l.i"ti. 
\  '-I'  I*  ii.'ir  t  i.i|»i*  \  :i  n». 

t     I,     lit    ■      I'tiiV     Ill-l     ff-!ltl\tl!l    ! 

II  <  in  i:     .  •  >i  h'l  i*  tn  f'.*  ;  '  "^iii  -i. 
Ilrr«*  411.  I    I---.  i!i  (tif  |iiiiii^  liiinil. 
In    ihr     c^-^'    "f     •>    '  tri  (iHitrd   ('anii«-lit« 
ilrrii«*  li  • 


The  soles  uf  mj  feet  are  as  kftid 

At  the  conscienee  of  old  Pop*  UilMni 

The  HoIt  Satan,  who  Buia*  the 

Of  the  bishopa  lead  ■■d 

All  day  long  I  beat  ny 

And  chant  with  m  moat  pMtanikr  wm 

The  Latin  hvmna,  whack  I  «■>' 

Quite  as  well,  I  think,  aa  Ike 

And  at  night  aucb  lodgiiy  m 

shells. 
Such  a  hurW-burlr  in  eoaatrr  u 

mm  m 

Such  a  flatter  of  tooguea  m  eapCj 
Such  a  helter-skelter  of  prayeta  nl  ibI 
i  >f  all  the  contrivaneea  off  t£e  tiaa 
Kor  H«iwing  broadcast  tlw  aMdaalcH^ 
There  is  nune  so  pleasing  to  ■•  ail  ■■ 
As  a  pilgrimage  to  ioiDe  far^ff 


raixm  ■utbt 

If  fmm  the  outward 

inner, 
And  cleanliness  is  godli 
A  hiijH'less  reprubate,  a 
Must  be  that  Carmelila 


-HP* 

Ifw 


IX'i  ITTK. 

There  is  my  Oermaa  Prii 

Thus  far  on  his  joanwy  to 

And  the  loresick  girl,  \ 

N  sdwing  the  cloml  to  rrop  ike  i 

liut  it  *s  a  long  niad  that  kaa  ■• 

I^t  thrni  quietly  hold  tkotr  wmj, 

I  hiivi*  alMi  a  |Kirt  in  tke  plaj. 

Hut  tir>t  1  nuiHt  art  to  ny  keart'taMM 

'llii^  iiiiiiunitTv  and  this  inemmra^ 

.\iitl  tlrive  this  motley  flock  of  skeif 

Intii  the  fold,  where  drink  aodskep 

Til*'  jxlly  old  frian  »f  BeaeeenL 

( >f  a  tni'th,  it  often  prtiTokea  ■•  la  lafl 

Til  M*!*  tiieiM*  U'ggars  kobhie  i 

I^iihmI  and  niAinird,  and  fed 

('h.iiiting  thrir  wumlerfnl  ptff  aod 

And,  !•!  make  up  for  no!  si 

».inp, 
Siiii»ing  it  tieirrli,  and  wild, 
Werr  it  nut  fi»r  my  magic  ^aitw  Ml  ^ 
And  the  ;pililrt«  of  g«Midly  wis*  I 
Ami  the  niivhirf  1  make  is  Ike  iibl 
1  shiiuld  not  r«intiniie  Ike 


Mi^iamft.  rkmmitw§. 
Ill  hiir  urbr,  Ini 
Vrr  nemum.  pai 
III  har  niliir  imnlrtts 


In  liac  M-mprr 
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PRINCE  HENBT. 

you  observe  that  monk  among  the  train, 
10  ponrs  from  his  g^at  throat  the  roar- 
ing bass, 
a  cathedral  spout  pours  out  the  rain, 
d  this  way  turns  his  rubicimd,  round 
face? 

ELsns. 

18  the  same  who,  on  the  Strasburg  square, 
iached  to  the  people  in  the  open  air. 

PBINOB  HEKBT. 

d  he  has'crossed  o'er  mountain,  field,  and 

fell, 
that  good  steed,  that  seems  to  bear  him 

well, 
e  hackney  of  the  Friars  of  Orders  Gray, 
1  own  stout  legs  I    He,  too,  was  in  the 

play, 
th  as  King  Herod  and  Ben  Israel. 
od  morrow,  Friar  I 

FBIAB  CUTHBEBT. 

Good  morrow,  noble  Sir  I 

PRINCE  HENRY. 

)eak  in  German,  for,  unless  I  err, 
1  are  a  German. 

FRIAR  CUTHBEBT. 

I  cannot  gainsay  you. 
by  what  instinot,  or  what  secret  sign, 
itin?    me    here,    do    you   straightway 

divine 
't  northward  of  the  Alps   my  country 
lies? 

PBINCE  HENBT. 

it  accent,  like  St.  Peter's,  would  betray 

I  not  your  yellow  beard  and  your  blue 

eyes, 
f^ver,  we  have  seen  your  face  before, 
^  heard   you  preach  at  the  Cathedral 

door 
^«aster  Sunday,  in  the  Strasburg  square, 
^ere  among  the  crowd  that  gathered 

there, 
saw  you  play  the  Rabbi  with  great 

skill, 
^  by  leaning  o'er  so  many  years 
^alk  with  little  children,  your  own  will 
Qaught  a  childish  attitude  from  theirs, 
^d  of  stooping  in  its  form  and  gait. 


And    could  no    longer    stand    erect   and 

straight. 
Whence  come  you  now  ? 

FRIAR  CUTHBEBT. 

From  the  old  monastery 
Of  Hirschan,  in  the  forest ;  being  sent 
Upon  a  pilmmage  to  Bene  vent. 
To  see  the  image  of  the  Virgin  Mary, 
That  moves  its  holy  eyes,  and  sometimes 

speaks. 
And    lets  the  piteous  tears  run  down  its 

cheeks, 
To  touch  the  hearts  of  the  impenitent. 

PBENCE  HENRY. 

Oh,  had  I  faith,  as  in  the  days  gone  by. 
That    knew    no     doubt,    and    feared    no 
mystery  I 

LUCIFER,  at  a  distance. 
Ho,  Cuthbert  I    Friar  Cuthbert  I 

FRIAB  CUTHBERT. 

Farewell,  Prince  I 
I  cannot  stay  to  argue  and  convince. 

PRINCE  HENRT. 

This  is  indeed  the  blessed  Mary's  land, 
Virgin  and  Mother  of  our  dear  Redeemer  I 
All  hearts  are  touched  and  softened  at  her 

name. 
Alike  the  bandit,  with  the  bloody  hand, 
The  priest,  the  prince,  the  scholar,  and  the 

peasant. 
The  man  of  deeds,  the  visionary  dreamer. 
Pay  homage  to  her  as  one  ever  present  I 
And    even  as   children,  who  nave    much 

offended 
A  too  indulgent  father,  in  great  shame, 
Penitent,  and  yet  not  daring  unattended 
To  go  into  his  presence,  at  the  gate 
Speak  with  their  sister,  and  confiding  wait 
Till  she  £^s  in  before  and  intercedes  ; 
So  men,  repenting  of  their  evil  deeds. 
And  yet  not  venturing  rashly  to  draw  near 
With  their  requests  an  angry  father's  ear. 
Offer  to  her  their  prayers  and  their  confes- 
sion. 
And  she  for  them  in  heaven  makes  inter- 
cession. 
And  if  our  Faith  had  given  us  nothing  more 
Than  this  example  of  all  womanhood. 
So  mild,  so  merciful,  so  strong,  so  good, 
I  So  p  loyal,  loving,  pure. 
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Tbi»  wi*n*  oiiou^li  to  pnivo  it  higher  aiiU 

IrutT 
Than  nil  tin*  orrcds  the  wurld  bad  known 

bt'fon*. 

r I  u  i  HI  M >i,  rAd nf  ing  iifar  ij/f. 

Urils  ca*lt'iitiH.  urbt  brmta, 
Siiiira  |H* train  colkx^ata, 
UriM  ill  |>ortii  satiA  tiito 
l)e  liin^inquu  t<*  luUiitu, 
Ti'  Miluto,  t4*  HU»|iini, 
Te  aff«ctu,  t«!  rvquiru  ! 


TIIK    IN.N    AT    OKXnA. 
A  trrracf  vx^rluuking  tke  $*a,     Sigkt* 

ntlM'K   III.NKY. 

It  in  tli«*  M':!,  il  io  till'  M'a, 

In  all  lift  va^iu'  iuiiii<rn»iiy. 

Failing  and  darkening  in  tlie  diatauee  I 

>ilriit,  luujfntiral,  and  hlow. 

Till*  ^\\\U'  NliipH  haunt  it  tn  aiul  fro. 

With  ull  tht'ir  ^htKitly  »ail.H  unfurled. 

Am  |ih;iiiti»iii<»  from  another  world 

Haunt  thi*  ill  111  I'lifitiiifH  of  vxifitrnor  ! 

lint  ah  !  hnw  ffw  imu  i'iiiii|in'h4*ii«l 

Thcrir  itiijiialn,  i>r  tii  what  ^immI  rtiil 

From  land  ti>  land  tin  y  cmnc  and  ^i» ! 

('|M>n  a  nca  nmrt*  vani  and  liark 

Thf  oiiirit!«  of  till'  «lfail  «*iiiliiirk. 

All  %-<i>:ttnnt;  to  unknown  maHt^. 

\Vr  ma VI*  our  fan^wtlU  fmiii  thr  sliorr, 

Ami  tli<*y'  di'|iart,  nii<i  romp  n<i  nion-. 

Or  iHinir  us  |iliaiiit»fiis  uihI  a<i  f^hcMt^. 

AInivi*  tin*  ilarksiiiiif  M>a  i>f  di*atli 

LiHiiii^  till'  K^ri'at  lifi-  that  i«  tti  b«'« 

A  1.1  IK  I  id  rli»ud  and  niy»t«*rv, 

A  (liiii  fitiri;^*,  Hitli  !tha|ir«  of  mm 

I«*i|i;;  tii'iiii.  :iii>l  pa^M-il  ln-voiifi  our  ki  ii 

Awf-«trii'  k.  wi'  ]Z-^l*\  ami  Imld  our  hri'ath 

1  ill  thi-  i  i:r  |i  i.;«Mri(  \    tiiohi-tli, 

1.'    l\lllLf  ll«   :ll   |M-r]>lfSit%  , 

\t.>l  •j<<iii>!l  it  wli'-*h>-r  It  ha«  IwH'ti 
\  \i«iiiii  •>!  !lii-  uiiri  i  iiiivi'fi. 
t  *r  a  l'ri;;Ll  iii.-iiji    •■(  ("ir  •»«?! 
\.*:kiii>t  IIm-  «k\    III  \  iiMir^  tlirown 


Ik'ep  it  litf«  at  thj  rcrr  fvcl ; 
Tb«re  is  no  coofeaaor  lika  vMo  Dtaik 
Thou  caiMt  not  mc  him*  bat  km  m  mu 
I'hou  n<wd»t  not  whiapar  whonrn  tbj  k 
And  he  will  hear  ; 
11«  will  answer  the  qi 
The  Taipie  Hurmuea  and 
That  All  thT  aoul  with  doaht 

riUM  K  nuniT. 


»• 


pHMI     (li>U!     II  •*.     II.  1^1      i!,    llimi    rin^t    n*>t 

till    i>i  .\, 
\\  it  thi'ii  ill*!  t!n-  |.ii\»»T  !•'  •■ii'l  \\  ' 
1  hi'  M-4  I*  %iii  Hi,  the  »<-•&  1*  di^  fit  t. 


The  f&alM'nnan,  utio  lira 
With  sliadowv  »ail.  in  , 
U  singini;  *4iftly  to  the  Night 
Uut  do  1  comprrhcnd  ari|sM 
'IIh*  meaning  of  the  words  hi 
So  iiwc*f  tlv  in  hia  native 
Ah  vi'S  !  the  lea  in  at  ill  and 
All  thiiifpi  within  ita  I 
A  Ninglo  »t<'p,  and  all  ia  o'er ; 
A  plungv*,  a  bubble,  and  no  ■ 
And  thou,  dear  Klaie,  wilt  he 
From  martyrdom  and  ag— y. 


! 


Thr  night  is  calm  and  ci 
And  still  as  still  can  be. 
And  the  stars  eone  foitb  to 
To  the  music  of  the  ae^ 
'lliry  gatluT,  and  gather, 
I'ntil  thi'y  rmwd  the  ahy. 
Anil  listrn,  in  hwathleai 
To  tin*  sudrnin  litanr. 
It  hcginA  ill  rticky  caTerM^ 
At  a  \iMi't'  tlul  rlianta  alont 
Tti  til*'  |N'daU  of  the  organ 
in  monotonous  undertone  ; 
And  anon  fmm  shelving 
And  uliallow  sands  beyond. 
In  snow-white  r«ibes  npffincg 
Tilt*  gliiMily  clioin  irapond. 
And  KAilly  ami  unceasing 
Tlif*  mournful  voice  sings  on, 
AimI  till'  snow-white  chmn 
Clirijitc  rtci«on  ! 


Ikl 


fi* 


rniM'K  M 

Anf;«*I  of  ('t*»\  !  thy  fliirr 
(Vl«  «lial  and  |«rrpetiial 
Thv  iiiirrr  miuI,  that  i 
I  Iran    fill*    arvhangel  s 

lin-i'/r, 

\nd  hImt*-  thr  forr^t  rolls,  or 
tVrilia*^  iir<jan  «<Minding  m  the 
Ami  tiiiii;iir«  uf  praphota 
lra%ci. 
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r  discord  only  and  despair, 
pers  as  of  demons  in  the  air  1 


AT   SEA. 


IL  PADRONE. 


upon  uur  quarter  lies, 
;fore  the  freshening  g^le, 
the  snow-white  lateen  sail, 
ir  light  felucca  flies, 
he  billows  burst  and  foam  ; 
her  o'er  the  sunken  rock, 
.  her  sides  with  many  a  shock, 
upon  their  flowing  dome 
e  her,  like  a  weathercock  ! 
IS  and  the  western  skies 
of  Corsica  arise  ; 
in  yonder  long  blue  line, 
lits  of  the  Apennine, 
iward,  and  still  far  away, 
u  its  sunny  bay. 
>t  see  it,  where  it  lies. 

PRINCE  HENRT. 

I  that  never  more  mine  eyes 
its  towers  by  night  or  day  ! 

ELfilE. 

,  dark  and  awfully, 

les  a  cloud  out  of  the  sea, 

s  the  form  of  a  hunted  deer, 

!  of  browu,  and  hoofs  of  black, 

rs  laid  upon  its  back, 

ig  fast  and  wild  with  fear, 

lounds  were  on  its  track  I 

PRINCE  HENRY. 

*  we  gaze,  it  breaks  and  falls 

;S8  masses,  like  the  walls 

t  city.     Broad  and  red 

>f  the  descending  sun 

>ugh  the  windows,  aud  overhead, 

he  vapors,  dense  and  dun, 

ts  of  silvery  light  arise, 

rs  that  support  the  skies  I 

ELSIE. 

1  its  summit  the  lurid  levin 
)wnward  witliout  warning, 
r,  son  of  the  morning, 
the  battlements  of  heaven  I 

IL  PADRONE. 

reat  you,  friends,  below  ! 
storm  b<;gins  to  blow, 


For  the  weather  changes  with  the  moon. 

All  this  morning,  until  noon, 

We  had  baffling  winds,  and  sudden  flaws 

Struck  the  sea  with  their  cat's-paws. 

Only  a  little  hour  ago 

I  was  whistling  to  Saint  Antonio 

For  a  capful  of  wind  to  fill  our  sail, 

And  instead  of  a   breeze    he   has   sent    a 

gale. 
Last  night  I  saw  Saint  Elmo's  stars, 
With  their  glimmering  lanterns,  all  at  play 
On  the  tops  of  the  masts  and  the  tips  of  the 

spars, 
And  I  knew  we  should  have  foul  weather 

to-day. 
Cheerily,  my  hearties  I  yo  heave  ho  I 
Brail  up  the  mainsail,  and  let  her  go 
As  the  winds  will  and  Saint  Antonio  I 

Do  you  see  that  Livomese  felucca. 
That  vessel  to  the  wii^dward  yonder, 
Running  with  her  gunwale  under  ? 
I  was  looking  when  the  wind  overtook  her. 
She  had  all  sail  set,  and  the  only  wonder 
Is  that  at  once  the  strength  of  the  blast 
Did  not  carry  away  her  mast. 
She  Is  a  galley  of  the  Gran  Duca, 
That,  through  the  fear  of  the  Algerines, 
Convoys  those  lazy  brigantines, 
Laden  with  wine  and  on  from  Lucca. 
Now  all  is  ready,  high  and  low  ; 
Blow,  blow,  good  Saint  Antonio  1 

Ha  I  that  is  the  first  dash  of  the  rain, 
With  a  sprinkle  of  spray  above  the  rails, 
Just  enough  to  moisten  our  sails. 
And  make  them  ready  for  the  strain. 
See  how  she  leaps,  as  the  blasts  overtake  her, 
And  speeds  away  with  a  bone  in  her  mouth  t 
Now  keep  her  head  toward  the  south, 
And  there  is  no  danger  of  bank  or  breaker. 
With  the  breeze  behind  us,  on  we  go ; 
Not  too  much,  good  Saint  Antonio  I 


VI 

THE  SCHOOL  OF  SALERNO 

A  traotlling  Scholastic  (\ffix\ng  his  Thetes  to  the 
gate  of  the  College, 

SCHOLASTIC. 

There,  that  is  my  gauntlet,  my  banner,  my 

shield. 
Hung  up  as  a  challenge  to  all      )      Id  I 
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Our  liiiniinMl  oiiil  twiMitv-tivc  |ini|HMitioiM, 
Which  1  will  tiiaaitaiii  with  the  awurti  uf 

tbi*  titii^iu* 
ApiiiiNt  all  iliKptitJiiitA.  iil«l  .ind  yminj;. 
J^t  iin  MM*  if  iliH*t4>r«  iir  (liuli't'tiriaii.'i 
Wiil  flan*  til  «li!ipiit4*  my  ilrtinitions 
t  )r  attack  aiiv  oiii*  «if  iiiv  Ivanirtl  thi'40fl. 

■  • 

lli-rc  ntiiiul   1  ;    tin*  fiid  mIuiU    l»e  an  (lOtl 

iiii*aM*]». 
I    think   1    liavp  pn>r«*il.  by   prufuiiiiil  re- 

M»;in"ln*!», 
Till*  c*rr«ir  nf  all  thi>M*  fl«M*triii«*!i  hu  viciuus 
Of  the*  ulil  ArfO|»ii};iti*  I >ioiiy iritis 
That  art'  iiiiikiii);  muoIi  tiTnhK*  vmrk  ill  the 

4'hurvhf!«, 
Kv  Mioha«*l  till*  Stain iiKTiT  M*ut  fruui  thi* 

And  tlon«>  into  I^tiu  hv  that  Sciitti<»h  Ih'ha!, 
tluhaiiiif!!  l)unM  S«'iitU!«,  «lii>  «lan'!«  to  iiiaiii- 

taiii. 
In  the*  fui-o  of  the  truth,  the  error  infrr- 

nal. 
That  the  uiiivi>r«f  ii  nnil  niii^it  U*  rteriial  ; 
At  tir«t  liiMN;:  tluwii,  :iH  a  fai*t  fumlaiiii'ii- 

tal. 
Tli.it  imiiiiii;;  wtih  <(im1  i*an  bi*  accidental  ; 
Thrn  a^'oi-rtiii^  that  <ii«d   U-fore  the  orra- 

tiiiii 
(niiltl  iiiit  havf  I'&i^tiil.  U-raii'M-  it  \*  plain 
Tliat.  had  II*-  «>Kist4-<l.  \l*-  ysuuUi   li:i%i*  erf 

atfil  ; 
Which  i^  ImXiTi'iiT  th«*  «pii'^tiiiii  that  •thtmld 

lit>  drliat*  «1. 
And  nnivt'th  im-  h"«t  ti»  aiip  r  t{i:it]   l.iuj^h- 

tf-r 
All  n:i(iin>.  hv  hitld«,  i^  a  rv^pinitinn 
<  >f  till*   >pirit  id  (  iihI,   imIiii,    111  hri-athinj;. 

hi-rf.ifti-r 
Will  iiih.tli'  It  iiitii  hi«  Imm(iiii  n^^iin, 
N«»  lli:it  i.iilliiii<;  I'lil  (hhI  iiIi>iii-  Mill  n-iiiaiii. 
Viid  till  r*-i!i   ]tv  •  ••iitr:idii'ti  th  liiin^*  If  ; 
^'■•r   hi-  •■;■<  i:^   till'  wh'ili*   diMMi<»Hiiiii  hy  ^tat- 

Hi  i!  Ifi-I  I  111  •■!:!%  i'\i«.t  ii"  «'n'-itiiii; 

I  ii.i:   i{i>--»*.>ii    I    iliiiik    I    111-.  •■  l.iiii  nil  thf 


i/    ...      .'       /     ■    /••• 

-■'■■•  •  •  ■     i  ''I  ■■• 


fipi«/. 


■-•  '     «II%I1S- 

I    •^  •].  :).'    I «.»  •    r  *».  ■  ij.i.  ,     ft  i.'.'.i.n. 

i  :■  kt     •     «     :  ■'     0  :  .^  i-i  I V    •  oi..  •  iit'd  lU  till* 

!  r  I  ! 
1-    I  •       .       :    ■  ■  «..  :     t   .'  ■■■.   ; 

I  hi-  »}-••«•  li  n  '.■•!  i«  Ii.i    1 1,   .iriiat.  >:: 


tMX-rOB  CM 

What  dn  I  rare  fur  the 
With  all  Ilia  wonljr  cliafli 

mK-nw 
You  make  hut  a  paltrr 
I' ui venal*  havr  no  rckl 


• 


iNMTcia  <-ii 

Your  wonU  are  but  idle  ami 
Ideas  are  etemalU  joiaod  lo 

IMMTOR  aBSAFiao. 

Mav  the  Ixinl  have  merer  ob 
Yuu  «  rvtche«l,  wraogliBf  emikr  af 

ii'M-ToB  niKBru 

Mav  he  send  vour  mniI  to 
rur  vour  Tn-atine  oo  the 

Thty  ru§A  oui  jiijkiimg.     Twm 


InvfvhrTa* 


rtMiVT  M-HOLAB. 

Mtinte  ra<!tino,  then,  is  joor  C«Uv 
What  think  \ou  of  uan  liert  al  SMria? 


arjro!ci> 

To  tell  the  tnith,  I  arrived  m  IfMr* 
I  hanlly  yet  have  had  time  lo 
N>  mui'h,  at  leaat,  I  am  boaad  to 

li-<lf*e  : 
I'hr  air  M't-mn  iH'altbT,  tbe 
And  on  the  whole  I  like  it 


riMffT  M-aoLAB. 

Y«  ^.  the  air  i^  »w«-et  ;  the  C 
S«>iiil  iiA  iliiHn  puffs  uf 
Viid  in  ^iiinuiFr^time  the 
With  it<»  i-tMilneM  cluutery 

Mpiarr. 
Tht'n  :i!  i-vt-ry  «raMm  of  the 
Thi'n-  ar«    i-rowd*  of 

lii-n-  ; 
l*il)*Tini«,  and  memliraal 
I 'mm  till'  I^'vaiit.  nitb  flfa 
\nil  UiiiiU  iif  wiHiBtlrd  and 
Coining  I  ii-k  ff«>m  IVileatiae 


«li>i»!il>  *  Mnl 

And  what  an*  the  fttudie*  vwB 
Uli.ll  1^  tlif  riiurM*  vitu  herr  c 


Till-  tirnt  thri'i'  \r»ni  of  the 
All   LTi^v'n  tii  l^i^u*  ali«r,  aa 
( '1  ..il  th^t  la  uuble,  and 


^ 
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BCOND  SCBOIaAK. 

ther  strange,  I  must  confess, 
School  ;  yet,  nevertheless, 
have  reasons  for  that. 

FIRST  BCHOLAB. 

Oh  yes  I 

i  clever  dialectician 
ecome  a  great  physician  ; 

settled  long  ago. 
in  important  part 
y  of  the  healing  art ; 

how  coald  you  hope  to  show 
Lnows  so  much  as  you  know  ? 
pe  are  five  years  morp 
ly  to  medicine, 

on  chirurgical  lore, 
IS  of  the  bodies  of  swiue, 
liuman  form  divine. 

lECOKD  SCHOLAB. 

books  now  most  in  vogue  ? 

FIRST  SCHOLAB. 

iisive  catalogue  ; 

rer,  books  of  our  own  ; 

is'  Passionarius, 

Dgs  of  Matthew  Platcarius  ; 

uuiversally  known 
en  of  the  School  of  Salern, 

Normandy  written  in  terse 
;ant  Latin  verse. 

writings  has  its  turn, 
length  we  have  finished  these, 
le  struggle  for  degrees, 
Idest  and  ablest  critics  ; 
3sis  and  disputation, 
answer,  and  explanation 
out  of  Hippocrates, 

Analytics. 

imphaut  Magister  stands  I 
tmuly  placed  iu  his  hands, 
jwears  to  follow  the  rule 
jrms  of  the  good  old  School  ; 
ny  confectionarius 
rugs  with  matters  various, 
is  patients  twice  a  day, 
le  night,  if  they  live  in  town, 
re  poor,  to  take  no  pay. 
ully  promised  these, 
•owned  with  a  laurel  crown  ; 
eheek,  a  ring  on  his  hand, 

Artium  et  Physices 
om  the  school  like  a  lord  of 
d. 


And  now,  as  we  have  the  whole  morning 

before  us. 
Let  us  go  in,  if  you  make  no  objection, 
And  listen  awhile  to  a  learned  prelection 
On  Marcus  Aurelius  Cassiodorus. 

They  go  in.    Enter  Lucifsb  at  a  Doctor. 

LUCIFER. 

This  is  the  great  School  of  Salern  ! 

A  land  of  wrangling  and  of  quarrels. 

Of  brains  that  seethe,  and  hearts  that  bum|. 

Where  every  emulous  scholar  hears, 

In  every  breath  that  comes  to  his  ears, 

The  rustling  of  another's  laurels  I 

The  air  of  the  place  is  called  salubrious  ^ 

The  neighborhood  of  Vesuvius  lends  it 

An  odor  volcanic,  that  rather  mends  it. 

And  the  buildings  have  an  aspect  lugrubriooBy 

That  inspires  a  feeling  of  awe  and  terror 

Into  the  heart  of  the  beholder, 

And  befits  such  an  ancient  homestead  of 

error. 
Where*  the  old  falsehoods  monlder   and 

smoulder, 
And  yearly  by  many  hundred  hands 
Are  carried  away,  in  the  zeal  of  youth, 
And  sown  like  tares  in  the  field  of  truth. 
To  blossom  and  ripen  in  other  lands. 

What  have  we  here,  affixed  to  the  gate  ? 
The  challenge  of  some  scholastic  wight. 
Who  wishes  to  hold  a  public  debate 
On  sundry  questions  wrong  or  right  1 
Ah.  now  thi.  U  my  great  Jelieht  I 
For  I  have  often  observed  of  late 
That  such  discussions  end  in  a  fight. 
Let  us  see  what  the  learned  wag  maintains 
With  such  a  prodigal  waste  of  brains. 

Reads. 
"  Whether  angels  in  moving  from  place  to 

place 
Pass  through  the  intermediate  space. 
Whether  God  himself  is  the  author  of  evil, 
Or  whether  that  is  the  work  of  the  Devil. 
When,  where,  and  wherefore  Lucifer  fell, 
And  whether  he  now  is  chained  in  hell." 
I  think  I  can  answer  that  question  well  ! 
So  long  as  the  boastful  human  mind 
Consents  in  such  mills  as  this  to  g^nd, 
I  sit  very  firmly  upon  my  throne  I 
Of  a  truth  it  almost  makes  me  laugh. 
To  see  men  leaving  the  golden  grain 
To  gather  in  piles  the  pitiful  chaff 
That  old  Peter  Lombai-d  thrashed  with  his 

brain. 
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Tu  havp  it  caiif^ht  up  and  toMod  a^n 

Ou  the  hoTUM  uf  the  Duuib  Ui  of  Oulognc  ! 

Hut  BIT  f^efttA  approach  I   there  is  in  the 

air 
A    fra^ramv,  like    that  of    the    IWautiful  j 

(i.inirti 
Of  PuRuliM*.  ill  the  davs  that  wen*  ! 
An  iNlnr  i»f  iiniiM*i>iifc  uiitl  nf  }iray«*r. 
And  tif  liivt%  und  laiih  that  iifViT  faiU, 
Surh  a-H  thi'  t'rt'^h  yoiiiii;  hrart  fxhaU't 
iU*fi»n*  it  U'l^iiiit  to  uitlirr  and  hanh'u  ! 
1  raiiiMit  liri'alhf  Mirh  an  alMii«»phpn*  ! 
My  Mill  I  is  till  iM  I   with  a  iiaiiiflf^^  fvar. 
That,  at  (or  all  my  truuhlir  and  pain, 
Afti-r  all  my  n-^tlosA  fiidi-avnr, 
Thi*  ^uiiiij^f-t,  fairi'nt  miuI  of  the  twain, 
Till*  iiii><*i  ciiiiTiMl,  iiiiist  di\iiii>, 
^ViU  ('M'u|»c  from  uiy  hand»  for  ever  and 

C\fP. 

But  th«'  othfr  in  aln>ady  iiiiiio  ! 

I^'t  him  li\i-  ti»  otirrupt  hi.-«  rai'O, 

Itn-atlniii;  anionic  thciii,  with  vvrry  breath, 

Wriikiifo''.  !»i-ltiN)ini*<«<»,  aiitl  the  Ikuc 

And  p'.ioill.iiiiiiioiii  ffur  of  death. 

I  kimw  \iis  n.ituri-.  and  I  know 

Th.il  of  all  who  Ml  iii_\  iiiiliihtry 

Waiiih-r  ihi*  ^;r«-:it  I'arth  to  uiid  fro. 

And  oil  ii>\  •-ir.iiiilo  (-.'III*-  ami  pi. 

The  s.iti*^t  and  «iil»tli.tt  .ir«-  iiith  aA  h^. 

Kntrr  Tiusi  r  II  ft:  Ml)  <iiw/  Kij*iK,  with  atUnd- 

ruiM  K  iii-»iiv 
Can  you  direct  u^  to  Knar  Anpdo? 

LM'irui. 
Ill*  «taniU  U'fon*  voii. 

iiiiMrv  iir!«KY. 

1  lii'ii  \<in  kiii*w  our  purfNMU*. 
I  am  I'riiii'e  ll«Miry  of  lli>hi'nrrk,  and  thi.n 
Thf  niaiili'ii  that  I  «|iAkr  of  in  my  lettem. 

i  I  •  irrn. 

I»  !•  a  iiTv  ijriTi'  and  «itifmn  Im^infi*  ! 

.\^  ••    Tl.'.|«t    ll'it    Im-  pD'i'ipil.ttt*         IhM'«  ^ht* 

W  .f};ii:,i  .  I  ■iii'iils.iiii,  iif  htTowu  free  will, 
<  ••:.  «  ;.t  til  \\k\%  '.* 

fiiiNi  r  iir^iiT 

A;,'.!!!.-!  .Ill  upfMMition, 
AiT^iM^t    -ill    pra^i'ri,    i-ut rr aIu-.i,    pmte^ta- 

t  "11*. 
Shf  iM.il  iiiif  ^«-  fit-r^iiailrd 


IX 


Have  yoa  tboogfat  wU  of  it  T 


To  affpie,  but  to  die.     Y 

To  «piestion,  but  tu  kill  mm.     1  us 

1  am  impatient  to  bf*  |po 

Kre  any  thtiii|;hl«  of  rortk  di 

The  Hpirit  of  lrBnc|uiUilv 


OM  htn !     W« 


Woubl  I  ha«l  not  co 

were  drad. 
And  thiiu  wert  i»  tbr 

And  kaditt  not  known 

done  thi»  ? 
Li-t  me  gu  bock  and  die 


mm\    Wkjh 


Not  if  these  cold,  fiat 

tread 
Were    riNilten  heated 

fpateway 
Flamed    like  a  fi 

heat. 
I  must  fulfil  nir 


ruiira 


I 

Not  «me  !(tep  farther.     For  I 
To  put  thuK  far  thy  eoorofv  to 
It  is  enoii^^h.     I,  too,  have 
For  thou  hant  tou^l  ""^^  * 


Utpn 


f 


faUUMM 


O 

YiHir  pnimi^es.     I^t  me  fauu  wff  m 

You  do  not  lotik  on  life  and  doattlt  I 

TlifM*  arr  two  anjeela,  that 

F)ai'h  oiif  of  ii»,  and  in  aunt 

Our  pHMl  and  evil  deeoo^     Ua  «hi« 

ilown 
The  i;tNHi  tineft.  after  evvry  nctianflla 
II 14  lohiiiie.  and  gtrendi  witk  il  litia 
'Ilie  othrr    keeps    bu  drandM  Aif* 

o|irli 

Till    MiiiM-i,  that    we  mnv   pmhI:  < 

doiti);. 

The  n*r<  ird  of  theartion  indea  nM^ 
\nil  lfa«i-«  a  line  ol  wkito  nOMM  Bi 
Now  if  my  art  be  food,  aa  1 


I 
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uinot  be  recalled.    It  is  already 
led  up  in  heayen,  aa  agood  deea  accom- 
plished, 
t  rest  is  yours.    Wh j  wait  yoa  ?    I  am 
ready. 

To  her  eUtendanU. 
ep  not,  my  friends  1  rather  rejoice  with 

me. 
lall  not  feel  the  pain,  bat  shall  be  gone, 
i    you    will   have    another   friend    in 

heayen. 
m  start  not  at  the  creaking  of  the  door 
rough  which  I  pass.    I  see  what  lies  be- 
yond it. 

To  Princb  Hbnbt. 

1  yon,  O  Prince  I  bear  back  my  benison 
U>  my  father's  house,  and  all  within  it. 
8  mondng  in  the  church  I  prayed  for 

them, 
er  confession,  after  absolution, 
en  my  whole  soul  was  white,  I  prayed 

for  them. 
I  will  take  care  of  them,  they  need  me 

not. 
i  in  your  life  let  my  remembrance  linger, 
iomething  not  to  trouble  and  disturb  it, 
to  complete  it,  adding  life  to  life. 
I  if  at  times  beside  the  eyening  fire 
1  see  my  face  among  the  other  faces, 
it  not  be  regarded  as  a  ghost 
kt  haunts  your  house,  but  as  a  guest 

that  loyes  yon. 
r,  eyen  as  one  of  your  own  family, 
iiout  whose  presence  there  were  some- 
thing yranting. 
iye  no  more  to  say.     Let  ns  go  in. 

PBINOB  HEKRT. 

ir  Angelo  I     I  charge  you  on  yonr  life, 
ieye  not  what  she  says,  for  she  is  mad, 
1  comes  here  not  to  die,  but    to  be 
healed. 

BLSIB. 

8  I  Prince  Henry  I 

LUCIFER. 

Come  with  me  ;  this  way. 

rs  ffoes  in  with  Lucifeb,  itAo  thrusts  Prince 
Hemrt  btuJc  and  closes  the  door. 

PRINCE  HEKRT. 

le  !  and  the  light  of  all  my  life  gone  with 

her  I 
udden  darkness  falls  upon  the  world  I 


Oh,  what  a  yile  and  abject  thing  am  I 
That  purchase  length  of  days  at  such  a 

cost ! 
Not  by  her  death  alone,  but  by  the  death 
Of  all  that 's  good  and  true  and  noble  in 

me ! 
All  manhood,  excellence,  and  self-respect, 
All  loye,  and  faith,  and  hope,  and  heart 

are  dead  I 
All  my  diyine  nobility  of  nature 
By  this  one  act  b  forfeited  foreyer. 
I  am  a  Prinoe  in  nothing  but  in  name  I 
To  the  attendants. 

Why  did  you  let  this  horrible  deed  be 
done  ? 

Why  did  you  not  lay  hold  on  her,  and  keep 
her 

From  self -destmotion?  Angelo  I  mur- 
derer I 

Struffgles  at  the  door^  but  cannot  open  it. 

EiiSiE,  within. 
Farewell,  dear  Prince  I  farewell ! 

PRIKOB  HBNRT. 

Unbar  the  door  t 

LUCIFKB. 

It  is  too  late ! 

PRINCE  HENRT. 

It  shall  not  be  too  late  I 
They  burst  the  door  open  and  rush  in. 

THE  FARM-HOUSE  IN  THE  ODENWALD. 

Ursula  spinning.     A  summer  afternoon.     A 

table  spread. 

URSULA. 

I  haye  marked  it  well,  —  it  must  be  true,  — 
Death  neyer  takes  one  alone,  but  two  1 
Wheneyer  he  enters  in  at  a  door, 
Under  roof  of  gold  or  roof  of  thatch, 
He  always  leaves  it  upon  the  latch, 
And  comes  again  ere  the  year  Lb  o'er. 
Neyer  one  of  a  household  only  ! 
Perhaps  it  is  a  mercy  of  God, 
Lest  the  dead  there  under  the  sod. 
In  the  land  of  strangers,  should  be  lonely  t 
Ah  me  I  I  think  I  am  lonelier  here  t 
It  IB  hard  to  go,  —  but  harder  to  stay  ! 
Were  it  not  for  the  children,  I  should  pray 
That    Death   would  take    me  wiUun  ^ 

year  I 
And  Gottlieb  I  —  he  is  at  work  all  day» 
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To  have  it  cuiif^ht  up  and  tiiMed  aj^n 

On  ibc  burn*  u(  ike  Uuinb  Ui  of  Oulogne  ! 

iiut  niT  fpiests  approach  !  there  is  in  the 

air 
A    fra{;niiKM\  like    that  of    the    IWautifiil 

ti.inlfn 
Of  TaRuliM',  in  the  days  that  wvrv  ! 
An  iMlor  iif  iniiiN<i*nfi*  :iii«|  of  pmytT, 
Ami  of  lo%'i\  iiml  fuilh  that  iifViT  fuiU, 
Snrh  aM  thi*  trv!«h  voiiii>'  heart  «-xh:il«'s 
iU'fort*  It  U-t;iii!i  to  MitliiT  aiui  h:inh*n  ! 
I  raniiot  lin-athi*  siirh  an  .iliii<f!*phrn<  ! 
Mv  Miiil  I's  (iIIimI  with  :i  n«iMiflf«<  fear. 
That,  utii-r  :ill  my  tnidhh*  ami  pain, 
Aftt-r  .ill  iii\  r«*^tU"*H  riiiifa\iir, 
Thi*  yuuiip-'*t,  f.iirt-yt  xntl  nf  the  twain, 
Thi*  nio<»t  I'thrrfal,  iii«i!»t  tli%int\ 
Htll  CM-aiic  from  uiy  liaiids  fur  ever  and 

vwr. 
But  the  «i(hrr  IH  alrt'adv  mine  ! 
l^'t  htm  Uw  to  I'lirriipt  Ui>  race, 
Hn-athin^  unuMi*;  tlimi.  with  every  breath, 
\VtMkii«-o-«,  M-tti^hiif!*^.  ami  the  Ikim.* 
Ami  pii-tllammtiu<»  frar  of  di-atfa. 
I  kii'iw  liiH  ti.it II ft*,  iiml  1  know 
Th.it  iif  iill  whii  III  niy  miniiilry 
Waiiiirr  thf  ;;rr:it  i*arlh  tn  ami  fro. 
And  till  III  Ik  •  ir.iinU  i'.>iiii>  ami  |;o. 
The  •talr-t  and  «ii)ith-^t  .tr**  nurh  as  he. 

I^ntrr  Tkim  |.  llr.NUY  'inf/   Klj*lK.  with  aXUnd- 

I'ltlN*  r   III'MtV. 

Can  yuu  direct  U3  to  Kriar  An;*elu? 

I.crircii. 
ili>  atandu  liefiirt-  yi*ii. 

i-iii^i'r  nrivHT. 

I  iifn  \<iii  know  our  purptMe 
I  am  i*riiiif  lli-nry  of  llnhcnfek,  ami  this 
'fhi*  niAidf'ii  tli.it  i  «|iak«*  of  in  my  Irtten. 

•  I  I  irrn. 

\\  \*  A  iiTv  i:rivr  iiini  «iilfmn  )iiiHim'«>^  ! 
,\^  •■  iii'i*T  rii.f  In-  |ir)'fipit.iti'.     IhiTH  nht* 
\\  ;?J."-  .•  .  .'Ill  iiUiiiii.  nf  hrr  «»n  frer  will, 
('••ti-i  lit  to  tills  '.* 

l'lll^•  r  HrMir. 

.\:;.iit.«!  :ill  tj|>fM»«iti(m, 
A)?aiti^t    ill    |>ra\i-r«,    iiiin*alie!«,    prtitfsta- 

\     'US. 

Slir  Will  n"»  *-•  !-T*<iai|ril 


u:< 


Have  joa  tboogfat  wM  of  ilT 


To  aripie,  but  to  die.     Y 
To  ipie^iion,  but  to  kill 

I  am  impatient  to  be  |pi 

Kre  any  tlNNig^bla  of  eaftk 
The  ipirit  of  tnuif|uiihtj  i 


Wouhl  I  iiaii  not  come 

were  drad. 
And  thou  wert  in  tbr 

And  badiit  not  known 

done  this  ? 
I^'t  ine  p>  back  and  die. 


htn\     W« 


mm\    Wkjh 


Not  if  these  cold,  fiat 

tread 
Were    coulter*  bcat«d 

rteway 
like   a   fi 
heat. 
I  inuAt  fulhl  mr 


Ymx%r% 

IIMUt 
Not  one  !«tep  farther.  For  I  oaly  ■■ 
To  put  thus  far  tliy  eovrogv  In  1^  pn 
It  i<i  t-noiif^h.  I,  too,  hare 
For  thou  haiit  tou^t  "^  ' 


Your  prt>miv*a.     I^t  mv  folil  mn  «■ 

You  do  m»t  liMik  on  life  and  dfaik  w  I 

Thi*n<  art*  two  anfelB,  tKal 

Ma«'h  (iiii*  of  iiA,  and  in  kth 

<  >iir  ^imhI  and  evil  decvio.     U*  wkni 

down 
Till*  j;tH»il  ones,  after  ewnr  netiia  flAm 
II 14  \ofiiiiir,  and  nieendi  witk  it  laGi 
'Ilii*   otlirr    kerpa    bu   di«MAM  4if 

l»|W«|| 

Till    Miii'M't,  chat   we  HMV    IWHI: 

iliiiiiC. 
Th«*  rvTiini  of  the  action  fndea  AWf* 
\nii  It-Air*  a  line  of  wkil*  ncPHi  Mi 
Now  if  uiy  arl  be  food,  an  1 
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died.     Ifc  is  already 

yen,  as  a  good  deea  accom- 

s.     Why  wait  yoa  ?    I  am 

her  attendants, 

riends  1  rather  rejoice  with 

he  pain,  hut  shall  he  gone, 
have    another   friend    in 

t  the  creaking  of  the  door 
[  pass.     I  see  what  lies  be- 

*RiNCE  Henbt. 
ice  1  bear  back  my  benison 
3  house,  and  all  within  it. 
I  the  church  I  prayed  for 

,  after  absolution, 

)  soul  was  white,  I  prayed 

ire  of  them,  they  need  me 

let  my  remembrance  linger, 
>t  to  trouble  and  disturb  it, 
it,  adding  life  to  life. 
i>eside  the  eyening  fire 
I  among  the  other  faces, 
;arded  as  a  ghost 
»ur  house,  but  as  a  g^est 
I  you. 

5  of  your  own  family, 
presence  there  were  some- 
iting. 
to  say.     Let  us  go  in. 

NCK   HENRT. 

I  charge  you  on  your  life, 
t  she  says,  for  she  is  mad, 
«   not  to  die,   but    to  be 


EL8IR. 

enry  I 

LUCIFER. 

Come  with  me  ;  this  way. 

Li'ciFF.R,  who  thrusts  Prikce 
ick  and  closes  the  door. 

UNCE  HENRT. 

ght  of  all  my  life  gone  with 
ess  falls  upon  the  world  1 


Oh,  what  a  yile  and  abject  thing  am  I 
That  purchase  length  of  days  at  such  a 

cost ! 
Not  by  her  death  alone,  but  by  the  death 
Of  all  that  *s  good  and  tnie  and  noble  in 

me  t 
All  manhood,  excellence,  and  self-respeet. 
All  loye,  and  faith,  and  hope,  and  heart 

are  dead  t 
All  my  diyine  nobili^  of  nature 
By  this  one  act  b  forfeited  foreyer. 
I  am  a  Prince  in  nothing  but  in  name  I 

To  the  attendants. 
Why  did  you  let  this  horrible  deed  be 

done  ? 
Why  did  you  not  lay  hold  on  her,  and  keep 

her 
From    self-destruction?    Angelo!    mur- 
derer I 
Struggles  at  the  door^  huJt  cannot  open  it. 

ELSIE,  within. 
Farewell,  dear  Prince  !  farewell  I 

PBIKOE  HENBT. 

Unbar  the  door  t 

LUCIFEB. 

It  is  too  late ! 

PRINOE  HENRT. 

It  shall  not  be  too  late  1 
They  burst  the  door  open  and  rush  in. 

THE  FARM-HOUSE  IN   THE  ODENWALD. 

Ursula  spinning.     A  summer  qftemoon.     A 

table  spread. 

URSULA. 

I  haye  marked  it  well,  —  it  must  be  true,  — 
Death  neyer  takes  one  alone,  but  two  1 
Wheneyer  he  enters  in  at  a  door. 
Under  roof  of  gold  or  roof  of  thatch. 
He  always  leaves  it  upon  the  latch. 
And  comes  again  ere  the  year  is  o'er* 
Neyer  one  of  a  household  only  I 
Perhaps  it  is  a  mercy  of  God, 
Lest  the  dead  there  under  the  sod, 
In  the  land  of  strangers,  should  be  lonely  1 
Ah  me  I  I  think  I  am  lonelier  here  t 
It  is  hard  to  go,  —  but  harder  to  stay  t 
Were  it  not  for  the  children,  I  should  pray 
That    Death   would  take   me  withiii  ^e 

year  I 
And  Gottlieb  I  —  he  is  at  work  all  day» 
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In  the  sunn  J  ttcKI,  or  the  fumt  murk. 
But  1  knuw'  tliAt  his  thuuf^hta  are  far  awmj, 

I  know  that  hiti  heart  is  not  in  his  work  ! 
And  when  he  comes  home  to  me  at  ni^ht 
He  is  not  cheerv,  iHit  sits  anil  si^hn. 
And  I  tee  the  |^at  tears  in  his  eves, 
And  try  to  he  cheerful  fur  his  sake. 
Only  the  children's  hearts  are  li^ht. 
Mine  is  wearr.  aiitl  reailv  to  break. 

(toil  h«*l|i  us  t     1  hope  wi*  ha%'e  done  ri^^t  ; 
We  tho(i|;ht  we  were  aetin^  for  the  hest  ! 
Ijmtimg  iKruutfh  the  ojirfi  livrr. 

Who  is  it  fun  I  i  11 1;  under  the  trtvi  ? 

A  man.  in  the  rriiuH*'n  livrry  dresntnl  t 

He  IfHiks  about  him  with  doubtful  face. 

Aft  if  uncertain  of  the  plait*. 

lie  sto|»s  at  the  U'ehives  ;  —  now  he  sees 

Tlie  pinleu  ^ite  ;  —  he  is  pnnf;  past  ! 

Can  111*  Ih*  afraifl  of  the  Ints  ? 

Ni> ;  he  IN  iHiinini;  in  at  la'it  ! 

He  Alls  uiy  h«*art  with  stran)^  alarm  I 

Kulfr  ij  F'lrtMtrr, 
PiiK»«TKK. 

II  tliii  thf  truant  <iiittli<'b's  farm  ? 

(  K.M-|.«. 

Tlii«  i«  hi^  f:trrii,  iind  I  hii  wife. 

Triv  Mt.     What  ui:iv  vnur  biuioeM  be  I 

•  •      • 

Ni*ws  fnun  thr  I*riiiif  ! 

( >f  drath  or  life  ? 

pMiit'«rrH. 
You  put  yoiir  ipir^tHiiit  r.i;;rrly  ! 

Ac^wrr  mi*.  thi'M  !     iluw  in  the  Trinee  ? 

riiMr«T»H. 

I  I'ft  Jiifii  iimIv  twM  hour*  ^inr** 
I  (••nil  Kirtnl  ri-turiiitii^  linwn  \\ir  rivrr, 
\*  »?riiii;;  .itii|  wt  11  :i«  if  I  mhI,  thf  (iirer, 
Mail  ^i%ri)  liiiii  )>ii-k  lii«  \iititli  n^ain. 

'I  lirn  KNii-,  tti\  {•••••r  •  Itilii.  i«  ib-^d  t 

>>>i.r*r»  It 

I'hjit.  n!v  f*'""!  wi'iiiAii.  I  \\\\\r  ni*t  «»iil. 
I». i-.'l  I  r-'-'  •?  •    ^  r:<l/»    f  !»  ^  ■••!  riiiiii*  in  it. 
Is  a  piuti-rb  uld,  anii  i>f  rici-Ilrnt  «it. 


Keep  DM  DO  loogvr  ta  tkii  yam  I 


roB 


It  U  tme  your  daughter 
That  U,  the  peasant  ah« 


Alas  I  I  am  simple  aDd  lowly 

I  am  poor,  distracted,  aod  foe 

And  it  is  not  well  that  yoa  of  Iht  catfl 

Should  mock  me  thus,  aod  aako  a 

Of  a  joyless  niotlier  wbotr  cMM  m 

For  you,  too,  were  of  mollwr  baiD  I 


roi 

Your  dauf^hter  lirea,  aod  tke  Now 
You  will  learn  erelong  kow  it  all  kl 
Her  heart  for  a  moment  Dever 
Rut  Hlien  thev  rearbed 
The  I*rince*s  nobirr  srif  pre 
.And  ^ive«l  her  fur  a  noble  fal«L 
Ami  he  was  hraled,  in  bis 
By    the    touch    of   i»t. 

bonen  ; 
Thouf^h  I  think  the  Umg 

air, 
Tliat  pilp-imaj^  orer  tto 
In  the  miracb*  must  eomo  m  §m  a 


Yirfpn  !  who  lovest  tlie  poor  aad  lio^i 
If  thr  liMid  cnr  of  a  BKilb»r*t 
Can  evrr  aitceml  to  where  1 
Into  thy  blessed  hands  and  holy 
ltei*tMVi*  niv  praver  of 

f^\ing  ! 
I^t  thi*  haniK  that  bore  oor  Sa 
Into  the  awful  prearoeo  of  (tod  ; 
For  thy  fret  with  hnliaeas  aio 
And  if  thou  lirarrsi  it  He  will 
<  >ur  child  wImi  was  dead 


l«i 


I 


I  did  not  t<*U  Tou  «lir  «^   1  ■■  . 
If  you  thouj*!!!  Mt  *t  was  ao  faollaf 
.\t  tliiH  \rry  iiiotnrnt,  »hiW  I 
They    an*    sailin|»    bitoirwBld 

Kliine. 
In  a  «|>lt'iidid  barp*.  with  |[oklffL  ^  -- 
And  ilt-rkrd  wiih  liannm  wkita  W^i* 
A«  thr  ftltin  i»n  ^inar  daa|[ki#ff^a 
'Piry  rail  lirr  thr  l^y 
For  thr  rnnrff*  m  .Salerwo 
That  KIsie  udIj  woald  ka 
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UB8ULA. 

what  a  change  I 

me  so  weird  and  straDge  1 

FORESTEB. 

iding  on  the  deck, 

vning  cool  and  shady  ; 

Ivet  could  not  hold 

;  her  hair  of  gold, 

iid  floated  like  the  stream, 

asses  down  her  neck. 

»vely  did  she  seem 

or  a  dream 

il  and  foreign  lady. 

ince    looked    so    grand    and 

is  hand  thus  to  the  crowd 
id  shouted  from  the  shore, 
river,  long  and  loud. 

URSULA. 

)ld  our  child  once  more  ; 
,d  !     She  is  not  dead  ! 
:,  must  have  overheard 
that,  without  sound  or  word, 
secrecy  have  said  ! 
to  her  ;  for  mine  eyes 
)  behohl  her  face  ; 
within  me  cries  ; 
Is  seem  to  caress  her, 
ize  at  her,  and  bless  her ; 
likl  of  God  and  grace  I 
out  toward  the  garden. 

FORESTER. 

:he   good  woman  out  of   her 

3  supper  is  waiting  here  ; 

ous  flagon  of  beer, 

)rt€Mitous  loaf  of  bread. 

y  his  g^ief  did  not  much  op- 

im. 

e  health  of  the  Prince,  God 

im  ! 


He  drinks. 

i  and  stinjjs  like  a  hornet  I 
scene    there,    through    the 


Let  me  try  still  further  to  cheer  and  adorn 

it 
With  a  merry,  echoing  blast  of  my  comet  1 
Goes  <nU  blowing  his  horn, 

THE  CASTLE  OF  VAUT8BERO  ON  THE 

RHINE. 

Prinob  Henrt  and  "Evait  standing  on  the  ter^ 
race  at  evening. 

The  sound  qf  bells  heard  from  a  distance. 

PRINCE  HENRT. 

We  are  alone.    The  wedding  guests 
Ride  down  the  bill,  with  plumes  and  doaksj 
And  the  descending  dark  invests 
The  Niederwald,  and  all  the  nests 
Among  its  hoar  and  haunted  oaks. 

ELSIE. 

What  bells  are  those,  that  ring  so  slow, 
So  mellow,  musical,  and  low  ? 

PRINCE  HENRT. 

They  are  the  bells  of  Geisenheim, 
That  with  their  melancholy  chime 
Ring  out  the  curfew  of  the  sun. 


ELSIE. 


Listen,  beloved. 


PRINCE  HENRY. 

They  are  done  I 
Dear  Elsie  I  many  years  ago 
Those  same  soft  bells  at  eventide 
Rang  in  the  ears  of  Charlemagne, 
As,  seated  by  Fastrada's  side 
At  Ing^lheim,  in  all  his  pride 
He  heard  their  sound  with  secret  pain. 

ELSIE. 

Their  voices  only  speak  to  me 
Of  peace  and  deep  tranquillity. 
And  endless  confidence  in  thee  ! 

PRINCE  HENRT. 


Thou  knowest  the  story  of  her  ring, 
IIow,  when  the  court  went  back  to  AiZ| 
Fastrada  died  ;  and  how  the  king 
behind   and   the   garden   be-  I  Sat  watching  by  her  night  and  day, 

Till  into  one  of  the  blue  lakes. 
Which  water  that  delicious  land, 
They  cast  the  ring,  drawn  from  her  hand  : 
I  And  the  g^reat  monarch  sat  serene 


nn  old  man  of  threescore, 
and    children    that    caress 
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And  nd  braida  the  faUd  ibore. 
Nor  left  the  land  forevermore. 


Thmt  wBfl  true  lore. 

rWNCB  BBVBT. 

Fur  him  the  queen 
Ne'er  did  what  thou  lia»t  dune  for  me. 

KLUIK. 

Wilt  thou  as  fond  and  faithful  be  ? 
Wilt  thou  M)  love  me  after  death  ? 

raisrrE  HRynr. 

In  life*!  delieht,  in  death**  diimav, 
In  storm  and  tunihine,  nirht  an«f  daj. 
In  health,  in  lickneu,  in  decar, 
Here  and  hereafter.  I  am  thine  f 
Thou  hast  Kaiitrada  •  rinf^.     Beneath 
The  calm,  blue  waters  of  thine  eres, 
I>erp  in  thj  steadfast  soul  it  lies. 
And,  undisturbed  br  this  world's  breath, 
With  ma^ii'  liffht  its  jewels  shine  f 
Thi.i  golden  rin|;,  which  thou  hast  worn 
I '{Mm  thy  Aii)^<r  since  the  mom, 
Is  but  a  svinUil  and  a  semblance. 
An  iHitwanl  fiiiihii»n,  a  remembranee. 
Of  what  thou  wf>an'ftt  within  unseen, 
O  nir  Kastraiia.  <>  my  ipifrii  f 
iWhidd  !  the  hill*t<ip4  all  a^low 
With  |Hir|ile  and  with  anicthyiit  ; 
While  the  wholr  vallfy  dri*i>  lie  low 
Is  filled,  and  ftft>iii4  to  ovi*rlii»w. 
With  a  fast-n«in(»  tide  of  iniNt. 
The  rvpniii);  air  (fruws  damp  and  chill  ; 
Let  un  f^o  in. 

riJUR. 
Ah.  not  Ko  soon. 
S«^  Tomlrr  fin* !     It  i*  the  moon 
Slow  ri^iii^  iiVr  tlip  i-astrm  hill. 
It  1^1  i III II II* r^  on  thr  forput  ti|M, 
And  thniii};h  the  dewy  foliafpp  dripa 
In  lit(!«-  riviili't«  iif  li^ht. 
Anil  niAki'«  thr  hi*art  in  lorr  «ilh  night. 

THi^t  r  iirNHY. 
Oft  on  tlii«  trrmrr.  « lirn  tlif*  ilsT 
Wa«  i-lii«ini».  h»\r  I  «t<NMl  anil  guiet!. 
And  %m\  th<>  l»iHlM*a|ir  fju\r  away. 
Anil  thr  wliiir  ^a|Mir«  ri*r  ami  drown 
llanilrt  simI  %ini*\.tril,  tnwrr  anil  ti>wn. 
While  fsraUivr  thr  hili-to|(«  blaze<l. 
Hnt  thrn  anivthiT  hand  than  thine 
Was  grullf  held  and  clasped  in  mine  ; 


Another  haad  npoo  mj  hnmd 
Was  laid,  as  thuM  is  bow,  aft  mL 
WhT  dott  thoa  lift  tham  I 
With  lo  much  sonow  aad 
A  minstrel's,  not  a  naidMilB 

Was  that  which  in  mj  o 

A  manl  J  form  nsiirpMl  ll^  |^ 
A  bMuiUful,  but  bcardad  Imi. 
That  now  is  in  the  Holj  Lna^ 
Yet  in  mj  memorr  fiooi  afw 
Is  shining  on  ns  liu  a  star. 
But  linger  not     For  wfaila  I  Wikt 
A  sheeted  spectre  whala  aad  w^ 
The  cold  mist  climbs  ths  caatb  «al 
And  lajs  his  hand  npoa  thj  ahHk  I 


I 


EPILOGUE 

THE    TWO    RECORDING    ATCEU 

CENDING 


THR  A2VOKL  OF  IJOOP 

God  sent  his  messenger  tha 
I  And  said  onto  the 
I  "  Rise  up,  and  from  thj 
-  And  leap,  with  naked. 
From  the  cool  hills  into  tha 
Of  the  broad,  arid  plaia.** 

God  sent  his  messenger  of 
And  whispered  in  the 
*'Rise    up,  and    look    fiooi 

art. 
And  scatter  with  nnsslflsli 
Thr  freshness  on  the 
Ami  solitudes  of  DwUk.'* 

O  beautr  of  huliDCSs, 
Of  self.f«iivetfnlasM,  of 
O  iiuwer  of  meekness, 
WhcMie  very  gentlsaeas 
Are  like  the  viehf 
I'lMin  the  pagn 
<  >f  the  sealed  «olnma  ttet  I 
The  dreil  ditine 
I«  written  in  eharaetaia  of  gal^ 
lliat  nrrrr  shall  grow  old. 
Hut  through  all  agea 
Hum  ami  shine. 
With  iioft  effnigaaee  I 
O  (;«mI  !  it  is  thr  indalgaaaa 
That  fllU  the  world  witk  tka 
.OfagooddeadUkalkbl 
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^  OF  KYIL  DEBD0,  With  Open  book, 

t  yet 

an  wholly  set, 
>re  recedes, 
I  still  I  bear 
»f  £vil  Deeds, 
)reathings  of  the  upper  air 
g^s  and  erase 
}  from  its  face  t 
I  fainter  as  I  gaze 
d  blaa:e 

eriug  landscape  shines, 
me  the  black  river 
y  wreaths  of  vapor  I 
;  fainter  the  black  lines 
liver 

irhitening  surface  of  the  paper  ; 
shade 

i  words  g^ow  faint  and  fade, 
r  place 
be  space  t 

the  sun  I 
1  of  one, 
>entance 

?d  the  dreadful  sentence, 
bt  below  me  as  I  look, 
i! 

I  Book 
I  ascend. 

le  mountain  steeps 
untie  shadow  sweeps 
'  feet  ; 

I  inwardly  brightening 
1  heat, 

•cloud  lurid  with  lightning. 
>f  lamentation, 
ad  ag^in  repeated, 
)ud 

rbe  ration 

isweriug  unto  cloud, 
rolls  away  in  the  distance, 
eeted 
etreated, 
thwarted  by  the  wind's  resist- 


mystery  ; 

rod  suffers  him  to  be, 
jod*8  minister, 
for  some  good 
nderstood  ! 


SECOND    INTERLUDE 
MARTIN  LUTHER 

A  CHAMBER  IN  THE  WARTBURG.     MORN« 
ING.      MARTIN   LUTHER   WRITING 

JCABTIN  LUTHBB. 

Oar  Qodf  a  Tower  of  Strength  is  He, 
A  goodly  wall  and  weapon  ; 
From  all  onr  need  He  helps  us  free, 
That  now  to  ns  doth  happen. 

The  old  evil  foe 

Doth  in  earnest  grow. 

In  grim  armor  dight, 

Mnoh  guile  and  great  might; 
On  earth  there  is  none  like  him. 

Oh  yes  ;  a  tower  of  strength  indeed, 
A  present  help  in  all  our  need, 
A  sword  and  ouckler  is  our  God. 
Innocent  men  have  walked  unshod 
O'er  burning  ploughshares,  and  have  trod 
Unharmed  on  serpents  in  tiieir  path. 
And  laughed  to  scorn  the  Devirs  wrath  I 

Safe  in  this  Wartbnrg  tower  I  stand 
Where  God  hath  led  me  by  the  hand. 
And  look  down,  with  a  heart  at  ease. 
Over  the  pleasant  neighborhoods. 
Over  the  vast  Thuringian  Woods, 
With  flash  of  river,  and  gloom  of  trees. 
With  castles  crowning  the  dizzy  heigfatSy 
And  farms  and  pastoral  delights. 
And  the  morning  pouring  everywhere 
Its  golden  glory  on  the  air. 
Safe,  yes,  safe  am  I  here  at  last. 
Safe  m>m  the  overwhelming  blast 
Of  the  mouths  of  Hell,  that  followed  me 

fast, 
And  the  howling  demons  of  despair 
That  hunted  me  like  a  beast  to  Ids  lair. 

Of  onr  own  mif^ht  we  nothing  can ; 
We  soon  are  nnproteoted ; 
There  fighteth  for  ns  the  right  Man, 
Whom  God  himself  elected. 

Who  is  He ;  ye  exclaim  ? 

ChristuB  is  his  name. 

Lord  of  Sabaoth, 

Very  God  in  troth  ; 
The  field  He  holds  forever. 

Nothing  can  vex  the  Devil  more 
I  Than  the  name  of  Him  whom  we  adore. 
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Therrfor^  duth  it  delight  ine  best 
To  stand  in  the  choir  among  the  rest. 
With  the  great  organ  trumpeting 
llirough  its  metaUir  tubes,  and  ling : 
Kt  v^runm  inntj'wtum  rst  ! 
TheM  words  the  Devil  cannot  endure. 
For  be  knoweth  their  meaning  well  I 
Him  thev  trouble  and  refN*!, 
L's  thev  couifurt  and  allure. 
And  happv  it  wen%  if  «»ur  delight 
Were  as  great  as  his  affright  ! 

Y«-a,  munic  i<«  the  IVophetN*  art  ; 
Auiung  the  gifts  that  <iod  hath  sent, 
One  of  thi*  niii!«t  iiiagniriceut  ! 
It  calniH  tlie  si^itutfd  heart ; 
Temptations,  evil  thoughts,  and  all 
The  paMi«inH  tliat  disturb  the  soul. 
Are  ipiellt'd  h\  its  divine  control. 
As  the  Kvil  spirit  Hed  fmm  Saul, 
Aiul  his  diHteui|M*r  was  allayed, 
When  Duviil  took  his  haq»  and  played 

T)ii«  wiirM  mar  fnll  of  !K*vils  be, 

All  rv:Mly  til  d*-vi>ur  un; 

Yi't  iiiic  ■!•  win*  MfRiid  an-  we, 

Tlii*>  «li»ll  iHii  iivrrpiiw«-r  IIS 

Till*  Wurld  ■  I'riiiif.  huw«*er 
Kit-n-i-  Iw  iiia\  ii|i|M>ar. 
ill*  ran  Imnii  ut  not. 

llv   i«  diMlflMtl.  (iimI    Wilt  ! 

Chir  littltf  «nrd  ran  aUv  hiui! 


IncnHiible  it  nernis  tii  some 

And  t4>  mvMdf  a  niTsterv. 

I'liat  suih  weak  Hi-^h  and  l>hktMl  n«  we, 

AniK'd  with  no  tithrr  »hii-Iil  «ir  nwurtl. 

Or  i*thfr  wi>a|Nin  tlwu  the  Wnnl, 

SiiiMilil  i«iiniliai  and  f^luiuhl  uvrn'ome 

A  spirit  |M*wrrful  an  he  ! 

lie  «unini>  11191  Tiiih  thr  l*ii|ie  of  KonM 

With  .ill  lii<«  iImIniIu*  rri*w, 

1 1 14  fihnrii  :iiid  «ha\rn  ri'tinue 

Of  prii-Ht^  .Hill  I  hililrrn  i»f  tlie  dark  ; 

Kill!   Liil  '   llif\  i-rv.  tli«'  llrri--«iAn*h, 

Whd  r«i'i«t-th  lip  all  <*hri«triii|iiiii 

Ag'4iii-t  11^  ;   .iiiil  nt  i>ne  fril  lilnw 

St*«*k«  till-  nkliitli'  Cliurrli  til  ii\t  rthmw  ! 

Nut  \i-t  :  iii\  iii'tir  !•*  hi't  %1't  i-iiiiie. 

•  *  «  ■ 

^  •■«ti-rtla_v  in  All  hIIi-  iiiihhI, 

lliiiitiii;;  with  i'ttirr^  iii  t\u-  yki-m\, 

1  liiil  iii't  p.k«<  thr  liiitir-  III  %iiiii, 

Kiir  in  thi-  \i-ry  hi-^r!  •>(  .kit 

'llif*  ji>%niM  tiiii:'ilt  r  i.^i-il  anmntl, 

hl.uuting  tif  nii'ti,  and  iKiwiiguf  luiund, 


And  the  bugle's  UitlM 
And  echoes  antwcriii|f  back 
From    crags    of   th* 

chain,  — 
In  the  rcry  heart  of  tbia,  I 
A  mystery  of  grief  and 
It  waa  an  image  of  tba  ^ 
Of  Satan,  bunting  tbe  world 
With  his  nets  and  Irapa  aai 

dogs. 
His  bi»hop«  and  priests  and 
And  all  the  rest  of  tbe  rabbit 
Seeking  whom  be  mav  devoar ! 
Enough  I  hare  had  of  baBliiy  ~ 
Knuugh  of  these  boon  of  idb 
F.nough  of  nets  and  trapa 
The  only  bunting  of  any 
In  where  I  can  pierce  witb 
The  cunning  foies  aai 
The  whole  iniquitous  tfoop  of 
The  Ktmian  Fope  and  iKe  ^ 
'lluit  Borelv  infest  and 


I 


Ye  nuns,  ye  singing  birds  of  tbe  air! 
The  fowler  bath  caught  too  io  bii  ■ 
And  keeps  you  safe  in  bia  gfldad 
Singing  the  song  that  oarer  tin 
To  lure  down  others  fruoi  tkrir 
Mow  ye  flutter  and  beat  y 
Warm  and  siift  with  Toung 
AgaiiL^t  the  cruel,  pitileai  % 
Keclainiing  jkour  bist  beritago  ! 
iWhold  !  a  haiul  unbars  tbe 
Ye  shall  be  cjptives  held  oo 


Tlie  Wiird  ibej  aball  peefi 
Ami  III  tie  thanks  cbey 
Fur  Mr  i«  with  as  in  ibe 
With  i:ift«  «if  bis  own 

ThiHigh  they  take  oor 
tfiiodK,  bowntm,  ebild  ai 
I^t  tbiwr  pe«  away, 
l.itilf  gain  have  cbey; 
Tliv  Kingdum  still 


Yea,  it  rrmaineth  foi 
lloiK rvrr  >aian  mar  rage  aod  mK 
'!*hoiii;h  oftrn  lie  wbispert  IB  MJ  «0: 
WUaI  if  thy  d.R-trinrs  false  aWoU  kiV 
And  wniii;*  fnim  me  a  bitter 
Thi-n  1  put  him  t«  Higbt  vitb  jl 
>v-«\im:  -  >:iint  Sataa  !  pray  ferat! 
If  ihiiii  thaikeftt  1  am  Oat  aavodyatl 


Anil  my  mortal  foes  that  Ueio 
in  e%ery  avemie  and  goto  I 
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ious  monk  John  Tetzel, 
mt  his  hollow  wares 
ter  at  village  fairs, 
Ischievous  fellows,  Wetzel, 
arlstadt,  Martin  CellariuSy 
msy,  multifarious 

1  disciples  of  Arius, 

,  duuce-bold,  dry  and  hard, 
worthy  of  my  regard, 
iible  as  I  am. 

smus  of  Rotterdam, 
?st  miscreant 
Iked  this  world  below  I 
aking  his  mock  and  mow, 
i  at  Protestant, 
>t.  John  and  St.  Paul, 
Vlau,  at  one  and  all ; 
dHow  and  false  and  drear, 
pitcher  to  the  ear, 
wing  worse  and  worse  I 
pray,  I  pray  for  a  curse 
the  Insincere  I 

ctlion  !  thou  alone 
ng  the  faithless  known, 
ind  only  thee  ! 
^cord  of  us  three  I 

2  PhilippuSf 
rbis  Luther  us  j 
Tba  sine  re  ! 

ray  est  thou  for  me  ? 
all  earthly  care, 
igh  regions  of  the  air, 
irds  that  day  and  night 
nches  of  tall  trees 
ids  and  litanies, 
with  all  their  might, 
ito  thee  1  write. 

thou  who  knowest  best 

ssing  in  this  breast  ; 

agonies, 

leaths,  the  inward  hell, 

le  new  births  as  well, 

ollow  after  these, 

,er  follows  spring  ; 

I  the  night-time  sing 

the  Lord  I  send  to  thee  ; 

ng  it  for  thy  sake, 

iwcring  voices  make 

itiphony, 

hant  of  victory  I 


I 


PART  THREE 

THE    NEW    ENGLAND  TRAGE- 
DIES 

JOHN  ENDICOTT 

DRAMATIS  PERSONiC 

JoBV  BwDioorr Oovemar, 

John  Emoioott His  ton. 

RioHAEO  BsLUMOBAM  .    .    .  Dtwtty  O^vem&r, 

JoBM  NoBTOw       Minuter  0/  the  OotpeL 

Edward  Bcttbk Trtasurer. 

Waltkk  Msut Tithina-man. 

Nicholas  Upsall     ....  An  old  citizen* 

Samuel  GoLB Landlord  0/  the  Three 

Marinert. 

SD'.OH  KUfPTBORK  )  e.«_/^««#«^-. 

Ram  OoLDiMiTH }      •    •    •  SearCaptaim, 

Wbmlock  Creutuom  ) 

EDiTRf  hi*  daughter  \      •    .    QMaker*, 

AuistanU^  Halberdiers^  Marshal^  ete. 
The  Scene  it  in  Boston  in  the  year  1G6& 

PROLOGUE 

To-NiOHT  we  strive  to  read,  as  we  may  besty 
This  city,  like  an  ancient  {Mdimpsest ; 
And  bring  to  light,  upon  the  blotted  page, 
The  mournful  record  of  an  earlier  age. 
That,  pale  and  half  e£faced,  lies  nidden 

away 
Beneath  the  fresher  writing  of  to-day. 

Rise,  then,  O  buried  city  that  hast  been  ; 
Rise  up,  rebuilded  in  the  painted  scene. 
And  let  our  curious  eyes  behold  once  more 
The  pointed  gable  and  the  pent-house  door, 
The    Meeting-house    with    leaden-latticed 

panes. 
The    narrow   thoroughfares,    the  crooked 

lanes  t 

Rise,  too,  ye  shapes  and  shadows  of  the 

Past, 
Rise  from  your  long-forgotten  graves  at 

last ; 
Let  us  behold  your  faces,  let  us  hear 
The  words  ye  uttered  in  those  days  of  fear  I 
Revisit  your  familiar  haunts  again,  — 
The  scenes  of  triumph,  and  the  scenes  of 

pain. 
And  leave  the  footprints  of  your  bleeding 

feet 
Once   more   upon   the    pavement  of    the 

street  t 


/ 
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Nor    let    the    llUtoriaa    bUoie  the   Poet  ' 

here, 
if  he  pen'hjuice  misdate  the  day  or  year, 
And  group  eventa  together,  hy  hia  art. 
That  in  the  Chroniclva  lie  far  apart ; 
For  a«  the  double  ttars,  though  lundered 

far. 
Seem  to  the  naked  eye  a  tingle  star, 
So  facts  of  histonr,  at  a  distance  seen, 
Into  one  coiuiuou  |>uiut  of  light  convene. 

**  Why  touch  ufton  such  themes  7  "  perhaps 

sonir  frifud 
Mar  auk,  incredulous  ;  **and  to  what  good 

end  ? 
Why  drag  again  into  the  light  of  day 
The  rrrom  of  an  agr  long  passed  away  ?  *' 
1    answer :    **  For    the    lesson    that    they 

teach  : 
The  tolerance  of  opinion  and  of  speech. 
Hope,  Kaiih,  and  Chanty  remain,  —  these 

three  ; 
And  greatest  of  thcui  all  is  Charity." 

Ijfi  UA  reineralHT,  if  these  words  be  true, 

Tliat  until  uU  men  Charitv  is  due  ; 

Give  what  w«   ask  ;    and   pity,  while  we 

blame, 
I^st  we  l»rciinie  cuimrtnm  in  the  shame. 
Lest  we  coudemii,  and  }et  ounelves  par- 
take. 
And   pf-rwcute   the   dead    fur  conscience* 
sake. 

Therefore  it  is  the  author  seek^  and  strives 
To  represent  tlicilend  a«  in  thfir  live*. 
And  let«  at  timrft  hit«  characters  unfohl 
Tlirir    thought n    in    their    own    language, 

stronj;  ami  b«»lil  ; 
He  only  a^k^  of  you  to  do  the  likr  ; 
To  hear  him  first,  and,  if  you  will,  then 

strike. 


A(  T   I 

S'f^i^  I    —>" *•!«/■  1*,   fiftrrnntn,     TKr  inttrinr  of 

fWiiii;  '*.■  •!  . -I  'vT  y-"*  '■i>»ifri'«fi«^i.  Ji«n>i 
S'lilITi'^  in  fA#  |-H.';>i'r  *»i'VrKH«'K  Fwf«l«'*»TT 
in    I   •■!•>    j  l>  /    •r>l*,  .irf'>lt/rc/     'v  yifl^    kUtimrti- 

'Ill*-  IiiT'l  il*-*!  rinli  •!  frMfit  atHi«e. 

AimI    t>'«i«l  the  lirairim  Iii4;li  , 
An  I  iidiItth  4f)i  )ii«  f*****   W*"  ««at 

ib«  lUfkiirM  tif  thf  skv. 


OnChembfaB 

Richt  royaUy  He 
And  on  the  wii««  ef 

Came  flying  all 


M OKTOX  (rising  ami  fimiiaf  lis 

pfUpiiU 

I  heard  a  great  voice  f  roai  the 

ing 

Unto  the  Seven  Angela,  Go  year  waj«; 
Pour  out  the  vials  of  the  wrath  ef  GW 
Upon  the  earth.    And  the  First  Jlifdi^ 
And   poured   hu  vial  od   lb*  Mrtk;«A 

straight 
There  fell  a  noisome  ami  a  giirveas  mi 
On  them  which  bad  the  birtlMwk  d  *i 

IWast, 
And  them  which  wnrakippa^ 

his  image. 
On  US  hath  fallen  this 
There  is  a  sense  of  terror  in  the  air ; 
And  apparitions  of  tbiaga  bofftikli 
Are  seen  bv  many.    Fiwoi  the  ikj 
The  sUrs  fall  ;  and  beacalk  m  tht 

quakes  1 
The  sound  of  dmma  at  madoigli  fmm  rfi 
The  sound  of  horsemen  ridiaf  ••  aai  1^ 
As  if  the  gates  of  the  wviaible 
Were  o|»ened,  and  tha  dead 

wani  us,  — 
.\ll  their  are  omens  of  iooM  diiv 
lni|iending  over  us,  and  SfMa  !•  faL 
Moreover,  in  the  languajpe  of  the  ff^^V^ 
l>eath  is  again  come  np  into  oar  viaiM 
To  cut  off  little  child rpB  froM  vilkrti 
And  }oung  men  from  the  atrMCk     Aaii 

the  midst 
Of  all  thew  supematnral  tkwli  mJk  o* 

ings 
IKith  Hereby  uplift  its  hortid 
\  vision  «»f  Sin  more  awfal 
Tlum  anv  phantasm,  gboat,  or 
As  arguing  and  purteadiof 

mrnt 
Of  the  mvsterious  Power  of 

KlUTN.   hitrv/oirfrt/.  ^wA  Hmd  IB 

•I'liM-iy  Mil  tkf  g I'fcV   /W/tfirrrf  If  W 


rniTH  ro  Monron, ratsiaf 


m 


Anathema  maffonatha  I 
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XDITH. 

ly  He  Cometh,  and  shall  judge 

herds  of  Israel  who  do  feed  them- 

Ives, 

re  their  flocks  to  eat  what  they 

ve  trodden 

their  feet. 

NOBTOV. 

Be  silent,  babbling  woman  I 
commands  all   women  to  keep 
ence 
le  churches. 

XDITH. 

Yet  the  women  prayed 
thesied  at  Corinth  in  his  day  ; 
ong    those    on    whom    the    fiery 
igues 
!08t  descended,  some  were  women  I 

MORTON. 

rs  of  the  Churches,  by  onr  law, 

.ve  power  to  open  the  doors  of 

eech 

ce  in  the  Assembly.     I  command 

ul 

EDITH. 

>f  God  is  greater  than  your  laws  I 

your  church  with  blood,  your  town 

th  crime  ; 

Is  thereof  give  judgment  for  re- 

jd  ; 

sts  thereof  teach  only  for  their 

•e; 

s  condemn  the  innocent  to  death  ; 
[ist  this  I  bear  my  testimony  I 

NORTON. 

timony  ? 

EDITH. 

That  of  the  Holy  Spirit, 
s  your  Calvin  says,  surpasseth 
ison. 

NORTON. 

er  is  worthy  of  his  hire. 

EDITH. 

great  Master  did  not  teach  for 

Vpostles  without  purse  or  scrip 
th  to  do  his  work.     Behold  this 


Beneath  thy  pulpit.    Is  it  for  the  poor  ? 
Thou  canst  not  answer.      It  is  for  the 

Priest; 
And  against  this  I  bear  my  testimony. 

NOBTON. 

Away  with  all  these  Heretics  and  Quakers  I 
Quakers,  forsooth  I      Because  a  quaking 

fell 
On  Daniel,  at  beholding  of  the  Vision, 
Must  ye  needs  shake  and  quake  ?    Because 

Isaiah 
Went  stripped  and  barefoot,  must  ye  wail 

and  howl  ? 
Must  ye  go  stripped  and  naked  ?  must  ye 

make 

A  wailing  like  the  dragons,  and  a  monm- 
ing 

As  of  the  owls  7    Ye  verify  the  adage 
That  Satan  is  God's  ape  I      Away  with 
them  t 

Tumult.  The  Quakert  are  driven  out  with  vi<h 
lence,  E^ith  following  slowly.  The  congregor 
tion  retiree  in  cot\fution. 

Thus  freely  do  the  Reprobates  commit 
Such  measure  of  iniqmty  as  fits  them 
For  the  intended  measure  of  God's  wrath. 
And  even  in  violating  God's  commands 
Are  thev  fulfilling  the  divine  decree  I 
The  will  of  man  is  but  an  instrument 
Disposed  and  predetermined  to  its  action 
According  unto  the  decree  of  Grod, 
Being  as  much  subordinate  thereto 
As  is  the  axe  unto  the  hewer's  hand  I 

He  deeoendsjrom  the  pulpits  andjoine  Goyernob 
EIndioott,  who  comee  forward  to  meet  him. 

The  omens  and  the  wonders  of  the  time, 
Famine,  and  fire,  and  shipwreck,  and  dis- 
ease. 
The  blast  of  com,  the  death  of  onr  young 

men. 
Our  sufferings  in  all    precious,   pleasant 

things, 
Are  manifestations  of  the  wrath  divine. 
Signs  of  Grod's  controversy  with  New  £ng» 

land. 
These  emissaries  of  the  Evil  One, 
These  servants  and  ambassadors  of  Satan, 
Are  but  commissioned  executioners 
Of  God's  vindictive  and  deserved  displea- 
sure. 
We    must    receive    them  as  the  Roman 

Bishop 
Once  received  Attila,  sav      ',  I  reioice 
You  have  come  safe,  w         I  »  be 
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The  BCQurge  of  God,  tent   to  chastiae  hii 

protile. 
ThU  Trry  berrtr,  perchance,  nmjr  trrt 
The  purpOM'B  of  (riNl  to  Mime  good  eiul. 
With  you  1  l**avr  it  ;  but  do  not  neglect 
The  holy  tactic*  of  the  ci%'il  iword. 

|tMl|**<iTT. 

And  what  more  can  b«-  done  ? 

MtUTuM. 

'flit*  liand  that  cut 
The  Red  CriMM  from  tlie  color*  of  the  king 
Can  cut  the  rrd  heart  fnmi  thi»  heresy. 
Krar  not.     All  hlahphrmifii  immediate 
And  htTTAic'ii  turhulrnt  miiat  be  suppretaed 
By  civil  power. 

Hut  in  %i  hiit  way  supprt>Med  ? 

The  Book  of  UeuteriMutmv  «leclares 

Tliat  if  thy  MHi.  thy  dau}«hter,  or  thy  wife, 

A\.or   till*  frirnd  which  is   aA  thine   own 

■ 

Miul. 

Kntii-t*  thrr  iwfr«*tlv.  and  miv  to  thc*e, 

Lrl    u%  MTvi*  otlirr  gu«l:»,  thfU  khall  thine 

v\v 
Ni>t    pity    hiin.  but    tliu;i  »lialt  nurt'ly   kill 

him. 
And  tbini*  own  hand  »»liuH  be  the  flrtt  u|ion 

liiin 
To  •la\  htm. 

■ 

rsiin  «»rr. 

KiHir  .ilrrail)  bavf  lieen  ulain  : 
Anil  itthrrt  tiuiu'^bfii  u|miii  fkuii  of  «b-iitb. 
But  tlit-v    riinir  liat'k    a^:iin  to  mert  thrir 

diHiiii. 
Brin^iu);  :hi-  linrn  fur  thfir  windinp-nhrrtK. 
We    niii*t    III  it     i;ii   t«Hi    far.     In   tnith,  I 

shrink 
Knim  ^lii-ddini;  **i  niort*  MoimI.     Tho  |mu»- 

|>lt<  III  irninr 
At  uur  '•f^tTit* . 

• 

Tht-ii  1ft  thrm  murmur  ! 
rrtith  i*  rrli-fitlf«i*  ;  juh'ici-  iif«fr  wa\t'r«  ; 
I  lir     ;^*rf-.ilf  «*      tiriiiiti-*^     i«     thr     grrati'ftt 

ni«-r»  \   : 
Tlie  fH'Mf  i-r-it  r  ■  f  'hr  M.i;:!-tri«'^ 
CnnM-tb  -fna.'M   ktt-U   fr<iiM  i  umI.  ^nil  ^^i*t 
TKi*  iiitl'li    "ril'-r  -f    '.'.,*•  Ma^i«trai*« 
Im    h\    t)t«  M*      llf-rrtiis    di-«piM*d    Miid    out- 

ra|;i-d. 


TcKiiight  they  ileep  in  pciao^     If  tWi 
They  cannot  »ay  thai  «t  Imvw 

death. 
We  do  but   ffuard   the  psMMt. 

swonl 
Pointed  toward*  ibem  ;  if  Ihty 

it. 
Their  bhiod  will  be  oo  tbetr  €>«• 

oum. 

HOKTOV. 

Kiiouch.     I  auk  no  morp.     My 
Coped  only  with  the  milder 
Of  Autinomiansi  ami  of 
He    wa4    not    bom    to  vmik 

tlemU. 
ChrvMMttim  in  hi«  pulpit  ;  Ai 
In  cfisputation  ;  Timothy  in  hi 
The  lantrni  of  St.  KoColph'* 
When  from  the  portab  of  thml  cfcan 

came 
To  be  a  burning  and  a  riuning  liglft 
llt-re  in  the  wildemeM.      Aa^  ■•  hf  k 
On  hi<i  cleat h-lie<l.  he  mw  me  im  m  nm 
Ride  on  a  snow-white  bone  iaio  this  I 
11 14  virion  waA  prophetic  ;  tiMM  I  as 
A  tern»r  to  the  impeniteat,  mad  IValh 
On  thr  pab<  borne  of  the  Apanalyy 
To  all  the  aci'urfted  race  of  llefetaa ' 

(I 


S^TSsr   II.  —  A   ffrfrf.      f>«  ew 

M»iti[^V  MitK  a  ffuri-  u^  ,  ^  _ 


!( 


f»i^«aa«i  A 


O  day  «*f  re^t  !     How  beantifwl. 
How  wfliMiiiir  to  the  wearT  aad  Ike  el 
l>A%-  of   th<*   lAird  !  and   tr«ee  le  m 


ran**  \ 


oar  daft  i 


Dar  of  tlir   Ixirtl.  as  all 

Ah,  why  will  man  br  hit  a 

Shut  out  tbfl*  MfMt^l  sui&%htBe  mad 
Ami  makr  uf  tlir«<  a  dunj^voa  of 

WALTra    MRIUIT    {wmtfTimg 

All  kilriit  a»  a  i^raTeymrii  !     Xe  •■ 

rnit:  : 

No    fiHitfall     in    the 

By  ri)»htr«iu«  punishaieBt 
.  AimI  |»rrwr 
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I  have  brought  this  contumacious 
own 

t  obserrance  of  the  Sabbath  day. 
ranton  gospellers,  the  pigeons  yon- 
ler, 

r  the  only  Sabbath-breakers  left. 
•t  put  them  down.     As  if  to  taunt 
ne, 

ither  every  Sabbath  afternoon       "^ 
'  congelation  on  my  roof, 
and  cooing.     Whir  I  take  that,  ye 
Quakers. 

;  a  stone  at  the  pigeons.    Sees  Upsaix. 

aster  Nicholas  I 


UPSALL. 


iighbor  Walter. 


Good  afternoon. 


MB&BT. 


Master  Nicholas, 
ve  to-day  withdrawn  yourself  from 
meeting. 

UPSAIX. 

have  chosen  rather  to  worship  God 
in  silence  here  at  my  own  door. 

MERRY. 

p  the  Devil !      You  this  day  have 
broken 

)f  our  strictest  laws.     First,  by  ab- 
staining 

)ublic  worship.     Secondly,  by  walk- 
ing 
i\y  on  the  Sabbath. 


the 


UPSALL. 

Not  one  step, 
been  sitting  still  here,  seeing   tb 
pigeons 
I  the  street  and  fly  about  the  roofs. 

MERRT. 

ve  been  in  the  street  with  other  in- 
tent 

oing  to  and  from  the  Meeting-house, 
hinlly,  you  arc  harboring  Quakers 
here, 
mazed  I 

UPSALL. 

Men  sometimes,  it  is  said, 
Ain  angels  nnawnre.s 


MEBRT. 

Nice  angels  t 
Angels  in  broad-brimmed  hats  and  russet 

cloaks. 
The  color  of  the  Devil's  nutting-bag  I  They 

came 
Into  the  Meeting-house  this  afternoon 
More  in  the  shape  of  devils  than  of  aneels. 
The  women  screamed  and  fainted  ;  and  the 

boys 
Made  such  an  uproar  in  the  gallery 
I  could  not  keep  them  quieL 

UPSALL. 

Neighbor  Walter, 
Tour  persecution  is  of  no  avaiL 

MERRT. 

T*  is  prosecution,  as  the  Governor  says, 
Not  persecution. 

UPSALL. 

Well,  yonr  prosecution ; 
Tour  hangings  do  no  good. 

MERRT. 

The  reason  is, 
We  do  not  hang  enongh.     But,  mark  my 

words. 
We  11    scour  them ;   yea,  I  warrant  ye, 

we  '11  scour  them  I 
And  now  go  in  and  entertain  your  angels, 
And  don't  be  seen  here  in  the  street  again 
Till    after    sundown  I  —  There    they    are 

again  I 

Exit  Upsall.    Merrt  throws  another  stone  at 
the  pigeons^  and  then  goes  into  his  house, 

ScvHT.  III.  —  A  room  in  Upsall'b  house. 
Night,  Edith,  Wharton,  and  other  Qual> 
ers  seated  at  a  table,  Upsall  seated  near  thenu 
Several  books  on  the  table, 

WHARTON. 

William   and   Marmaduke,   our  martyred 

brothers, 
Sleep  in  untimely  graves,  if  aught  untimely 
Can  ftnd  place  in  the  providence  of  God, 
Where  nothing  comes  too  early  or  too  late. 
I  saw  their  noble  death.     They  to  the  scaf- 
fold 
Walked  hand  in  hand.   Two  hundred  arm^d 

men 
And  many  horsemen  guarded  them,  for  fear 
Of  rescue  by  the  crowd,  whose  hearts  were 
stirred. 
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EDITH. 


O  holy  nuirtyn  t 


WHAKTOir. 

When  the  J  tried  to  apeftk. 
Their  voices   by   the  ruU  of  drumi  were 

drowned. 
When   the?   were  dead   they   itill  looked 

fn*thand  fair, 
The  temir  uf  death   was  not   upon  their 

facet. 
OursiftUT  Mary,  like  wine,  the  meek  woman, 
Has  paaiird  through  martyrdom  to  hrr  re- 
ward ; 
Kirlaiming,  as  they  l^d  her  to  her  death, 
**  llieiie  many  days  1  *ve  bvcn  in  Paradiiie.'* 
And,  when  lihe  died,  Priest  Wilsou  threw 

the  hangman 
HiA  handkerchief,  to  oorcr  the  pale  face 
He  daivd  not  look  u|h>u. 

KbITH. 

.\t  persecuted. 
Yet  not  forsaken  ;  as  unknown,  yet  known  ; 
Am  dving,  and  UOioliI  wr  an*  alive  ; 
An  !iorrui»ful,  iiiul  yrt  rfjuiring  al^ay^  ; 
As  having  ntithing,  y«'t  |»u»M.'!i&ing  all ! 

WIIAHT<*N. 

And  LimMri,  tiM),  ii  «lrad.     Rut  from  his 

|iri4«tn, 
Tlie  day  lifforr  hin  dr.ith,  he   sent  these 

wcinU 
T'nto  th«<  littlr  llfick  of  Christ  :  "  Whnterer 
M.IV    r(i««*    u|Min    tht*    fiillttwvn    uf    the 

Lijrht,  - 
|)i«trr««,  afllii-tiim,  famine,  nakednrAA, 
<  *r  [M'rils  in  thr  rity  i»r  thr  m*.i. 
Or  prrse«*utiiin,  or  evrn  drath  itiielf.  — 
I  am  |irr^uaili*d  tliat  <  lod'H  anni»r  uf  Light, 
As  it  iJi  luTed  and  lived  in,  will  prenerte 

you. 
Yea,  di*ath  itself ;  through  whirh  you  will 

tlnil  rntmnre 
Into  th<*  pli*a*«aiit  |i:i»tnr«-ii  f{  the  fuld. 
Wlirrt*  viiu  h\iik\\  fi-nl  fiirf\rr  mji  thf*  hrnls 
lliat  nnin  at   Urgi*  in  tlir  li>w    vallria  uf 

.\i'hiir. 
And  a!i  thi*  flowing  of  thr  «Mf  an  fllU 
K.M'h  i-rt-rk   aiiil   lirauoh  thrn-uf,  and  then 

rrtirr^, 
Lraving    U-lmtd    a    iiwr«*t    and    whulr««ime 

saviir  ; 
80  iliith  thi*  \irtMr  nnil  thr  lifr  uf  (Ifiil 
fr'luw  rfrruiurr  iut«>  thr  hrarit  of  thu 


WlKHn   he   hath 

nature  ; 
And,  when  it  but  wttlidniws  iinlff 
Leaves  a  sweet  Mvor  mhmw  k^  llaA 
Can  sav  they  are  mniU  dann  by 
That    tie  hath  spokra    to  Iksn  ■ 

silence.** 

KorrH  (risia^  ami  tnakim^  laisa  faiatf  V 

Truly  we  do  but  grope  hnv  ■  the  di 
Near  the  partitioo-wnll  of  Life  and  I 
At  ever}'  moment  dreading  or  dbaitu 
To  lay  our  hands  upon  the  ■■stva  i 
Let  us,  then,  labor  for  an  tawaid  sliOi 
An  inward  stillness  and  aa  iawaid  hi 
That   perfect  silence   whri*   the  h\ 

heart 
Are  still,  and  we  no  longer 
Our  own  imperfect  thonghca 

ions. 

Hut  God  alone  speaks  in  m»  and  we 

In  singleness  of  neart*  that  wn  any  I 

His  will,  and  in  the  aileae*  of  aar  ip 

That  we  may  do  His  will,  and  dnikM 

•-f  long  pauMe,  interrmfitd  h^  lAr  mwtd^^ 
tt^ijtrotirktmff  I  fAra  §kimt»  im  lAv  tfwC 
luuti  k mocking  at  ikt  dam. 


Within  theie  I    Open  the  door  I 


WiUnaawH 


MA 


In  the  King*s 


I     Wi 


rmALL  {ffm  lA#  1 
It  is  not  barred.     OwM  i 

vrnts  yoo. 
Tlie  poor  man's  door  b  • 
llr   ner<U   no  bolt    nor 

thieves  ; 
I  Ir  frar«  no  enemiea«  and 
Im|Mirtunate  euoagh  to 

Fnt^  JoMJl  KuniroTT,  |A# 
tini/il  rromi.     S*nm$  lAe 

rnimofvi/.  tlUp  pmmm^  a 


MAI 

In  thr  King*!  name  do  I 
Away  with  them  to 


■a  Ins 
I 
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m  are  again  discoyered  harboring  here 
lese  ranters  and  disturbers  of  the  peace, 
m  know  the  law. 

UPSALL. 

I  know  it,  and  am  ready 
»  goffer  yet  again  its  penalties. 

KDrrH  (to  KNDIOOTT). 

hy  dost  thou  persecute  me,  Saul  of  Tar- 


sus? 


ACT  II 


KKS   I.  —  John  Endicott's  room.     Early 

morning. 

JOHN    XNDICOTT. 

Why  dost  thou   persecute   me,   Saul  of 

Tarsus  V  " 
1  night  these  words  were  ringing  in  mine 

ears  1 
sorrowful    sweet    face  ;    a    look    that 

pierced  me 
ith  meek  reproach  ;  a  voice  of  resignii- 

tion 
bat  had  a  life  of  suffering  in  its  tone  ; 
nd  that  was  all  1    And  yet  I  could  not 

sleep, 
r,  when  I  slept,  I  dreamed   that  awful 

dream  I 
stood  beneath  the  elm-tree  on  the  Com- 


mon 
'Q  which  the  Quakers  have  been  hanged, 

and  heard 
▼oice,  not  hers,  that  cried  amid  the  dark- 
ness, 
^is  is  Aceldama,  the  field  of  blood  I 
will  have  mercy,  and  not  sacrifice  I  " 

Opens  the  window^  and  looks  out. 
^  sun  is  up  already  ;  and  my  heart 
ckens  and  sinks  within  me  when  I  think 
^w  may  tragedies  will  be  enacted 
-fore  his  setting.      As    the  earth    rolls 

round, 
Seems  to  me  a  huge  Ixion's  wheel, 
>oa  whose  whirling  spokes  we  are  bound 

fast, 
^d  must  go  with  it  I     Ah,  how  bright  the 

sun 
tikes  on  the  sea  and  on  the  masts  of  ves- 
sels, 
^at  are  uplifted  in  the  morning  air, 
ke  crosses  of  some  peaceable  crusade  I 
makes   me   long  to  sail   for  lands  un- 
known« 


No    matter    whither  1       Under    me^    in 

shadow, 
Gloomy  and  narrow  lies  the  little  town. 
Still  sleeping,  but  to  wake  and  toil  awhile, 
Then  sleep  again.     How  dismal  looks  the 

prison. 
How    grim    and    sombre    in  the  sunless 

street, — 
The  prison  where  she  sleeps,  or  wakes  and 

waits 
For  what  I  dare  not  think  of, — death,  per- 
haps ! 
A  word  that  has  been  said  may  be  unsaid  : 
It  is  but  air.     But  when  a  deed  is  done 
It  cannot  be  undone,  nor  can  our  thoughts 
Reach  out  to  all  the  mischiefs  that  may 

follow. 
'T  is  time  for  morning  prayers.     I  will  go 

down. 
My  father,  though  severe,  is  kind  and  just ; 
And  when  his  heart  is  tender  with  devo- 
tion, — 
When  from  his  lips  have  fallen  the  words, 

"  Forgive  us 
As  we  forgive,"  —  then  will  I  intercede 
For  these  poor  people,  and  perhaps  nmy 
save  them.  [^Exit 

Scene  II.  —  Dock  Square.^  On  one  side,  the 
tavern  of  the  Three  Mariners.  In  the  back- 
around^  a  quaint  building  with  gables;  and^ 
oejfond  it,  wharves  and  shipping.  Captain 
Kempthorn  and  others  secUed  cU  a  table  be- 
fore the  door.  Saxxtel  Cole  standing  near 
them. 

KEMPTHORN. 

Come,  drink  about  I      Remember  Parson 

Melham, 
And  bless  the  man  who  first  invented  flip  I 

Thep  drink. 

COLE. 

v^ray.  Master  Kempthorn,  where  were  you 
last  night  ? 

KEBIPTHORir. 

On  board  the  Swallow,  Simon  Kempthorn, 

master. 
Up    for  Barbadoes,  and    the    Windward 

Islands. 

COLE. 

The  town  was  in  a  tumult. 


KEMPTHORN. 


And  for  what  ? 
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Your  QuAkera  were  arrvsked. 


KCxrrHoHsf. 

Huw  mj  Quakert  ? 


COLE. 


Those  jou  brought  in  your  vessel  from  liar- 

btttiurs. 
Thej  made  an  uproar  in  the  Meeting-house 
Yestcnlajr,  anil  they  *re  now  iu  prision  for 


UeM'ts 

To  good  King  Charlea.    Will  jte  m 

the  King? 
Then  drink  couuiioa  loold  fWnn  I 


It. 
I  o«  I*  yuu  little  thanks  for  bringing  them 
To  the  Three  Mariuerk. 

KKMrrHOHX. 

Thvy  have  not  harmed  you. 
I    14>11    you,    (luuduian   Cole,  that  (Quaker 

Rirl 
Is  |»reciouii  as  a  sea-bream *s   eye.     I    tell 

}OU 

It  was  a  luckv  dar  when  first  she  set 
Her  little  fcMit  u|miii  the  Swallow*!  dt*ck, 
bringing  guud  luck,  fair  winds,  and  pleasant 
weather. 

I  am  a  law-abiding  citizen  ; 

I  have  a  heat  in  the  ih*w  Meeting-house, 

A  cow-right  un  the  (*uuiiuun  ;  and,  besides, 

Am  c«>r|Minil  in  the  (in*at  .\rtillery. 

I  rid  me  uf  the  vagaUmdi  •it  once. 

arjimiciH?!. 

Why  nhfiuld  rim  nut  have  Uuakers  at  vour 

•  ■  ^  • 

tavern 
If  vuu  have  fiddlers  ? 

Never  !  nerer  I  never  ? 
If  ytiii  wsnt   fiddling  y«»u    muRt   p»  pl*>r. 

win*  re. 
Til  tlie  (in-rn    Prapm  and    the    Admiral 

VrriHill, 

Ami  ntlirr  kiirh  di^rt'p  lit  able  |ilsrr«. 

Hut    ihi'    Tlin-e     Maniien    ik   an   onlerlv 

hi<iiM*, 
MiMt  f<nlt-rly,  i|iiif-t,  sml  rr«|irrtsb1e. 
Ijurd  I^i);h  na.-l  hi-  ruiiM  lir  a«  fjuirt  lierr 
A«  at  tlir  <ti«\rrniir'«.      .\nd  Imvp  I  tint 
King    C*hMrIr%*B    'I  «i-Ive    (mumI    lCul«'«,    all 

fraiiinl  and  i;l'«fed, 
llaiigiiig  lu  ui}  best  |iArIiir  ? 


And  wh»  is  Panan  Plittt  T 
him. 


I 


He  had  his  cellar  umleraeath  kii  pA 
And  su  nreacbed  o*er  his  liq«ov»  jtfl 
do. 

.il^raa 


Here  comet  the  MarshaL 


Maki 


How  pompous  and  impaaiaf  W  asfi 
lli»  great  buff  doublet  bellying  hit 

sail 
And   all   his  st 

«inil. 
What  holds  he  IB  his  haad  r 


Knirr  the  MaIMIAU  nCA  « 
MkkkT.  m/A  d  kaiUrd. 
hy  (I  f/rMMMfr.  amd  jUlwmwd  % 
■  i/A  cm  armf^tl of  hoB^B^  eW 
uiHi'fiy   «-A«iM  urr    I'raALL   ( 
ii'iT.     .1  piU  u  maJt  ^lAs 


.*^ilence,  the  drum  I    Ciood 

Tu  tlie  new  laws  cBafftc<d  hy  the  Ce 

MAaaiiAL  irrmdrnK 
**  Wliereas  a  rurscd  sect  of  llsiilMi 

II.1J*  Litely  risen,  coamoeJy  ealM^ 
Whu  take  iiiion  ihcmarlvwe  to  W  < 

sii»nea 
Immeitiatelv  of  God*  and 
lufallibU  a^Mtted  by  the  Syiril 
T«  write  ami  utter  " ' 
l^»|*i«iiii;   (tuvemmeat 

(;.m1 
In  Chun-h  ami  d 

iiig  evil 
CJf  Uigmticsy 


Ike  i 
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I  Magistrates  and  Ministers,  and  seek- 
ing 
turn  the  people  from  their  faith,  and 

thus 
1  proselytes  to  their  pernicious  ways  ;  — 
i  Court,  considering  the  premises, 

to  prevent  like  mischief  as  is  wrought 
their  means  in  our  land,  doth  hereby 

order, 
t  whatsoever  master  or  commander 
any  ship,  bark,   pink,   or  catch  shall 

bring 
Uiy  roadstead,  harbor,  creek,  or  cove 
hin  this  Jurisdiction  any  Quakers, 
other  blasphemous  Heretics,  shall  pay 
:o  the  Treasurer  of  the  Commonwealth 
i   hundred    pounds,    and    for    default 

thereof 
pat  in  prison,  and  continue  there 

I  the  said  sum  be  satisfied  and  paid.'* 

COLE. 

NT,  Simon  Kempthorn,  what  say  you  to 
that? 

KEMPTHORN. 

}ray    you.  Cole,  lend    me  a  hundred 
pounds ! 

MABSHAL  (reads). 

any  one  within  this  Jurisdiction 

II  henceforth  entertain,  or  shall  conceal 
ikers,  or  other  blasphemous  Heretics, 
>wing  them  so  to  be,  every  such  person 
II  forfeit  to  the  country  forty  shillings 

each  hour's  entertainment  or  conceal- 
ment, 
i  shall  be  sent  to  prison,  as  aforesaid, 
til  the  forfeiture  be  wholly  paid*" 
Murmurs  tn  the  crowd, 

KEMPTHORK. 

IV,  Goodman  Cole,  I  think  your  turn  has 
come  I 

COLE. 

3wing  them  so  to  be  I 

KEMPTHORN. 

At  forty  shillings 
)   hour,  your  fine  will  be   some  forty 
pounds  I 

COLE. 

owing  them  so  to  be  I     That  is  the  law. 


MARSHAL  {reads). 

**  And  it  is  further  ordered  and  enacted, 
If  any  Quaker  or  Quakers  shall  presume 
To  come  henceforth  into  this  Jurisdiction, 
Every  male  Quaker  for  the  first  offence 
Shall  have  one  ear  cut  off ;  and  shall  be  kept 
At  labor  in  the  Workhouse,  till  such  time 
As  he  be  sent  away  at  his  own  charge. 
And  for  the  repetition  of  the  offence 
Shall  have  his  other  ear  cut  off,  and  then 
Be  branded  in  the  palm  of  his  rieht  hand* 
And  every  woman  Quaker  shall  be  whipt 
Severely  in  three  towns  ;  and  every  Quaker, 
Or  he  or  she,  that  shall  for  a  third  time 
Herein     again    offend,   shall    have    their 

tongues 
Bored  through  with  a  hot  iron,  and  shall  be 
Sentenced    to    Banishment    on    pain    of 

Death." 

Loud  murmurs.    The  voice  qf  Christison  tn  the 

crowd. 

O  patience  of  the  Lord  I    How  long,  how 

long. 
Ere  thou  avenge  the  blood  of  Thine  Elect  7 


Silence,  there,  silence  t    Do  not  break  the 
peace  I 

MARSHAL  (reads), 

"  Every  inhabitant  of  this  Jurisdiction 
Who  shall  defend  the  horrible  opinions 
Of  Quakers,  by  denying  due  respect 
To  equals  and  superiors,  and  withdrawing 
From  Church  Assemblies,  and  thereby  ap- 
proving 
The  abusive  and  destructive  practices 
Of  this  accursed  sect,  in  opposition 
To  all  the  orthodox  received  opinions 
Of  godly  men,  shall  be  forthwith   com- 
mitted 
Unto  close  prison  for  one  month  ;  and  then 
Refusing  to  retract  and  to  reform 
The  opinions  as  aforesaid,  he  shall  be 
Sentenced  to  Banishment  on  pain  of  Death. 
B^  the  Court.   Edward  Rawson,  Secretary." 
Now,  hangman,  do  your  duty.    Bum  those 
books. 

Loud  murmurs  in  the  crowd.    The  pile  qf  books 

is  lighted, 

UPSALb. 

I  testify  against  these  efiHl  laws  I 
Forerunners  are  they  of  some  judgment  od 
us : 
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And,  in  the  lore  and  tenderneu  I  bear 
rnto  tbu  to  WD  mad  people,  I  beseech  too, 

0  Mftffutimtet,  take  heed,  lett  ye  be  foiuid 
Am  ftgbten  against  (jud  I 

JOHM  KNDicoTT  {taking  t-rflALL*8  hand). 

Upsall,  I  thank  yon 

For  speaking  words  suck  as  some  younger 
uuui, 

I,  or  another,  should  have  said  before  you. 

buch  biws  as  th«s«  are  cruel  and  oppres- 
sive ; 

A  blot  on  this  fair  town,  and  a  disgrace 

To  any  Christian  people. 

MEaur  {aside,  liMitnintj  Ukind  tkrm). 

Here's  sedition  ! 

1  nerrr  thought  that  any  g«KMl  would  rf)ine 
Of  thii  yuunp  {Kipinjav,  with  his  long  hair 
And  hiA  grvat  boots,  tit  only  fur  the  Kus- 

sinnii 
Or  barbaruus  Indians,  a.«  his  father  says  I 

TIIK   VUH'K. 

\\\n*  til  till*  MimmIv  town  !     And  rightfully 
Mm  cttll  It  the  LuKt  Town  f     The  blotid  of 

A  1^1 
Cries   fn»iii   the   ground,  and  at  the  final 

jtid^nieiit 
llie  I^inl  will  iuv,  **  (*ain,  Cain  !  where  is 

thv  bruther  ?  " 

HrKKY. 

Silence  then*  in  tht*  crowd  ! 

I  l'«ALL  iiJIl'f/f  . 

T  ia  Chriitison  I 

TIIK    TiMtK. 

O  fiH»li<ih  pfNiple,  yr  that  think  to  bum 
Ami  to  riioftuuic  the  truth  of   Ctod,  1   tell 

]kiiti 
Thut  rviTv  tlame  i%  a  loud  t«>ngiie  of  lire 
Til  pulili^h  it  abntail  to  all  tlie  woHd 
lA>uiirr  than  tongum  of  inrn  ! 

kini  Tn>>KW    ■jTin^inf/  r<i  An />'(  . 

Well  «.iitl,  niv  hi'.irty  ! 
Therr  \  -■»  ^ni\r  frlluw  !     rhrre  *»  a  man  of 

|.Li.  k  * 
A  ni«n  wl.'i  '«  tiMt  afraid  t<i  viv  lii%  puiy, 
Thtiugh  a  wii'ilr  tuwn'a  aj^.iiu^t  hini.     Itain, 

ram.  r:iiii, 
litifirsiif  St    liiitnlph.  and  put  nut  thin  t\ri*  ! 

Jtf  iiruM  Uatt     f'r#tei/ r.'  '<«•  Mr.KllT.  KiMr- 
ini*h>.  uiii  I  III.!.. 


And  now  that  mailer '■ 

Cole, 
Fetch  me  a  mng  of  altp 


Ged 


And  me  another  mng  of  ftp ;  nd  prt 
Two  gilla  of  brandy  u  it. 

[JCitfi 

HBWIT. 

Not  a  drop  mofc,  I  aaj.     Taa'ie 
enough. 


I  And  who  are  you,  sir  ? 


And  Merry  is  my 


I  like  it;  and  inidriok 
Till  all  u  blue. 


I'BAlllkiv4 


And  than  ym  wa  ki  A 
Into  the  stocks,  with  the  wtd  littw  D 
Hung  round  about  your  Back  for  dm 

ness. 
You're  a  frre-^lriaker,— jm^  aad  s 

thinker ! 


And  you  sre   Awlrew   Mmwwj^  m  ^ 
Andrew. 

HrjinT. 

My  name  is  Walter  Mnfy,  aad  Ml 
drew. 


Andrew  or  Walter, 
I  '11  swear  to  tbaL 


No  swearing,  let  at  idl 
The  other  dar  unr  Skoftkow 


I'ut  into  a  vleft  stiek  for  pfwfHH 
Col*  Aria^  c£p  mU, 


Well,  where 's   my  flip  ?     At 
nauie  *s  KemptkoCB^- 


Is  your 


Kei 
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■JOCPTHOBK. 

That  *B  the  name  I  go  bj. 


Captain  Simon  Kempthom  of  the 
Swallow  ? 


KSMPTHOBK. 


er. 


iBBT  (touehihg  Aim  on  the  ihotUder), 

Then  yoa  're  wanted.     I  arrest  you 
King's  name. 

KEMPTHORN. 

And  where  'b  your  warrant  ? 

RT  (unfolding  a  paper^  and  reading). 

Here, 
to  me.     "  Hereby  yon  are  required, 
Ring's  name,   to    apprehend    the 
body 

ion  Kempthom,  mariner,  and  him 
to  bring  before  me,  there  to  answer 
h  objections  as  are  laid  to  him, 
ng    the  Quakers."      Signed,    John 
Endicott. 

KRMPTHORN. 

the  Grovemor's  seal  ? 


MERRT. 


Ay,  here  it  is. 


KEMPTHORN. 

3  head   and  cross-bones.     That's  a 
pirate's  flag  t 

MERRT. 

}  bow  you  revile  the  Magistrates  ; 
ay  be  whipped  for  that. 

KEMPTHORN. 

Then  mum  's  the  word. 
Exeunt  Merrt  and  Ksmpthorn. 

COLE. 

*s  mischief  brewing  I     Sure,  there 's 

mischief  brewing  ! 

ike  Master  Josselyn  when  he  found 

omet's   nest,  and   thought   it  some 

strange  fruit, 

the   seeds  came  out,   and  then  he 

dropped  it.  ^Exit, 


ScxNX  HI.  —  A  room  in  the  Govemor'i  kout^ 
EnUr  GoTKBNOR  Endioott  and  Mxbbt. 

KNDioorr. 
My  son,  yon  say  ? 


Tour  Worship's  eldest  soa 


■NDICOTT. 

Speaking  against  the  laws  ? 


MEBRT. 


Ay,  worshipfol  sir. 


KNDIOOTT. 

And  in  the  pnblie  market-plaoe  7 


I  saw  him 
With  my  own  eyes,  heard  him  with  my 
own  ears. 


BNDICOTT. 


Impossible  I 


He  stood  there  in  the  crowd 
With    Nicholas    Upsall,   when  the    laws 

were  read 
To-day  against  the  Quakers,  and  I  heard 

him 
Denounce  and  vilipend  them  as  unjust, 
And  cruely  wicked,  and  abominable. 

KNDICOTT. 

Ungrateful  son  1      O   God  1    thou  layest 

upon  me 
A  burden  heavier  than  I  can  bear  I 
Surely  the  power  of  Satan  must  be  great 
Upon  the  earth,  if  even  the  elect 
Are  thus  deceived   and  fall  away  from 

grace  I 


Worshipful  sir  1  I  meant  no  harm  — 

ENDIOOTT. 

'T  is  weU. 
You've  done  your  duty,  though  you've 

done  it  roughly. 
And  every  word  you  ve  uttered  since  you 

came 
Has  stabbed  me  to  the  heart  1 


I  do  beseech 


Your  Worship's  pardon  1 
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BMiKliTT. 

He  wlium  I  hare  nurtured 
And  brouf^ht  up  in   the  refemnce  of  the 

Lord! 
The  child  of  all  inj  hopes  and  my  affee- 

titiiia  I 
He  upon  whuni  I  leaned  as  a  iiure  ninft 
Kur  iiiY  ohi  a[»v  1     It  in  (jud*»  chastiaenient 
For  leaning  u|Kin  any  arm  hut  His  I 

MKKUT. 

Your  Worship  !  — 

RM»|i'OTT. 

And  this  cuuien  fruiu  holding  parley 
With  the  drluftions  and  deceits  of  Satan. 
At  once.  fon>ver,  must  they  he  crushed  out. 
Or  all  the  lanil  will  reek  with  heresy  I 
Pray,  have  you  any  children  ? 

MF.MMV. 

No,  not  any. 

ESIiiruTT. 

Thank  (iod    for   that.     He   has  delirered 

VdU 

From  a  great  care.  Knoiigh  ;  my  prirate 
griff* 

Too  long  have  kept  inc  from  the  public  ser- 
vice. 

Krit  Mkkkt.     KMUMirr    f^^att  him»»lf  ol  tkt 
taUe  ami  arrani/rs  kit  jMtj«m. 

The  hour  han  come  ;  and  I  am  e.igrr  now 
To  sit  in  judgment  tm  tli«*se  Hert>tics. 

.-f  LmorL. 
Come  111.     Who  14  it  ?     (\o(  looting  up). 

JOHN  RMHltiTT. 

It  is  I. 

r.^i>i>  •TT  'mfruininy  kimtflf^. 

Sit  down  I 

.•••iiw    rHiiH'«»TT   titttng  (fotrn). 
I  •'•Hill*  ti»  iri!i-n*i-fli*  fur  thi*w|MHir  {leople 
Whti  arr  111  pri«iiii,  ntid  await  thrir  trial. 

r  sfHi^nT. 

It  i«  iif  trif-tii  I  wi-'li  to  NtN'ak  with  yiiu. 

I     hjk\i-    U-rri    aii^rv    with    }im,    hut    *t  is 

pA«*ii|. 

fur  «!i*-M  I  lii-ar  v^nir  rMit^t^'lM  mnir  or  gn, 
See  III  ^iiiir  fratur«-«    ^uiir  ilrail    iiiuther's 

lar*-. 
And  ir.  \<iur  ruice  drl«*ct  sunie  t^it^  uf  hers. 


All  anger  ^aniibei. 
The  days  that  are 

more. 
When  as  a  child  yoa  aat  apoa  my 
And  prattled  of  joor  pbjtkmfK  nd  ii 

games 
You   played  amoof  the 

orchard  I 


■  *i 


jcmx  BifPicoTr. 

Oh,  let  the  memorr  of  mt 
Plead  with  yon  to  Im  rnila 
For  mercy  more  beeom—  a 
Than  the  vindictive  wratk 
justice  I 

KKDICOTT. 

The  sin  of  heresv  is  a  deadly 
T  u  like  the  falling  of  Ika 

er}-stals 
i  The  traveller  plays  with, 

danger, 
Until  he  sees  the  air  so  faU  of  ligte 
That  it  U  dark  ;  aad  bliadlj 

vrard, 
I^oiit  and  bewildered*  h»  diti  4«VB  la 
There  faUs  a  plcaMaft     h\    lii  ill 

him. 
And  what  he  thinks  is  elanw  sIh  I  i 


d^ 


joRv  ByDKorr. 

And    yet    who    is  tbera  Ikal 

'doubted? 
And  doubting  aad  beli 
•«Lord,   I    believe;    Mb 
lief  ••  7 


!  In  the  same  way  we  tfi6a 
Whose  shining  shapes  are  lika  the 

soending  ; 
Until  at  hut.  liewildered 
Hlinded  bv  that  which 

light. 
We  sink  to  sleep,  aai  find  llM  H  ii 

Aifiaf. 
Death  t<i  the  soul  thffongk  all 
A  Us  that  I  fthottld  see  yoa 
To  man's  entat^,  and  in  the 
.\ml  nurture  of  iho  Li«,  to 
lleflding  for  Heretics  ? 


JO 


Perhaps  all  men 
To  say  that  he 


■^ 


ofGd 
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We  cannot  always  feel  and  think  and  act 
Aa  those  who  go  before  us.    Had  you  done 


Xou  woold  not  now  be  here.' 

SICDIOOTT. 

Have  yon  forgotten 
The  doom  of  Heretics,  and  the  fate  of 

those 
'Who  aid  and  comfort  them  7    Have  you 

forgotten 
That  in  the  market-place  this  very  day 
Toa  trampled  on  the  laws?    What  right 

have  you, 
An  inexperienced  and  nntravelled  youth, 
To  ait  in  judgment  here  upon  the  acts 
Of  older  men  and  wiser  than  yourself, 
Thus  stirring  up  sedition  in  the  streets. 
And  making  me  a  byword  and  a  jest  ? 

JOHK  EITDICOTT. 

Words  of  an  inexperienced  youth  like  me 
Were  powerless  if  the  acts  of  older  men 
Went  not  before  them.     T  is  these  laws 

themselves 
Stir  up  sedition,  not  my  judgment  of  them. 

BNDIOOTT. 

Take  heed,  lest  I  be  called,  as  Brutus  was. 
To  be  the  judge  of  my  own  son !    Begone  ! 
When  yon  are  tired  of  feeding  upon  husks. 
Return  again  to  duty  and  submission. 
Bat  not  till  then. 

JOHK  BMBICOTT. 

I  hear  and  I  obey  I 

[Exit. 

ZMDICOTT. 

Oh  happy,  happy  they  who  have  no  chil- 
dren ! 
He 's  gone  !  I  hear  the  hall  door  shut  be- 
hind him. 
It  sends  a  dismal  echo  through  my  heart. 
As  if  forever  it  had  closed  between  us. 
And  I  should  look  upon  his  face  no  more  ! 
Oh,    this  will    drag    me   down  into   my 

grave,— 
To  that  eternal  resting-place  wherein 
Man  lieth  down,  and  riseth  not  again  t 
mi  the  heavens  be  no  more  he  shall  not 

wake. 
Nor  be  roused  from  his  sleep  ;   for  Thou 

dost  change 
His  countenance,  and  sendest  him  away  I 

lEiit. 


ACT  III 

Scene  I.  —The  Court  qf  Assistants,  Eitdioott, 
Beujngham,  AxHEBTONf  and  other  mams' 
trates,  Kempthorn,  Merbt,  and  conMtables. 
Afterwards  Wbabton,  Edith,  and  Chbis- 

TISON. 

BNDIOOTT. 

Call  Captain  Simon  Kempthom. 

MEBBT. 

Simon  Kempthom, 
Come  to  the  bar  ! 

KJBMPTHOBN  comesforword. 

BMDICOTT. 

Tou  are  accused  of  bringing 

Into  this  Jurisdiction,  from  Barbadoes, 

Some  persons  of  that  sort  and  sect  of 
people 

Known  bv  the  name  of  Quakers,  and  main- 
taming 

Most  dangerous  and  heretical  opinions  ; 

Purposely  coming  here  to  propagate 

Their  heresies  and  errors  ;  bringing  with 
them 

And  spreading  sundry  books  here,  which 
contain 

Their  doctrines  most  corrupt  and  blasphe- 
mous. 

And  contrary  to  the  truth  professed  among 
us. 

What  say  you  to  this  charge  ? 

KEMPTHORN. 

I  do  acknowledge. 
Among  the  passengers  on  board  the  SmU 

low 
Were    certain    persons  saying  Thee  and 

Thou. 
They  seemed  a  harmless  people,  mostwaya 

silent. 
Particularly  when  they  said  their  prayers. 

XNDICX>TT. 

Harmless  and  silent  as  the  pestilence  I 
You  'd  better  have  brought  the  fever  or  the 

plague 
Among  us  in  your  ship !     Therefore,  this 

Court, 
For  preservation  of  the  Peace  and  l^th. 
Hereby  commands  you  speedily  to 

port, 
Or  cause  to  be  transported  speed     » 
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Th«   aforeaaid    pcnona  hence  unto   Bar* 

badoet, 
From  whence  thej  came  ;  joo  pAjing  all 

the  charges 
Of  their  imprisonment. 

KUfrTHOMX. 

Wonhiphil  air, 
Ko  ship  e*er  prospered   that  has  carried 

Quakers 
Against    their    will !      I    knew    a    Tessel 

once  — 

BKPICXJTT. 

And  for  the  more  effectual  performance 
Hereof  you  are  to  f^iw  sifunty 
In  bonds  amounting  to  one  hundred  pounds. 
On  your  refusal,  you  will  be  committed 
To  prison  till  you  «!«» it. 

arxi-THuRy. 

But  yon  see 
I  cannot  do  it.     Tht*  Uw,  sir,  of  Barbadoes 
Forbids  the  landing  Quakers  on  the  island. 

B!«riit'(»rT. 

Tlirn  Tiiu  will  br  committed.      Who  comes 
'  next  ? 

XrJCKT. 

There  i«  another  charge  against  the  Cap- 
tain. 


Takeoff  jow  hat. 


My  hat 

If  it  offeadeth  aay,  lat  Urn 
For  I  ■hall  not  reaiat. 


Tbk* 

Let  him  be  fined  tea  ■kUli^B  i 
UaaBTfoA^JtifWi 


What  evU  have  I  dooe  T 


And  in  not  pnttias  off 
You've  disobeyed 

mandment 
Which  sayeth  *•  Ilooor  Iky 

mother.** 


iMh 

mm 
ikM  c 


Wliat  is  it  ? 


KNUH^lTT. 


Mr.HHT. 


IVfifane  swearing,  please  yonr  Womhip. 
lit)  curNiMl  ami  swcin-  frtim  iHick  Square  to 
the  Court-hnu«r. 

rjtiiUfiTT. 

Then  let  him  stand  in  the  pilhiry  for  one 
hour. 

[Enl  KrMi-THciair  ritk  conataUe, 
Who's  ueit? 

MrKKT. 

The  Qumkem. 

KJKI'lf  fiTT. 

('nil  them. 

Ml  lilt V. 

fUlward  Wharton, 


John  Endicott,  thoa  art  beeo«t  tw  m 
And  loTcst  him  who  pattctk  off  Ikt  U 
And  honoreth  thee  bj  bowing  af  tkt  b 
Andsaveth"  WonkipfalMrl"    Tiit 

}or  thee 
To  give  such  follies  over,  for  Ikaa  wtf 
Be  drawing  rery  near  nolo  Ikj  giava 


Tab 


Now,  sirrah,  leave  yoar 
oath. 


Nay,  sirrah  me  no  sinaks  I 


I 


VnXijmwm 


WRA 


Nay,  I  will  not. 


You  made  a 
And   uproar    yesterday 

hcmie. 
Having  your  hat  oa. 


w  Ikt   MmI 


Come  to  the  bar  ! 


WMAMT<i!W. 

Y«-i&,  erro  to  ihe  brncb. 


I  mailo  an 

For  pearefully  I  stood,  li 
I  spake  n«>  w«trds  ; 
hand  ; 
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he  hair  they  haled  me  oat,  and 

shed 

>k8  into  my  face. 

BMDIOOTT. 

Yoa,  Edward  Wharton, 
>f  death,  depart  this  Jarisdiction 
en  days.     Such  is  your  sentence. 


>. 


WHABTOM. 


licott,  it  had  been  well  for  thee 
ky*s  doings  thou  hadst  left  undone, 
sh  me  as  far  as  tbou  hast  power, 
he  guard  and  presence  of  my  God 
st  not  banish  me  ! 

ENDIOOTT. 

Depart  the  Conrt ; 
no  time  to  listen  to  your  babble. 
)zt  ?  [Exit  Wbabton. 

MERRT. 

Fhis  woman,  for  the  same  offence. 
Edith  comes  fonoard, 

BITDICOTT. 

jTonr  name  ? 

BDITH. 

'T  is  to  the  world  unknown, 
;en  in  the  Book  of  Life. 

EKDICOTT. 

Take  heed 
written  in  the  Book  of  Death ! 

t? 

EDITH. 

Edith  ChristisoiL 

ENDicoTT  (with  eagerness). 

The  daughter 
xk  Christison? 

EDITH. 

I  am  his  daughter. 

ENDICOTT. 

her  hath  given  us  trouble   many 

088. 

an  and  a  violent,  who  sets 
t  the  authority  of  our  Church  and 
ate, 

banishment  on  pain  of  death, 
re  you  living  ? 


Li  the  Lord. 


ENDIOOTT. 


Withoat  eTBsion.    Where  ? 


MakeaiiBwev 


XDITU. 


Is  in  Barbadoes. 


My  ontward  being 


ENDICOTT. 

Then  why  come  yon  here  ? 

EDITH. 

I  come  npon  an  errand  of  the  Lord. 

ENDIOOTT. 

rr  IB  not  the  business  of  the  Lord  you  're 

doing; 
It  ia  the  Devil's.     WiU  yon  take  the  oath  ? 
Give  her  the  Book. 

IfEBBT  offers  the  book. 

EDITH. 

You  offer  me  this  Book 

To  swear  on ;  and  it  saith,  ^  Swear  not  at 
aU, 

Neither  by  heaven,  because  it  is  God's 
Throne, 

Nor  by  the  earth,  becanae  it  is  his  foot- 
stool ! " 

I  dare  not  swear. 

ENDICOTT. 

You  dare  not  ?    Yet  yon  Quakers 
Deny  this  Book  of  Holy  Writ,  the  Bible, 
To  be  the  Word  of  God. 

EDITH  (reverentially). 

Christ  is  the  Word, 
The  everlasting  oath  of  God.    I  dare  not. 

ENDIOOTT. 

You  own  yourself  a  Quaker, —  do  yon  not  ? 

EDITH. 

I  own  that  in  derision  and  reproach 
I  am  so  called. 

ENDICOTT. 

Then  yon  deny  the  Scripture 
To  be  the  rule  of  life. 


4«o 
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EDITH. 

Yen,  I  believe 
Tbe  Inner  Lieht,  and  not   the    Written 

Word. 
To  be  tbe  rule  of  life. 

BMDicorr. 

And  jon  denj 
That  the  Lord's  Day  U  holy, 

KTITH. 

ETerr  day 
It  the  Lord'n   Day.     It  runs  through  all 

our  lives, 
As  thrtiUf^h  tbe  pap'S  of  the  Holy  Bible, 
•*  Thus  saith  the  Lord." 

rSDIOOTT. 

Yuu  an*  accused  of  making 
An  horrible  disturbance,  and  affrighting 
The  |M'ii|ile  in  the  Meetiug-bousc  on  Sun- 

d.ty. 
What  answer  make  you  ? 

riMTH. 

I  do  not  denv 
That  I  wa<i  prpM*iit  in  your  Steeple-buuM.* 
On  the   Kir^t  Ihiv  ;  but  1  made  no  disturb- 
ani*e. 

rM'I'Ti'TT. 

Why  rsme  you  llirn*  ? 

r.PiTii. 

IWrnnv*  cbf  I>ord  commanded. 
II i«  wtinl  wn«  ill  my  heart,  a  bii ruing  tirt> 
Shut  up  witbni  ine  aiwl  f*on»uiiiiiig  tne. 
Ami  I  inas  \<*rv  weary  with  forbearing  ; 
1  coulil  not  dtav. 

r.NIU'XJTT. 

*T«a4  iHit  tbr  lionl  that  sent  you  ; 
A*  sn  iiii-;iriii«ti'  tli-vil  «liii  vt»u  i*«iiiie  t 

m 

9  i'lTII. 

On    tlir    I'.r  t    l».iv,    wliin.   ^ratrd    in    my 

• ).  iiiit>i'r. 
I  Juan!  tJi-  \-  il*  t«'ll.  rilliii;;  Voii   (••(jftlii  r, 
Tlif  *iiij:  •!  *'r  !■  k  ;i!  iii\   lifr,  n<  unr«»  at  hn. 
T)i«*  h"\*    II.  ir:.  iiiir  hiHiinliT.  «hrn  lir  lii-Mnl 
Tlie  f.ir-«i!T  i  •  1..  •■.■.'.  .ii  tlir  \' aW  i«f  Ifcainr 

It    «iiMlli|i  •{    !   V'     .1   Ir    I'ki  t    Im-11   111  i    ill 

Tbr  fiilk   t«>t;rt}.f  r,  th^i  the  Trii'st    mi^ht 
trt 


Ilia  wares  to  sale. 

within  nc, 
"  Thoa  must  go  etj  aload 
And  all  the  worshippen  fhirerf' 
Barefooted,  cbui  in  MwlwWt^ 
And  listened  at  tbe  tkmboid  ; 
The  praying    and  the 

preaching. 
Which  were  but  outward 

out  power. 
Then  rose  a  cry  within  me,  mad  \ 
Was  filled  with  admooitioas  wad 
Remembering  bow  the  PmpheU 

tiei 
lH'nounce<l  the  coretuna 


I 
Ii 
Is 
Ih 


lybH 


viners, 
I  enteml  in,  and  spake  the 
Commanded  me  to  speak.     I 

r.iKDiivrr. 
Are  you  a  rr(»pbttcas  ? 


tkfl 


I 

Is  it  Ml 

,  **  I'lKin  my  handmaidens  will  1 
My  spirit," and  they  shall 

BUMtVIT. 


For  out  of  your  owa  UMMtk 

demned  t 
Need  we  bear  further  ? 


•  • 


«<■  ym 


TBB  Jt'DOl 


WeM 


It  i«  sufRrient.     Edith  CI 

Till*  (sentence  of  the  Cooit  is,  thai  yn  I 

SiMiurp-tl  in  three  towns,  wilk  fcily  tf 

Kirr  one. 
Then  banished  npoo  pais  ef  dmik  I 


I«  truly  no  more  terrible  to  bm 
Thnn  bail  >imi  blown  a  feather  Ml*,^ 
Anil.  ii«  It  ffll  upam  me,  yon  had  mA 
••  laki-  iM-tNl  it  hurt  the« not  I "    Gel^ 
In*  done  ! 

WiN>  til  I  be  city  of  blood  I 
cry 
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le  wall^  the  beam  from  oat  the 

iber 

wer  it !      Woe    unto   him  that 

lldeth 

ith  blood,  and  stablisheth  a  city 

quity  ! 

K2n>ICOTT. 

Who  IB  it  makes 
ry  here? 

tUuarisoN  (coming  forward), 

I,  Wenlock  Christison  I 

ENDICOTT. 

on  pain  of  death,  why  come  you 
•e? 

CHRISTISON. 

warn  you  that  you  shed  no  more 
of  innocent  men  !  It  cries  aloud 
ance  to  the  Lord  ! 

ENDICOTT. 

Your  life  is  forfeit 
aw  ;  and  you  shall  surely  die, 
not  live. 

CHRISTISON. 

Like  unto  Eleazer, 
ig  the  excellence  of  ancient  years 
lonor  of  his  gray  head,  I  stand 
ore  you  ; 

disdaining  all  hypocrisy, 
ugh  desire  to  live  a  little  longer, 
Lin  to  my  old  age  and  name  ! 

ENDICOTT. 

lanishmeut,  on  pain  of  death, 
now  in  among  us  in  rebellion. 

CHRISTISON. 

t  in  among  you  in  rebellion, 
•dience  to  tlie  Lord  of  Heaven. 
I  tempt  to  any  Magistrate, 
n  the  love  I  bear  your  souls, 
.1  know  hereafter,  when  all  men 
jcount  of  deeds  done  in  the  body  I 
hteous   judgments  ye  cannot  es- 
e. 

ONK  OF  THE  JUDGES. 

)  have  gone  before  you  said  the 

le, 

10   judgment   of  the  Lord   hath 

en 


CHRISTISON. 

He  but  waiteth  till  the  measure 
Of  your  iniquities  shall  be  filled  up, 
And  ye  have  run  your  race.     Then  will  his 

wrath 
Descend  upon  you  to  the  uttermost  I 
For  thy  part,  Humphrey  Atherton,  it  hangs 
Over  thy  head  already.    It  shall  come 
Suddenly,  as  a  thief  aoth  in  the  night. 
And  in  the  hour  when  least  thou  thinkest 

of  it! 

ENDICOTT. 

We  have  a  law,  and  by  that  law  you  die. 

CHRISTISON. 

I,  a  free  man  of  England  and  freebom. 
Appeal  unto  the  laws  of  mine  own  nation  t 

ENDICOTT. 

There's  no  appeal  to  England  from  this 

Court  ! 
What !  do  yon  think  our  stattites  are  but 

paper? 
Are  but  dead  leaves  that  rustle  in  the  wind  ? 
Or  litter  to  be  trampled  under  foot  ? 
What  say  ye.  Judges  of  the  Court,  —  what 

say  ye  ? 
Shall  thb  man  suffer  death  ?    Speak  ycmr 

opinions. 

ONE  OP  THE  JUDGES. 

I  am  a  mortal  man,  and  die  I  must, 
And  that  erelong ;  and  I  must  then  appear 
Before  the  awful  judgment-seat  of  Chnst, 
To  give  account  of  deeds  done  in  the  body. 
My  g^reatest  glory  on  that  day  will  be. 
That  I  have  given  my  vote  against  this 
man. 

CHRISTISON. 

If,  Thomas   Danforth,  thou  hast  nothing 

more 
To  glory  in  upon  that  dreadful  day 
Than  blood  of  innocent  people,  then  thy 

glory 
Will  be  turned  into  shame  !    The  Lord 

hath  said  it  I 

ANOTHER  JUDGE. 

I  cannot  gpve  consent,  while  other  men 
Who  have   been   banished   upon   pain  of 

death 
Are  now  in  their  own  houses  here  among  us. 

ENDICOTT. 

Ye  that  will  not  consent,  make  record  of  it 
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I  Uiank  mj  God  thmt  I  am  not 

Tu  gire  mj  judgmrnt.   Wcnlock  CbrutiaoOv 

You  mutt   be   taken  back  from  bence  to 

prison, 
Tbenoe  tu  tbe  pUee  of  public  execution. 
There  to  be  hanged  till  jon  be  dead  —  dead, 

—dead! 

ciiRimiifix. 

If  ye  have  power  to  take  my  life  from 

nil',  — 
Which  I  du  question,  —  God  hath  power  to 

raise 
The  principle  of  life  in  othiT  men. 
And   send  them  here  among  you.     There 

shall  be 
No  peace  unto  the  wicked,  saith  nij  God. 
Listen,  ye  M.igiitt rates,  for  the  Lord  hath 

•aiiiit! 
The  day  ye  put  his  servitors  tu  death. 
That  day  the  l>ay  of  yuur  own  Visitation, 
The  Day  of  Wrath,  shall  pass  abore  your 

heads. 
And  ye  shall  be  accursed  forerermore  ! 
To  ICDmi,  embracinff  krr. 

Cheer  up,  dear  heart !  they  have  not  power 

to  hanu  tin. 
[Kzeunt  CuiusTl!«oM  anii  KiUTll  guarded.    The 

.*»rrlir  Wi««rA, 

SCKXI   II.—  A  Mtr^t.      Ftitrr  JmH!*    E.SDirrTT 

<|fli/   ('|'<«AI.1.. 

J(»H!«    RMili'OTT. 

Scourp**!  in  tlin*e  town^  f  and  yet  the  busy 

|»enplo 

Gu  Up  and  down  the  strret*  <in  their  affairs 
Of  busiues!!  ur  of  pleasure,  a.*  if  ncithin^ 
Had   hap|»fiied   to  disturb  tbeni   or  their 

thou^ht4  ! 
When  bluciily  tnif^ie<i  likt*  thi«  are  arte<|, 
The  piilneii  of  a  nation  should  stand  still  ; 
The  town  nhmild  Im*  in  oMiuming,  and  the 

iM'lllll** 

S|teak  oiil\  in  tow  whispers  tu  eaeh  other. 

I  r«  %  1 1 . 

I  know  th^^  |tro|i1r  ;  nml  that  underneath 
A  iiiiil  nutotilf  tlirrr  burn*  a  MH*rft  Are 
TYi4t  will  tiiid  Tent, and  will  nut  be  put  out. 
Till  rwrr  mitiiatit  «if  lhe%e  liarban>u«  laws 
Bhall  Itr  tu  a«hf«  biirnrtl,  ami  blown  awar. 


CHRISTUS:   A   MYSTERY 


Such  thing!  eaa  be  I  I  iMllkiMndi 


.  Faat  noanting  in  rebeUioa,  naee  h  n 
I  Hare  I  implored  eonpaeaosef  mtf  fa 


Ton  know  your  fatlwr  oaJy  ■• 
I  know  htm  belter  aa  a  II 
He  ia  a  man  both  loTiag 
A  tender  bcmrt  ;  a  will  iafhiiMe 
None  ever  loved  ham 

loved  him. 
He  is  an  npright  man  and  a  j 
in  all  things  save   tbe 

Quakers. 

JORV  syMoorr. 

Yet  I  hare  found  him  enml 
Kvcn  as  a  father.    He 
Into  the  street  ;  haa  ahat 
With  words  of  bttterwea.    I 

less 
Aa  these  poor  Qnaken 


v 


You  ahall  be  veleosM  for 

sake 
And  the  old  frieadakip  Itet 

tween  us. 
He  will  relent  errloog.     A 
Is  like  a  sword  withimt  a 
liuth  wavs  alike,  aad 

•  V 

wiehU  it 
Nu  less  tlun  him  thai  it  ia 


i 

hi 


C 


* 


SkwrIII.    TK^ptitm.    JTMit.    ] 


'*  Kleised  are  ye  whea 

you. 
And  shall  revile  yoo, 

}OU 

.Ml  manner  of  evil  falMly  for 

Re  juice,  and  be  euH       ^ ~ 

Is  yuur  rpward  in  hsarea.     Far 

pheta. 
Which  were  before  J9m, 

cuted." 


rj 


j«'Hji  r.M»i««»rT. 
Scuurgrd  in  three  towns  I     It  is  incredible     Uith  I 
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■DITH. 

Who  is  it  that  speaketh  7 

JOHN  Bin>I0OTT. 

Saul  of  Tanas  : 
u  didst  call  me  once. 

EDITH  (coming  forward). 

Yea,  I  remember. 
Lit  the  Governor's  son. 


JOHN  BlTDICXyrT. 


I  am  ashamed 


houldst  remember  me. 


SDirH. 

Whj  comest  thou 
lis  dark  guest-chamber  in  the  night  ? 
seekest  thoa  ? 

JOHN  ENDICOTT. 

Forgiveness  I 

SDITH. 

I  forgive 
10  have  injured  me.  What  hast  tnou 
done? 

JOHN  ENDICOTT. 

betrayed  thee,  thinking  that  in  this 
God  service.    Now,  in  deep  contri- 
tion, 
i  to  rescue  thee. 


SDITH. 

From  what  ? 


JOHN  ENDICOTT. 


From  prison. 


SDITH. 

Eife  here  within  these  gloomy  walls. 

JOHN  SNDIOOTT. 

scourging  in  the  streets,  and  in  three 
towns  I 

EDITH. 

abering  who  was  scourged  for  me,  I 

shrink  not 

ludder  at  the  forty  stripes  save  one. 

JOHN  ENDICOTT. 

>s  from  death  itself  I 


SDITH. 

I  fear  not  death. 
Knowing  who  died  for  me. 

JOHN  SNDIOOTT  (aside). 

Surely  some  divine 
Ambassador  is  speaking  through  those  lips 
And  looking  through  those  eyes  1   I  cannot 
answer ! 

SDITH. 

If  all  these  prison  doors  stood  opened  wide 
I  would  not  cross  the  threshold,  —  not  one 

step. 
There  are  invisible  bars  I  cannot  break  ; 
There  are  invisible  doors  that  shut  me  in, 
And  keep  me  ever  steadfast   to  my  pur- 
pose. 

JOHN  ENDICOTT. 

Thoa  hast  the  patience  and  the  faith  of 
Saints! 

EDITH. 

Thy  Priest  hath  been  with  me  this  day  to 

save  me. 
Not  only  from  the  death  that  comes  to  all. 
Bat  from  the  second  death ! 

JOHN  SNDIOOTT. 

The  Pharisee  t 
My   heart    revolts   against   him  and   his 

creed  I 
Alas  !  the  coat  that  was  without  a  seam 
Is  rent  asunder  by  contending  sects  ; 
Each  bears  ayray  a  portion  of  the  garment. 
Blindly  believing  that  he  has  the  whole  ! 

EDITH. 

When  Death,  the  Healer,  shall  have  touched 
our  eyes 

With  moist  clay  of  the  grave,  then  shall  we 
see 

-The  truth  as  we  have  never  yet  beheld  it. 

But  he  that  overcometh  shall  not  be 

Hurt  of  the  second  death.  Has  he  forgot- 
ten 

The  many  mansions  in  our  father's  house  ? 

JOHN  ENDICOTT. 

There  is  no  pity  in  his  iron  heart  I 

The  hands  that  now  bear  stamped  upon 

their  palms 
The  burning  sign  of  Heresy,  hereafter 
Shall  be  upUf  t^  against  taoh  aoousen. 
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And  thru  the  imprinted  letter  and  its 
Will  not  be  llereiT,  but  lloliiieM  t 

KDITH. 

Remember,  thou  condemncvt    thine  own 
fMtlier  I 

JOH2«  rNDIf-OTT. 

I  hATf  no  fathiT  I     He  hatf  cast  me  off. 
I  am  as  liuuiclciut  aji  the  wind  that  muani 
And    wanders    thniiif^h   the    streets.     Oh, 

rmni'  with  me  ! 
l)o  not  delav.     Thy  (lud  iiliaU  be  mj  God, 
And  where  thou  guvst  I  will  go. 

p.niTii. 

I  cannot. 
Yet  will  I  not  ilcny  it,  nor  oonceal  it  ; 
FrtMii  the  first  moment  I  beheld  thy  face 
I  felt  a  teiulfnieMi  in  my  soul  towanls  thee. 
My    mind   luui  since   been   inward   to   the 

l^>rd. 
Wailing;   his  wortl.     It   has   not  yet  been 
ii|Miken. 

JOHN  rNIiK^lTT. 

I  cannot  wait.     Trust  me.     Oh,  come  with 
uit.-  ! 

tniTii. 

In  the  nrit  rtM>ni,  my  father,  an  old  man, 
h«itteth     iiiiprisunt'd     and     coudeuiiietl     to 

death, 
Williiij;  til  pn»vi'  hiH  faith  by  miirtvnlom  ; 
And  thinkt'iit  tlifU  liin  daughti-r  would  do 

If  ^-1  ? 

JMIIN    rNl>|l*OTT. 

Oh,  life  is  swrrt,  and  dfath  is  terrible  I 

PItlTll. 

I  havr  t4Mi  tiin^  walkt-d  hand  in  hand  with 

'I'll  «fiii<Ii|i*r  at  th:it  |uil<*  familiar  fare, 
liut  iravv  im*  imw       1  wi.ih  tu  be  alone. 

.I'iiN  r.Ni»i'  ••TT. 
Ndt  \t't.      Oil,  lit  inr  ^tay. 

I  i>iin. 

I'rp*  me  no  more. 

\\a*  f  f(uotl-iii);ht.      1  will  not  say  j^ood-by  ! 


Put  this  tempUtum  vadarBMlk  Iht  i 
To  him  that  oTerronclh  sImiU  br  pm 
The  white  stoo*  with  tkr  atv  Hat  i 

on  it. 
That  no  man  knows  me  his  Ihst 

receive  it, 
And  I  will  giTe  tbee  a  mtw  aasr,  si 

thee 
Pkul  of  Damascus  and  boI  Seal  d  1 

IJixii  KjfMcoTT.    (Inrm  sifs 


ACT  nr 

S7KNR  I.  —  A'lii^  StrwMf  IB  fimi  ^ri 
Aowjr.  KBMrTROBX  ta  tkt  piBmh  ' 
amd  a  crowii  ({/  /< 


KEvrriKnui  (taepiL 

The  vorld  ki  f  uU  of  cAie^ 
Much  liki>  BBto  a  babbit; 

WunMPti  and  raiv. 
And  «ti»MB  aad 


(^ood  Master  Merrj.  may  I  asjeaJ 


■BBBT. 


Ay,  that  ymi  may. 


Well,  then,  with 
Confound  the  i'dlory  I 


I  . 


MBBBT. 

Tbat*ttki 

The  joiner  said  who  nwido  the 
)  Mocks. 

lie  said,  Confoand  the  Btocld^ 

put  him 
Into  hi«  own.     He  waa  tbe  irti 

them. 


I 


For  swfariu);,  was  il  T 

MtRBT. 

No.it 
llr  rhari^t^I  the  town  too 

town. 
To  luakr  thin|p  square, 

!ttork«, 
.\nd  tincd  him  At* 

rUiHif^h 
To  settle  his  owa  bilL 
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KEMPTHORN. 


And  served  him  right  ; 
Uerry,  is  it  uot  eight  bells  ? 


MERBT. 


KEMPTHORM. 


>  you  see  ?     I  'm  getting  tired 
'cbed  aloft  here  in  this  cro' 

mate  of  a  whaler,  or  a  Middy 
looking  out  for  land  I     Sail 

heavy-laden  merchantman 
clews  eased  off,  and  running 

[iid.     A  solid  man  of  Boston. 
3  man,  with  dividends,  \ 

salmon,  and  the  first  green 

1  gentleman  passes, 

!ven  turn  his  head  to  look, 
ithout  a  word.     Here  comes 

r, 

cind  of  craft  on  a  taut  bow- 
Firm  in  the  apothecary, 
,  ponderous  citizen, 
ibicund  and  round  and  splen- 

bottle  in  his  own  shop  win- 


ACON  FiRMiN  passes, 

y  host  of  the  Three  Mariners, 

nd  trusty  tavemer, 

n  the  Great  Artillery  I 

an  to  pass  me  without  speak- 

looks  away  and  passes, 
»  ;   keep  your  luff,  old  hypo- 

ih  yes,  respectable, 

11  r  seat  in  the  new  Meeting- 

i^ht   on   the  Common  I     Bat 

this  ? 

w  the  Mary  Ann  was  in  ! 

I  is  my   old   friend.    Captain 

lith, 

itand  in  the  bilboes  here. 

my  bov  I 

r  Ralph  Goldsmith. 


OOLDflOaTH. 

Why,  Simon,  is  it  you  ? 
Set  in  the  bilboes  ? 

KEMPTHORN. 

Chock-a-block,  you  see, 
And  without  chafing-gear. 

GOLDSMITH. 

And  what 's  it  for  ? 

KEMPTHORN. 

Ask  that  starbowline  with  the  boat-hook 

there. 
That  handsome  man. 

MERRY  (bowing). 

For  swearing. 

KEMPTHORN. 

In  this  town 
They  put  sea-captains  in  the  stocks  for 

swearing, 
And  Quakers  for  not  swearing.     So  look 

out. 

I 

GOLDSMITH. 

I  pray  you  set  him  free ;  he  meant  no 

harm  ; 
T  is  an  old  habit  he  picked  up  afloat. 

MERRT. 

Well,  as  your  time  is  out,  you  may  come 

down. 
The  law  allows  you  now  to  go  at  large 
Like  Elder  Oliver's  horse  upon  the  Com- 
mon. 

KEMPTHORN. 

Now,  hearties,  bear  a  hand  1    Let  go  and 
haul. 

KEMPTHORN  ts  Set  free  ^  and  comes  forward^  tkah' 
ing  Goldsmith's  hand, 

KEMPTHORN. 

Give  me  your  hand,  Ralph.     Ah,  how  good 

it  feels  I 
The  hand  of  an  old  friend. 

goldsmith. 

God  bless  yoo,  Simon  I 

KEMPTHORN. 

Now  let  us  make  a  straight  wake  for  the 
tavern 
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Of  Um  Three  Marinen,  Samuel  Cole  eom- 

mander ; 
Wliere  we  can  take  our  eaae,  and  tee  tbe 

■hipping, 
And  talk  about  old  timet. 

aOLDCMlTB. 

Fint  I  must  pay 
If  T  duty  to  the  Governor,  and  take  him 
Ilia  Icttere  and   dispatches.     Come  with 
me. 

KKMrTHOMX. 

rd  rather  not.     I  saw  him  yesterday. 

OOLDSXITH. 

Then  wait  for  me  at  the  Three  Nuns  and 
Comb. 

KBMPTIIORN. 

I  thank  vou.     That  *s  too  near  to  the  town 

pump. 
I  will  f;o  with  you  to  the  GoTemor*Sy 
And   wait   outMide   there,   sailing  off  and 

un  ; 
If  I  am  wante<l,  you  can  hoist  a  signaL 

xraKT. 
Shall  I  go  with  you  snd  |)oint  out  the  way  ? 

GOUISMITII. 

Oh  no,  I  thank  vou.     I  am  not  a  stran- 

Rpr 
Here  iu  vour  crooked  little  town. 

« 

Xr.KRT. 

How  now,  sir  ? 
Do  you  abuse  our  towu?  [A^jrif. 

fiOUNIItlTH. 

Oh,  no  offence. 

Rr.MrTHtkKN. 

Ralph,    I  am  uimIit  btinds  for  a  hundred 
|Miuiid. 

fif»l.liMIITII. 

Hard  linn.     What  fur? 

KKXrTHoHM. 

To  t.ikr  Miiiir  Quakrrs  bnrk 
I    bn>iiglit    lirn*    friiiii    liarliodurs    in   the 

.^^walliiw. 
And  Ihiw  til  ilii  it  I  don't  rli*arlr  wrr, 
Kur  onr  of  thrill  i^  liaiiinhnl,  siid  another 
Is  ■rtitriifrd  tu  be  haiigvd  I     What  sliall  I 

do? 


Just  slip  year  hm 

niffht ; 
Sheer  off,  and  paj  it 

Simon  t 


ScKVR  II. —  Sirtti  ta 
tke  backgnMnd  a 
t^  atep$  iradimg  up 
kotue,      A   pmmp  #■ 
Jony  Ejrpirorr,  M 
A  drum  beats. 


Oh 


Iht  I 


¥^9^ 


.U 


I 


IT. 

Yes,  it 


hia 


But  for  the  damaabla  n  of  Hmmf 


40BK 

A  woman  scourged  and 
streets  I 


Well.  Roiburr  and 

Their  share  of  shame.  Ska  will  hi  w 

in  each  I 
Three  towns,  and  Forty  8Ciip«  mt 

that  makes 
Thirteen  in  each. 

JOBX  BXINOOVT* 

And  are  we  Jews  or  CM 

See  where  she  cornea,  amid  a  gapiac  < 

Ami  she  a  child.    Oh,  pitafvlfpSf 

There  *s  blood  npoo  hier  clothH^  ktf 

hrr  fret  I 

EntfT    Marshal    amj    m    ^rwmm^^ 

ttriiti^J  to  tkf  waiti.foUmK9d  l»|k  A 
in/A  u  acvmrgt^  amd  e 


I  Hrre  let  me  rest  ooa 
Will  Mime  one  give  bm 


T. 


AtU 


Alas  t  that  I  should  live  lo  Ma 


A  WOHAV. 

I)id  I  forsake  my  father 
And  ctiiiie  here  to  Na« 
this? 
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XDITH. 

St.    Will  no  one  give  nie  water  ? 

COTT  (making  his  way  through  the 
crowd  with  water). 

d's  name  ! 

EDITH  (drinking). 

In  his  name  I  receive  it ! 
be  water  of  Samaria's  well 
r  tastes.     I  thank   thee.    Is  it 
1? 
id  thou  hadst  deserted  me. 

JOHV  EITDICOTT. 

I  desert  thee,  nor  deny  thee, 
ted. 

MKRRT. 

O  Master  Endicott, 
what  you  say. 

JOHN  BNDIOOTT. 

Peace,  idle  habbler ! 

MBRBT. 

these  words  ! 

JOHN  ENDICOTT. 

Art  thou  not  better  now  ? 

EDITH. 

track  me  as  with  roses. 

JOHN  ENDICOTT. 

Ah,  these  wounds  ! 
>dy  garments  I 

EDITH. 

It  is  granted  me 
f  testimony  with  my  blood. 

JOHN  ENDICOTT. 

*d  seal  of  man's  vindictive  wrath  I 
the  garden  of  the  Lord  I 
ousehold  of  Iscariot, 
etrayed   in   thee   my   Lord    and 
ster  ! 

Christison  appears  above^  at  the 
fthe  prison^  stretching  out  his  hands 
\e  bars. 

christison. 

1  courage,  ()  my  child  !  my  child  ! 
■t  thou  when  men  shall  persecute 
e! 


Fear  not  their  faces,  saith  the  Lord,  fear 

not, 
For  I  am  with  thee  to  deliver  thee. 

A  CITIZEN. 

Who  18  it  crying  from  the  prison  yonder  ? 


It  IB  old  Wenlook  ChristisoiL 

CBBI8TI8ON. 

Remember 
Him  who  was  scourged,  and  mocked,  and 

crucified ! 
I  see  his  messengers  attending  thee. 
Be  steadfast,  oh,  be  steadfast  to  the  end  I 

■DiTH  (irttA  exultation), 

1  cannot  reach  thee  with  these  arms,   O 

father ! 
But  closely  in  my  soul  do  I  embrace  thee 
And  hold  thee.    In  thy  dungeon  and  thy 

death 
I  will  be  with  thee,  and  will  comfort  thee  I 

MARSHAL. 

Come,  put  an  end  to  this.    Let  the  drum 

beat. 
The  drum  beats.    Exeunt  all  hut  JoHK  Endi- 
COTT,  Upsall,  and  Merbt. 

chbistison. 

Dear  child,  farewell !  Never  shall  I  be- 
hold 

Thy  face  again  with  these  bleared  eyes  of 
flesh  ; 

And  never  wast  thou  fairer,  lovelier,  dearer 

Than  now,  when  scourged  and  bleeding, 
and  insulted 

For  the  troth's  sake.  O  pitiless,  pitiless 
town  ! 

The  wrath  of  God  hangs  over  thee ;  and 
the  day 

Is  near  at  hand  when  thou  shalt  be  aban- 
doned 

To  desolation  and  the  breeding  of  nettles. 

The  bittern  and  the  cormorant  shall  lodge 

Upon  thine  upper  lintels,  and  their  voice 

Sing  in  thy  windows.  Yea,  thus  saith  the 
Lord! 

JOHN  E?n>ICOTT. 

Awake  !  awake  !  ye  sleepers,  ere  too  late, 
And  wipe  these  bloody  statutes  from  your 
books !  [ExiL 
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XBHHT. 

Take  herd  ;  the  waIU  have  ean  I 

l'l*tULL. 

At  last,  the  heart 
Of  every  honest  man  mutt  speak  or  break  ! 
Enter  GoTUcyuH  Kjkoicott  tcith  his  kalbtniiers. 

X2COICOTT. 

What  is  this  stir  and  tumult  in  the  street  ? 

MRUKT. 

Worshipful  sir,  the  whippinf^  of  a  f^rl, 
And  her  old  father  howlini;  from  the  prison. 

EMOICOTT  tfo  Ai'i  Aii/6fT(/ieri). 
Go  on. 

ruKurruoic. 

AnttochuA  I     Antiochus  ! 
O  thou  tliat  slavt'st  the  Maccabees  I    The 

« 

Shall  smite  thee  with  incurable  disease, 
And  nu  mau  shall  endure  to  carry  thee  I 

MEHKY. 

Peace,  old  bla.splu-ntcr  ! 

ClllCIHTIft«)N. 

I  bfith  feel  and  see 
Tlie   presence  and    the  w^ift  uf  death  p> 

forth 
A>;ainKt  tliee,  and  aln*ady  thuu  dost  look 
Like  une  that  *a  doad  I 

And  tlien'  in  Vfnir  own  son, 
Wiir»hipful  sir,  a)i«-ttin);  thr  M^ditiun. 

rMmxrrr. 
Arrt'rkt  him.     l\*  not  Nparv  him. 

MIHltT    ami/r'. 

Mis  own  cliiM  ! 
Tlirre  in  Mimr  ii|M*i'i;il  pri>«  i«l«'nc4*  takt*H  fan* 
That  imni*  nh.-iH  U>  tiMi  happv  in  this  wurld  ! 
Ili^  OH II  tir>t*lNtrii. 

iiMHi  MI  r. 

(>  Al»4altim.  niT  lum  ! 

[/."rrtifi/;    tK^  /,'.iir»»i/ir  u  ith    K-%   hi!^»rti\rr»  iif- 

irP|c/:r<i.'  tKr    *t»i  »   II*   ^r»  A  ■•J*». 

Nl'llf       III  V**       ffilrrf)    ''t        ;rii-||fr       T.-ll, 

/'•l/«'i     Hl''ltf,ftl'->r.        )".  Ni'i«if|r    IJIl/     1*1.1.- 
|.|Mill%1l. 

I  M«l'  I'TT. 

I'hen-  is  a  i^iiip  from   Kii|;land  lias  come  iu. 


I 


borne. 
His  Majesty  was  at  tbs  AMey 

And  when  tbe  eoi        ' 
There  passed  a  miflrty  UwiwHeWlli 
Pbrtentous    with 
lightnings. 


After  his  father's,  if  I  weU 
I  There  was  an  eartlM|aakev  tkaft  %mk 

evil. 


Ten  of  the  Rencidea  have  beta  pal  M 
The  bodies  orCromwelU  In^tm.  mA I 

nluiw 
Hare  been  dragged  from  tlMir 

publicly 
Hanged  in  their  ahroods  at  Tyk«& 


BBLUKO 


Thus  the  old  tyranny  reTi 
Its  arm  i»  long  enough  to 
As  vou  will  see.  For, 
Than   tlalinting  id 

shn*ud!i. 
Here  i»  the  King's 

us 
From  this  day  forth,  all 

Quakers. 


Bm 


«bi 


•iF 


aRtxiva 
That  takes  from  as  all  po 

pupiN'tA, 

And  can  no  lunger  eaecate 


Kiiwr«»rr. 

IIi«  MaJTAtv  begins  with 

**  Trusty  and   well-beloved,  «e 

wril  ;  ** 
Thrn  mith  a  mthkaa  lauid  ht 

nil* 
All  that  which  maki 
From  «iinic  t»ld  gmeral  in  Ike 

In  %^T\  ifT,  ncarred  witk  wmMj 
.lii<«t  nt  tilt*  iHiur  of  Tietary,  lit 
11 14   Imilt^  of  uffic<e  aad   kia 

hi>n<»r«. 
And  titrii^t  him  back  ialo  tba 


ll%%l;    'in'/.    trktU   iU   ■■ 
iiu«A«  up  amd  don  lAr 


^9  mm 
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it   for  yourself ;   yoa  see  bis 

t   words  —  considerate  —  not 
ichful  — 

Id  be  more  gentle  —  or  more 

• 
» 

be    meaning    undemeatb    tbe 

He  says  all  people  known  as 
ers 

low  condemned  to  suffer  deatb 
)ral  punishment  wbatever, 
)risoned,  or  may  be  obnoxious 
ondemnation,  shall  be  sent 
J   England,  to   be  dealt  with 

as  shall  be  agreeable 
glish  law  and  their  demerits. 


OHAM  {returning  the  paper). 
Ay,  so  the  paper  says. 

KNDICOTT. 

shall  no  longer  rule  the  Prov- 

ewell  to  law  and  liberty, 

aspect  for  Magistrates, 

ind  welfare  of  the   Common- 

b. 

aves  upon  this  continent 

appeal    to    England,   and   so 

t 

truth  and  justice  by  delay, 

gone  forever.    We  are  uothing 

valueless  save  when  we  follow 

and  our  unit  is  the  King  ! 

gives  us  value. 

BELLINQHAM. 

I  confess 
to   be    the    meaning   of   this 

be    King's   Mandamus,  signed 

laled, 

;y,  or  we  are  in  rebellion. 

ENDICOTT. 

Richard    Bellingham,  —  I  tell 

the  beginning  of  a  struggle 
mortal  can  foresee  the  end. 
ve  to  fipht  the  battle  for  you, 
disgraced  iu  every  way  ; 


This  order  takes  from  me  my  self-respect 
And  the  respect  of  others.     'T  is  my  aoom. 
Yes,    my    aeath  -  warrant,    but   must    be 

obeyed  I 
Take  it,  and  see  that  it  is  executed 
So  far  as  this,  that  all  be  set  at  large  ; 
But  see  that  none  of  them  be  sent  to  Eng^ 

land 
To  bear  false  witness,  and  to  spread  reports 
That  might  be  prejudicial  to  ourselves. 

[Exit  Bellimobajc 
There 's  a  doll  pain  keeps  knocking  at  my 

heart, 
Dolefully  saying,  "  Set  thy  house  in  order. 
For  thou   shalt  surely  die,  and  shalt  not 

live  !  *' 
For  me  the  shadow  on  the  dial-plate 
Goeth  not  back,  but  on  into  the  dark  I 

[ExU. 

ScEKE  IV.  —  The  street,  A  crowds  reading 
a  placard  on  the  door  qf  the  Meeting-htmBe, 
Nicholas  Upsall  avMng  them.    Enter  Johk 

NOBTON. 

KOBTOM. 

What  is  this  gathering  here  ? 

UPSALL. 

One  William  Brand, 
An   old   man  like  ourselves,  and  weak  in 

body. 
Has  been  so  cruelly  tortured  in  his  prison. 
The  people  are  excited,  and  they  threaten 
To  tear  the  prison  down. 

KORTON. 

What  has  been  done  ? 

UP8ALL. 

He  has  been  put  in  irons,  with  his  neck 
And  heels  tied  close  together,  and  so  left 
From  five  in   the   morning  until  nine  at 
night. 

NORTON. 

What  more  was  done  ? 

rrsALL. 

He  has  been  kept  five  days 
In  prison  without  food,  and  cruelly  beaten, 
So    that   his  limbs   were  cold,  his  senses 
stopped. 


What  more  ? 


NORTON. 
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vnuLL. 
And  u  thii  not  enough  ? 

VORTOV. 

Now  h«ar  me. 
Thii  Willimm  Brand  of  jonn  hai  triMi  to 

beat 
Our  Gospel  Ordinances  black  and  blue  ; 
And,  if  be  has  been  beaten  in  like  manner, 
It  is  but  justice,  and  I  will  appear 
In  his  behalf  that  did  so.     I  suppose 
That  he  refused  to  work. 

rrsALL. 

He  was  too  weak. 
How  could  an  old  man  work,  when  he  was 
starring  ? 

And  what  is  this  placard  ? 

I'niAU.. 

The  Magistrates, 
To  appease  the  {teople  and  prevent  a  tumult. 
Have  put  up  these  placards  throughout  the 

town, 
I  Vclarinc  that  the  jailer  shalt  be  dealt  with 
luipartially  and  sterulj  bj  the  Court. 

]iinKT<(N  iUartng  tiotrn  the  jtlarard), 

Down  with  this  weak  and  cowardly  conces- 
sion, 
This  flag  of  truce   with   Satan  and  with 

Sin  ! 
I  fling  it  iu  his  face  !     1  trample  it 
I'nder  my  feet  !     It  is  hi>  running  craft, 
The  mastrr|iieoe  of  hi*  diplomacy. 
To  cry  ant!  plra«l  for  Umiidless  toleration. 
Hut  tiil<«ratii»n  in  the  first-lwm  child 
Of  all  aUimi nations  and  deceits. 
There   i»   no  room   in  Christ's  triumphant 

aruiy 
K<ir  tiil<*rtti(»iii«ts.     And  if  an  Angel 
I*n-Ai*li  any  uthrr  g«M|irl  unto  you 
Than  that  \v  havi*  re4*rire«l,  (lod*!  maledic- 

tlOll 

lV«4'rhil  III  inn  him  !    I^t  him  be  accursed  I 

[  Ent. 

I' 1*11  A  LX. 

Now,  gii  thy  ways,  John  Norton  I  go  thy 

«a;k^, 
Thou   (»rthmiui    Kvangrliit,   as   men   call 

th.  I  ! 
but   r^eii  iitiw  thrrr  cometh  out  of    (Ing* 

laud. 


ano' 


An  outraged  man.  to  call  Ikaa  Wmm 
For  the  nnrigfatecNU  wmaim  ef  Ui« 


ScDniV.-ns    WiUmmm^ 


How  beantifnl  are  these 

The  wildemew  doth 

And  change  into  a  gardes  ef  Ike 

How  silent  everywhere  t 

Here  in  the  forest,  there 

An  inward  aerfulaeek     I 

Of  the   Apostle  Peal  : 

often. 
Often  in  perib  in  the 
In  weariness,  ia      '  ' 
In  hunger  and  thiitt. 


And  I  forget  mj 

My  watcUnge,  aad  mj 

thirst 
The  Lord  hath  Mid  Itet  Ha 

flock 
In  cloudy  and  dark  dajih 

dwell 
Securely  in  the  wi 
Safe  in  the  woods  I 


Ihq 


torn, 
I  come  back  with  My 

town. 
Dimly  I  see  it,  and  the  i 

0  cruel   town  t     I 

there. 
And  yet  I  most  go  haek  ;  far  aim  li 

1  hear  the  inwara  ealliaf  ef  the  fl^ 
And  must  obey  the  Toiea.    O 


Wyaiii 


Your  ptlden  cro 

stained. 
From  you  I  learn  a 
An«l  am  obedient  evea 
If  God  so  wilb  it. 


( 
EdiUit  BAkl 


t 


It  is  in  rain  t     I  ealL  aha 
I  follow,  hot  I  flad  Bo 
Hlood  !  bhiod  I    The 

around  OM 
Are  red  with  hlood  I 

forest. 
The  cloode  thai 
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1  even  the  little  river  in  the  meadows 
I  stained  with  it  !     Where'er  I  look,  I 

see  it ! 
ny,  thou  horrible  vision  !      Leave  me  I 

leave  me  I 
ys  !  yon  winding  stream,  that  g^pes  its 

way 
rough  mist  and  shadow,  doubling  on  it- 
self, 
length  will  find,  by  the  unerring  law 
nature,  what  it  seeks.     O  soul  of  man, 
»ping  through  mist  and  shadow,  and  re- 
coiling 
ik  on  thyself,  are,  too,  thy  devious  ways 
»ject  to  law  ?  and  when  thou  seemest  to 

wander 
9  farthest  from  thy  goal,  art  thou  still 

drawing 
trer  and  nearer  to  it,  till  at  length 
3a  findest,   like   the  river,   what   thou 
seekest  ?  lExit, 


ACT  V 

WE  I.  —  Daybreak.  Street  in  front  qf  Uf- 
all's  house.  A  light  in  the  window.  Enter 
OHK  £ndicott. 

JOHN  EITDIOOTT. 

nlent,  sombre,  and  deserted  streets, 
me  ye  're  peopled  with  a  sad  procession, 
d  echo  only  to  the  voice  of  sorrow  ! 
louses  full  of  peacef ulness  and  sleep, 
'  better  were  it  to  awake  no  more 
in  wake  to  look  upon  such  scenes  again  ! 
Te  is  a  light  in  Master  Upsall's  window. 
I  good  man  is  already  risen,  for  sleep 
erts  the  couches  of  the  old. 

Knocks  at  Upball's  door, 

CPSJLLL  {at  the  window). 

Who 's  there  ? 

JOHK  ENDIOOTT. 

I  SO  changed  you  do  not   know  my 
voice  ? 

UPSALL. 

low  you.     Have  you  heard  what  things 
have  happened  ? 

JOHN   ENDICXXTT. 

ve  heard  nothing. 

UPSALL. 

Stay  ;  I  will  come  down. 


JOHN  ENDICOTT. 

I  am  afraid  some  dreadful  news  awaits  me  ! 
I  do  not  dare  to  ask,  yet  am  impatient 
To  know  the  worst.     Oh,  I  am  very  weary 
With  waiting  and  with  watching  and  pur- 
suing ! 

^fiter  Upsall. 

UPSALL. 

Thank  God,  you  have  come  back  f    I  Ve 

much  to  tell  you. 
Where  have  you  been  ? 

JOHN  ENDICOTT. 

You  know  that  I  was  seized, 
Fined,  and  released  again.    You  know  that 

Edith, 
After  her  scourg^g  in  three  towns,  was 

banished 
Into  the  wilderness,  into  the  land 
That  is  not  sown  ;    and  there  I  followed 

her, 
But  found  her  not.     Where  is  she  7 

UPSALL. 

She  is  here. 

JOHN  SNDICOTT. 

Oh,  do  not  speak  that  word,  for  it  means 
death  ! 

UPSALL. 

No,  it  means  life.  She  sleeps  in  yonder 
chamber. 

Listen  to  me.  When  news  of  Leddra't 
death 

Reached  England,  Edward  Burroughs,  hav- 
ing boldly 

Got  access  to  the  presence  of  the  King, 

Told  him  there  was  a  vein  of  innocent 
blood 

Opened  in  his  dominions  here,  which 
threatened 

To  overrun  them  all.     The  King  replied, 

**  But  I  will  stop  that  vein  I  "  and  he  forth- 
with 

Sent  his  Mandamus  to  our  Magistrates, 

That  they  proceed  no  further  in  this  buu- 
ness. 

So  all  are  pardoned,  and  all  set  at  large. 

JOHN   ENDICOTT. 

Thank  God  !     This  is  a  victory  for  truth  I 
Our  thoughts  are   free.    They  cannot  be 

shut  up 
jji  prison  walls,  nor  put  to  death  on  scaf- 
folds I 
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riliALU 

Come  in  ;  the  moruing  air  bluwt  iharp  and 

culd 
Thruagh  the  damp  AtreeU. 


Sirj 
Yoa'Te  the  adTaaUgw  of   ■•.     I 

know  yiMi. 
What  may  I  call  joar  ttaow  t 


Thaft'aMt 


JOHN  EKDltinT. 

It  is  the  dawn  of  day 
ThaX  chaaes  the   old   darkneM   from   our  \ 

•lty»  I 

And  fllli  the  land  with  liberty  and  light. 

[Exetrnt.     Yen,  that  ••  my  name.     Wknft'a 

ScBirB  II.  —  Thf^  parlor  nf  tkr  Thrte  Marintf, 
Lnter  Kkmitiiukm. 


at 


KBMITHOKN. 

A  dull  life  this,  —  a  dull  life  anyway  t 
Ready  for  tea  ;  the  cargo  all  aboard, 
Clearvd  for  liarbadoet,  and   a   fair   wind 

biowinff 
From  nor*-nor  -west ;  and  I,  an  idlr  lubber. 
Laid  ui*ck  aud   heels  by  that  confounded 

bond  ! 
I   said   to  Ralph,  savs  I,  **  ^luit  *s   to   be 

done?" 
Says   he  :  **  Just  slip  your   hawser  in   the  i 

night ; 
Sberr  off,  and  pay  it  with  the  topsail,  Si- 
mon/* j 
Rut  that  won*t  do  ;  because,  you  see,  the  I 

(iwners 
Somehow  ur  fit  her  arc  niixetl  up  with  it. 
Ilrre    an*    King   CharliVs   Twelve    Good 

Kules,  that  (^»le  i 

Thinks  as  important  am  the  Rule  of  Three. 

"  Make   no   rompariHonn ;    make   no    long 

meaU." 
TliiMc   »n*   g«MNl   rules  and  gtildcn   for  a 

laiidlonl 
To  hang   in    \i'\*   U'st  |Mir1or.  fnimrd   and 

glaziMl  ! 
**  Maintain      no    ill     f»pinioiui  ;     urge     no 

lil'tiltltH." 

I  drink  thf  Kinf;*^,  uhatiMrr  lie  may  say. 

Ami.  :iH  ti»  ill  tipiiiioii'*,  tliat  «l(*p«*niN. 

Now  of  K.Ll|ih  (Mild'«iiit:h  I  *vr  apNMl  upin- 

ioii. 
Aiitl  of  tlif  ImIImm"*  I  'vr  :in  ill  (*|»init»n  ; 
And  iMith  iif  thi'M*  njiiuions    I  *11  niaintAin 
Aa  I'^iii;  AH  thi-ri'  \  a  •'l.nt  lift  in  thf  liN'ker. 

Kntrr  K.LiW  AKii  lii  1 1  i  it  u  .:'•  'in riir -trumpet. 

IM  Til  II. 

CmmhI  nitifitiiig,  i.'apt*Aiii  Kriiipthom. 


I  am  the  treasurer  of  tbe  d 


WiU  you  be  seated  7 


What  SET?    WW*b 


Will  yoQ  sit  down  ? 


Ob. 


Upon  this  chair,  sweet  Batter. 

Bi-TTBB  {Bittimg  JmrnrnX, 

A 


N<ithiiig  *s  the  matter  witk  it 

of. 
I  have  neen  lietter.  and  I  knve 
The  wind  *s  nor'wcsL    That  *• 

that 


HI 


You  nre<l  not  speak  so  lo«d  ;  I 


Ton. 
You  nail  tu-dav. 


No.  I  doa*! 

St),  lie  it  fair  or  foul,  it 
Say,    will    yon 

toltacco  here. 


No,  thank  tou. 
smoke. 


HITTI 

It's 
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KEMPTHORN. 

yoa  driok?     There's  good  ale 
lis  inn. 

BUTTKB. 

you.     It 's  against  the  law  to 
k. 

KEMPTHORN. 

st  everything 's  against  the  law 

xl  town.     Give  a  wide  berth  to 

thing, 

e  to  fetch  up  soon  on  something 

BUTTER. 

sail  to-day  for  dear  Old  Eng- 

• 

le  of  those  who  think  a  sup 
w  England  air  is  better  worth 
lole  draught  of  our  Old   £ng- 

^s  ale. 

KEMPTHORN. 

ve  me  the  ale  and  keep  the  air. 
lid,  I  do  not  sail  to-daj. 

BUTTER. 

>a  sail  to-day. 

KEMPTHORN. 

I  'm  nnder  bonds 
•me  Quakers  back  to  the  Bar- 
»es  ; 

them  is  banished,  and  another 
d  to  be  hanged. 

BUTTER. 

No,  all  are  pardoned, 
free,  by  order  of  the  Court ; 
of  them  would   fain   return  to 
land. 

lot  take  them.     Upon  that  con- 
•n 
is  cancelled. 

KEMPrnORN. 

Ah,  the  wind  has  shifted  ! 
do  you  speak  officially  ? 

BUTTER. 

<»ak  officially.     To  prove  it, 
bond. 
ising  and  giving  a  paper. 


KEMPTHORN. 


And  here 's  my  hand  npon  it. 
And,  look  yoa,  when  I  say  1 'U  do  a  thing 
The  thing  is  done.    Am  I  now  free  to  go  ? 


What  say? 


BUTTER. 


KEMPTHORN. 


I  say,  confound  the  tedious  mao 
With  his  strange  speaking-trumpet !     Can 
Igo? 

BUTTER. 

You  're  free  to  j;o,  by  order  of  the  Court. 
Your  servant,  sir.  [ExiL 

KEMPTHORN  (sKouting  fiwn  the  window). 

Swallow,  ahoy  !    Hallo  I 
If  ever  a  man  was  happy  to  leave  Boston, 
That   man   is   Simon    Kempthom  of  the 
Swallow  ! 

i^e^nter  BuTTKB. 

BUTTER. 

Pray,  did  you  call  ? 


CaU?    Yes,  I  hailed  the  Swallow. 

BUTTER. 

That 's  not  my  name.    My  name  is  Edward 

Butter. 
You  need  not  speak  so  loud. 

KEMPTHORN  (shoh'ng  hands). 

Good-by!    Good-by  I 

BUTTER. 

Your  servant,  sir. 

KEMPTHORN. 

And  yours  a  thousand  times  I 

[Exeunt. 

Scene  m.  —  Governor  Endxoott*s  private 
room.  An  open  window.  Endicott  seated 
in  an  arm-ihair.  Bellinoham  standing 
near. 

ENDICOTT. 

O  lost,  O  loved  I  wilt  thou  return  no  more  ? 
O  loved  and  lost,  and  loved  the  more  when 

lost  I 
How  many  men  are  dragged   into  their 

graves 
By  their  rebellious  children  !    I  now  feel 
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Till*  agimv  «>f  a  f«it Iter's  breaking  heart 
In  David  a  or}-,  **  O  Absalom,  my  aon  !  ** 


I  am  not  Mipemitioai, 
And  Tet  I  tramUe  lart  il 
A  judgment  on  him. 


So  tJMpM|l 

They  tay  hii  borve  am\ 

wky 
The  ghort  of  Willmm 

frightened. 
And  furthermore,  bniT» 
I  port. 

The  capUin  of  the  Cartfe,  in  tte  «■ 
Has  been  itruck  dead  by  li| 


t 


For  as  I  listen  to  yoar 

As  if  the  Seven  Thnndaia 

voices. 
And  the  dead  bodies  lay 
<  )f  thtf  disconsolate  eity  I 
I    did    not    pat    thoee 

death. 
I  did    but  guard  tha 

sword 
Pointe<l  towards  tbam* 

upcm  it ! 
Yet  now  I  would  that  I 
In  all  that  bloody 


my 

BKLLINdllAll. 

Can  you   nut  turn  your  thoughts  a  little 

while 
To   public    matters?      There   arc  papers 

here 
That  Ui'vd  utteulitiii. 

KMiliirrr. 

Trouble  mo  no  more  ! 
My  business  now  is  with  another  world. 
.\h.  Kit*  ban  I  IWllingluini  !     I  greutly  fear 
Tb'it   in    uiv   righteous    zeal   1  have  U^en 

led 
To  doing  many  things  which,  left  undone. 
My  mind  would  now   lie   easier.      Did   I 

dn'uni  it. 
Or  has  some   person  told   me,  that  John 

Norton 
is  dead  ? 

HKLUMiHAM. 

You  have  not  dn'ained  it.     He  is  dead. 
And  gone  to  his  n*wunl.    It  was  no  dream. 

FMUrnTT. 

llien  it  was  verv  Mi(M*-n  ;  for  I  saw  him 
Standing   wlR*re  ynu   now  ^land,  not  long 
ago. 

HI't.I.INfillAM. 

By  his  own  firenidf.  in  th*'  iiftrmoon, 

A    faint  ne<k!i    and   a   giddine^tn   came   o*er 

biiii  : 
\nd,    Ifuning    on    the    cbininey-|iie4*e,   he 

cried. 
"*  'V\w  band  of  (  hnI  is  on  nie  ( "   and   fell 

drad. 

111.  ,  _     .\il  are  at  large. 

And   Mill    not     sfuw    onr   sav,   or   liave   I 

iln*:intf(l  it, 
Tbiit  lliini|ibr«-\  AtbiTtoii  JH  dead  ?  j^n,]  mine  haw 

To  KngUiid  to  malign  as  wilb  lli  I 

Mil  INi.llAM.  •*  • 

Ill-  tiMi    -  'jiiiii'.  ;iiii|  |i\   ;i  diMtb  a*  >»udilen.  BBIJJIiOl 

lit  liirii:i  .;  li>iiMf  niir  rvi-iun^,  at  th»'  Jil:ii"i'  ■  I**  shiji  that  brottgbt 

\N  iiiT»      iiv-i.tllv    till'    QuakcTH     have     l«e«*ii  htiur, 

«<    'iru'fii.  I^>*t  carries  no  one  haek. 

II. ••  Imr-  *  — -k  frii^bt.  :iiiil  tbp'W  bini  to  tbe  ^  Jiatamt 

L""'MliI, 

8«>  th.it    Ik    Kmiii-   \. •  rf  il.i<ibfMl  almiit  tbe 


tfciy 


lie  on  their  beads,  doI 


THE  NEW  ENGLAND  TRAGEDIES 


495 


BELLINOHAM. 

parting  signal.      Through  the  window 

there» 
:,  yoa   can   see   her  sails,  above   the 

roofs, 
»ping  below  the  Castle,  outward  boond. 

ENDICOTT. 

hite,   white,  white  I     Would   that  my 

soul  had  wing^ 
tpotless   as  those   shining  sails  to  fly 

with  I 
lay   this  cushion  straight.     I   thank 

you.     Hark  I 
Dugbt  I  heard  the  hall  door  open  and 

shut  I 
toght  I  heard  the  footsteps  of  my  boy  I 

BELLINOHAM. 

as  the  wind.  There 's  no  one  in  the 
passage. 

ENDICOTT. 

twalom,  my  son  I     I  feel  the  world 
ing  beneath  me,  sinking,  sinking,  sink- 
ing I 
h  knocks  I     I  go  to  meet  him  I    Wel- 
come, Death  I 

\  and  sinks  back  dead ;  his  head  falling 
aside  upon  his  shoulder, 

BELLINOHAM. 

atftly  sight !  Like  one  who  has  been 
hanged  I 

cott  I  Endicott  I  He  makes  no  an- 
swer I 

Raises  Endicott^s  head, 

ireathes  no  more  I     How  bright  this 

signet-ring 
ers  upon  his  hand,  where  he  has  worn 

it 
ugh  such  long  years  of  trouble,  as  if 

Death 
given  him  this  memento  of  affection, 
whispered   in   his    ear,   "  Remember 

me  ! 
placid  and  how  quiet  is  his  face, 
that  the  struggle  and  the  strife  are 

ended  I 
the  acrid  spirit  of  the  times 
oded    this    true    steel.      Oh,   rest   in 

peace, 
ageous  heart  I     Forever  rest  in  peaoe  ! 


GILES    COREY  OF    THE    SALEM 

FARMS 

DRAMATIS   PERSONiE 

OnJBCounr Farmer, 

JoHV  HATaoKXB MagutroU. 

CoTTOM  Mathsk Minister  oj  the  OospeL 

JoKATHAV  Waloot    .    .    .    .  A  youth. 

RicHABD  6AU»m     ....  8ea-Caplain. 

JohhOlotd Corey^t  hired  man. 

Maktha Wife  of  GUei  Corey, 

TiruBA An  Indian  woman. 

Mast  Walcot  • One  of  the  Afflicted. 

The  Scene  is  in  Salem  in  the  year  1692, 

PROLOGUE 

Delubions  of  the  days  that  once  have 
been. 

Witchcraft  and  wonders  of  the  world  un- 
seen. 

Phantoms  of  air,  and  necromantic  arts 

That  crushed  the  weak  and  awed  the 
stoutest  hearts,  — 

These  are  our  theme  to-night ;  and  vagaely 
here. 

Through  the  din.  mist,  that  crowd  the  at- 
mosphere. 

We  draw  the  outlines  of  weird  figures  oast 

In  shadow  on  the  backgrouro  of  the 
Past. 

Who  would  believe  that  in  the  quiet  town 
Of  Salem,  and  amid  the  woods  that  crown 
The  neighboring  hillsides,   and  the  snnnj 

farms 
That  fold  it  safe  in  their  paternal  arms,  — 
Who  would  believe  that  m  those  peaceful 

streets, 
Where  the  great  elms  shut  out  the  sum- 
mer heats. 
Where  quiet  reigns,  and  breathes  through 

brain  and  breast 
The  benediction  of  unbroken  rest,  — 
Who  would  believe  such  deeds  could  find  a 

place 
As  these  whose  tragic  history  we  retrace  ? 

'T  was  but  a   village  then  :   the  goodmnn 

ploughed 
His  ample  acres  under  sun  or  dond  ; 
The  good  wife  at  her  doorstep  sat  and  spun, 
And  gossiped   with   her  neighbors  in  the 

sun ; 
The  only  men  of  dignity  and  state 
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Wen*  then  tbe  Miniftter  an«l  the  MajrUtnite, 
Who  ruled  their  little  realm  with  iron  roil. 
Lew  in  the  luve  than  in  the  fear  of  (lod  ; 
And  who  U*lieved  devoutly  in  the  Powem 
Of  Darknesn,  working;  in  thin  worhl  of  uurn, 
In  ipelU  of  Witehcruft,  incnntatioiu  dread. 
And  nhrouded  apparitions  of  the  dead. 

Upon    this  simple    folk   "  with    fire  and 

Hanie." 
Saith  the  old  Chronicle.  **  the  Devil  came  ; 
Scatterinf;  his  firebrands  and  hi.i  poiiwnous 

darts, 
To  set  on    fire   of   Hell  all   ton^pies  and 

hearts ! 
And  't  is  no  wonder  ;  for,  with  nil  lii.4  h«Mt, 
There  most  he  nif^*s  where  he  hateth  most. 
And  is  most  hated  ;  ko  on  us  he  brings 
All     these     stupendous    and    portentous 

things  ! " 

Something  of  this  our  scene  to-night  will 

show  : 
And  ve  who  listen  to  the  Tale  of  Woe, 
IV  nt»t  too  >wift  in  ea.Hting  the  fir»t  j^tone. 
Nor  think    New    Kugland  bears  the  guilt 

alone. 
This  sudden  biir«t  of  wirkedness  and  crime 
Was  but  the  enminon  niiuhii'H^  of  the  time. 
When  in  all  land 4,  th:it  lie  within  tlie  Miund 
Of  Sabliath  Im>11s,  a  Wit<-li  was  bunied  or 

drowned. 

ACT   I 

ScKKF  I.       Thf    iromi*    near    Salem    Vitlage. 
Knlrr  Titi'HA.  irirA  a  ha»kft  0/  krris. 

TITI-HA. 

Here  *ii  mfnik*s-hoo«l,  that  bree<ls  fever  in 

the  IiIimn)  ; 
And  di>adly  nii^hUtluMle.  that  makes  men  see 

And    h*tdaani*,   that   will  sluike  them  with 

ronvuUitiiiH  ; 
Anil  iiiradfiw-vitTniii  and  black  lii'lli'lmre, 
Th.(t  r:ii  k   M'f  inTvr't,  and   puff    the    hkin 

And    bit't  r-^wift,   and     brionv.    and    eVf 

brj::lit. 
Tliit  raii««*    erupt ii>ii«,   niMt-Mcifl,  rlii'uma- 

1   kiti>w   tln'iii.    ami   the   pi  ii*i'4  when*   they 

hide 
In    flclfl    I'll   ipfnit'iw  :  ami    I   Lnnw   their 

■fcrt  t*, 


And    gather  them    baMHM  tkij  f 

power 
Over  all 

these, 
I,  Tituba,  an  Indian 
Am  stronger  than  the 
Am  richer    than   the 

mooej, 
.Am  wiser  thisn  tbe  ael 
Mightier  than  Miniati 
With  all  the  fear  and 

them  t 
For  I  can  fill  their 

pftina. 
Can  make  them  congh  wVk 

with  palsy, 
Can   make   their 

with  chosta. 
Or  fall  into  delirinm  and 
I  have  the  Evil  Eye.  the  Enl  H^ 
A  touch  from  me  and  tlMy  m  «■ 

|uiin, 
A  lo(»k  f  mm  ne,  and  they  wnaiBti 
Tlie  death  of  cattle  and  tbe  UMt  i 
The  shipwreck*  Ibe  tornnde^  M  Iki 
l*hese  are  my  doinga,  and  Ibi^  ^m 
Tims  I  work  vengeanee  on  ■■»  mt 
Who,  while  they  eall  im  dbvi^ait  1 

me  I 

£xit   TiTi'BA.      fafrr  MaTOab  Am 
Bpwrmi,  triik a  ridimif  a4iy  mhmk 


Methiiiki*  that  I  have 

kn«>wn 

Into  tlie  land  and  atmoipWfi  aff  V 
For.  mt^litating  as  I  junrnsied  e^ 
l^> !  I  have  lost  mv  wav  I  *II  I  n 
Kightly.  it  is  Scribonias  tbe 
Tliat  tells  the  stoty  of  a  mm 
Fiir  one  that  was  poaMaad  by  Bwfl 
Was  struck  lit  Evil  Spifila  in  tbi  I 
I,  jAiinif  ving  to  cifmoivenl  tbe  Wi 
Survly  by  Wiicbet  bare  ham  lid  ■ 
I  ant  |ter^uaded  tbere  nve  Um 
In  wlueh  the  Devil  doCb  not  * 
Wi*  cannot  iindertabe  a  ji 
litit  Satan  will  be  tbere  lo 
liy  hindering  or  by  fi 

led  me 

Into  tbi4  thicket,  straeb  »e  ia  lb* 
With  bmncbee  of  tbe  tvta^  wmk  1 

el-*l 

The  frtbirks  of  my 
I, 
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1 1  must  needs  dismount,  and  search  on 

foot 
tbe  lost  pathway  leading  to  the  village. 
Reenter  Tituba. 

at  shape  is  this  ?  What  monstrous  ap- 
parition, 

seeding  fierce,  that  none  may  pass  that 
way  ? 

1  me,  good  woman,  if  you  are  a 
woman  — 

TITUBA. 

m  a  woman,  but  I  am  not  good. 
n  a  Witch ! 

MATHSR. 

Then  tell  me.  Witch  and  woman, 
you  must  know  the  pathways  through 

this  wood, 
ere  lieth  Salem  Village  ? 

TITXJBA. 

Reverend  sir, 
village  18  near  by.     I  'm  going  there 
h  these  few  herbs.     I  '11  lead  you.   Fol- 
low me. 

MATHEB. 

it  say,  who  are  you  ?    I  am  loath  to 

follow 
tranger  in  this  wilderness,  for  fear 
being  misled,  and  left  in  some  morass, 
to  are  you  ? 

TITUBA. 

I  am  Tituba  the  Witch, 
Fe  of  John  Indian. 

MATHBB. 

Yon  are  Tituba  ? 
low  yon  then.     You  have  renounced  the 

Devil, 
I  have  become  a  penitent  confessor. 
I  Lord  be  praised  !    Go  on,  I  '11  follow 

you. 
it  only  till  I  fetch  my  horse,  that  stands 
bered  among  the  trees,  not  far  from 

here. 

TITUBA. 

me  g^t  np  behind  you,  reverend  sir. 

MATHER. 

Lord  forbid  !     AVhat  would  the  people 

think, 
they   should   see   the  Reverend  Cotton 

blather 
e  into  Salem  with  a  Witch  behind  him  ? 
Lord  forbid  ! 


TITUBA. 

I  do  not  need  a  horse  I 
I  can  ride  through  the  air  upon  a  stick. 
Above  the  tree-tops  and  above  the  houses, 
And  no  one  see  me,  no  one  overtake  me  ! 

[Exeunt, 

ScEKB  II.  — ^  room  at  Justice  Hathorke's. 
A  clock  in  the  corner.  Enter  Hathormb  and 
Mather. 

bathorne. 

You  are  welcome,  reverend  sir,  thrice  wel- 
come here 
Beneath  my  humble  roof. 

MATHER. 

I  thank  yonr  Worship. 

HATHORNB. 

Pray  you  be  seated.    You  must  be  fatigued 
With  your  long  ride  through  unfrequented 
woods. 

They  git  down, 

MATHER. 

You  know  the  purport  of  my  visit  here,  — 

To  be  advisea  by  you,  and  counsel  with 
you. 

And  with  the  Reverend  Clergy  of  the  vil- 
lage. 

Touching  these  witchcrafts  that  so  much 
afflict  you  ; 

And  see  with  mine  own  eyes  the  wonders 
told 

Of  spectres  and  the  shadows  of  the  dead. 

That  come  back  from  their  graves  to  speak 
with  men. 

HATHORKE. 

Some  men  there  are,  I  have  known  such, 
who  think 

That  the  two  worlds  —  the  seen  and  the  un- 
seen, 

The  world  of  matter  and  the  world  of 
spirit  — 

Are  like  the  hemispheres  upon  oar  maps. 

And  touch  each  other  only  at  a  point. 

But  these  two  worlds  are  not  divided 
thus, 

Save  for  the  purposes  of  common  speech. 

They  form  one  globe,  in  which  the  parted 
seas 

All  flow  together  and  are  intermingled, 

While  the  great  continents  remain  dis- 
tinct. 
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MATHRR. 

I  doiilit  it  not.     Till*  s|iiritiml  wurM 
Lion  h11  alioiit  us,  aiid  its  aveiiueii 
Are  o|NMi  to  thv  uiimm'Ii  fcft  of  phantomii 
Thnt  i'oiiu*  and  go,  and  wc  pervcivo  tliem 

n<»t. 
Save  \>\  thrir  intlumcis  or  when  at  times 
A    must    mystvriuuB     rrovidrnci'    permits 

tbetn 
To  manif(*st  thcm.«u*Ivc8  to  mortal  eyea. 

IliTHOKNK. 

Voa,  who  arv  always  welcome  here  among 

us. 
Are  dotiUly  welcome  now.     We  need  your 

wis<ioni. 
Your  leuniiiig  in  these  things,  to  be  our 

guide. 
The  IX'vil  hath  come  down  in  wrath  upon 

And  ravages  the  land  with  all  his  huata. 

MATRF.K. 

The    Unelean    Spirit    said,  "  My  name   is 

I^'giuu  !  * 
Multituil«*.i  in  (he  Vallev  of  Destruction  ! 
liut     when    our     fervent,     well  *  directed 

pniyer*. 
Which  ari'  tho  great  artillery  of  Heaven, 
Are  hrought  intu  the  tie  hi,  I  see  I  hem  scat- 

teretl 
And  driven  like  autumn  leaves  before  the 

wind. 

IIATHOKNR. 

Y«m,  as  a  Ministi*r  of  (mnI,  can  me«*t  them 
With  spirit ii.il  wca|M}us  ;  but,  aU.<i  ! 
I.  iM  a  M:igi<>trate,  must  combat  them 
With   wra|>ou4    from    the   armory   of   the 
tienh. 

M  %TlirH. 

These  wondrr*  t>r  tin*  world  invisible, — 
TYit'M'  K|M'otr:il  sh.i{H'K  that  huuiit  «»ur  habi- 

t.itiiiii^.  — 
Th*' iiiiilti|>l:t><i  ;iiid  manifold  aftlictiiins 
Wiih  «lii>  li  (In-  :ii»fd  aiul  tlic  dying  saintH 
II'ivi*  tlii-ir    iliMtli    jirt-f.irf-rl   and   tiu-ir  :igi* 

lllil>ltt«Tt-i{, 

An'  but  |iri>|ih«'tif  (riiiiipft«  tli.it  pnH-Iiiiiii 
llie  Nrrintii  ('niiiMti;  I'f  mir  I.ofd  «in  t-arth. 
llie    rvcniii:;    wmUi*    will    be*    inurh  more 

abni.id, 
\\  hen    wt     iAte    ii*  ;ir    the    evming    of    the 

wurld. 


HA 

When  you  shall  see,  as  I  havs 
The  sorceries  and  thm 

ment  us. 
See  children  tortured  by  i 
And  wasted  and  cunsunMd  W 


You  will  confess  the  half  kna  Ml 
you. 


It   must  be  so.     The 

Devil 
Will  make  him  more  a  Dievil 
Aud    Nebuehadnes2ar*s    fi 

heated 
Seven  times  more  hot  beibiv  its  y« 

out. 

BAT1IOBXS. 

Advise  me,  revereml  sir.  I 
For  eoiins«*l  and  fur  guidanei 
What  further  shall  we  do  ? 

HATH  BB. 


That  as  a  sparrow  falk  not  tall 
Without  the  will  of  (;od.  so  Ml 
Can  come  down  from  ll»  «r 
!  leave. 

We  must  inquire. 


^ 


Dear  sir,  ««  hsw 
Sifted  the  matter  thonisgUj 

through. 
And  then  rvsifted  it. 


MA-ma. 
If  God 

TlieHe  K\il  Spirits  from  tbe 
To  ^iiiit  U9  with  surprising  inl 
We  mu^t  inquire  what  ows* 

thi«. 
Hut  not  receive  the  testioMBy 
liy  <«|N*etres  as  c«iBclusive  prasl  af  fid 
In  the  acru.MKl. 


HATBUBirS. 

I'pua  sock 


We  do  not   rest  cMir 

HI  any 
In  whieii  the  gudty  do  beimjr 


lie  careful.     Tarry  tte 
actueasp 
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e   side   no   innocent  blood  be 

sive  zeal,  and  on  the  other 
iven  to  any  work  of  darkness. 

HATHORNR. 

)  not  fear  excess  of  zeal. 

i  gain  by  parleying  with   the 

? 

but  you  hesitate  to  act  I 

d    sir  I    believe    me,   in   such 

ety  is  in  acting  promptly, 
part  of  wisdom  to  delay 
ere  not  to  do  is  still  to  do 
fatal  than  the  deed  we  shrink 

9,n  of  books  and  meditation, 
i  who  acts. 

KATHER. 

God  give  us  wisdom 
ing  of  this  thorny  business, 
IS,  lest  New  England  should 
le 

try  and  sulphurous  odor 
n  of  the  world  abroad  ! 

Tfie  clock  strikes. 

the  striking  of  a  clock 

aruing  and  an  admonition 

}  on  the  wing,  and  we  must 

?n 

)ace    in    journeying   Heaven- 

in  journeying  Canaan- ward  I 

They  rise. 

HATHORNE. 

make  all  haste  ;  and   I   will 
you 

jiscs  and  what  fearful  shapes 
.  Spirits  haunt  this  neighbor- 
pardon  my  excess  of  zeal. 

MATHER. 

w  England  I     He  who  hurri- 
l 

Job  is  making  now  on  thee 
ault,  more   deadly  and   more 
d 

ligible  circumstances 
u  hast  hitherto  encountered  ! 

lExeunt. 


Scene  HI.  —  A  room  in  Walcot'b  house. 
Mart  Waixjot  secUed  in  an  arm<hair,  Ti- 
TUBA  with  a  mirror, 

mart. 

Tell  me  another  story,  Tituba. 

A  drowsiness  is  stealing  over  me 

Which  is  not  sleep  ;   for,  though  I  close 

mine  eyes, 
I  am  awake,  and  in  another  world. 
Dim  faces  of  the  dead  and  of  the  absent 
Come   floating  up   before   me,  —  floating, 

fading. 
And  disappearing. 


What  see  you  ? 


TITUBA. 

Look  into  this  glass. 


MART. 

Nothing  but  a  golden  yapor. 
Yes,  something  more.    An  island,  with  the 

sea 
Breaking  all  round  it,  like   a    blooming 

hedge. 
What  land  is  this  ? 

TITUBA. 

It  is  San  Salyador, 
Where  Tituba  was  bom.    What  see  yoa 
now? 

MART. 

A  aian  all  black  and  fierce. 

TITUBA. 

That  is  my  father. 
He  was    an    Obi    man,  and    taught    me 

magic, — 
Taught  me  the  use  of  herbs  and  images. 
What  is  he  doing  ? 

MART. 

Holding  in  his  hand 
A  waxen  figure.     He  is  melting  it 
Slowly  before  a  fire. 

TITUBA. 

And  now  what  see  you  ? 

MART. 

A  woman  lying  on  a  bed  of  leaves. 
Wasted  and  worn  away.    Ah,  she  is  dying  1 

TITUBA. 

That  is  the  way  the  Obi  men  destroy 
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The  |M*ople  the}'  diiilikt* !     That  in  th«'  way 
Sonie  ouc  is  wabting  aud  ooiuumiug  you. 

MAltT. 

You  terrify  me,  Titulia  !     Oh,  itaTi*  niu 

From  tkoM!  who  uuiko  me  piiM  and  waste     Through  whose  wide^ipen  §tMm  tin 


■ATHOR3IV. 

Yoo 
The  realm  of  glwsU  and 

%'aflt  realm 
<  >f  the  unknown  and  tbe  i 


away! 
Who  are  they  ?     Tell  me. 

TITUBA. 

That  I  do  not  know. 
But  you  will  see  them.     They  will  come  to 
you. 

MAIIY. 


a  wind 
From  the  dark  Talley  off 

lleath, 
That  freetes  us  with 


MABT  .ifartiaf  1. 

TakeWr 
Take  her  awar  from  m*.     I  Ht  ktr 


WALCXIT  {takimg  htr  kmmd^ 

Hlut  frightens  yon? 

nor  sees  me. 
She  's  in  a  trance. 


No,  do  not  let  them  vuine  !      I  cannot  bear  ,  She 's  coming  to  tormeBt  Mt  I 

it! 
I  am  too  weak  in  IxNir  it  I     I  am  dying. 
Faltg  into  a  frunrr. 

TITl-KA. 

Hark  !  there  ih  s<inie  one  coming ! 
Knttr  ILatuok>k.  Mather,  amd  Walcot. 

WAUXTf. 

There  she  lies. 
Waited  and  worn  by  devilish  incantations  ! 
O  uiy  pour  sister  ! 

MATHRR. 

I.%  !ihe  always  thu^  ? 

Nay,  she   in   hometinies   tortured  by  con«  I 
%'uUiuii.H. 


Uo  joa  DolH* 


My  child,  who  b  it  f 


I  cannot  see  her  tmem. 


Afc,I4»Mlh 


MATIIKH. 

Pwir  cblbt  f     I  low  thin  ahe  is  !     How  wan 
ami  H.i>ti'd  !  I 


[ovbiladi 


She  weam  a  eriniMHi  bodioe.    la  Iff 
She  boUU  an  image*,  and  is  piacMmi 
UI»M.rvr  brr.     Sh..  i>  tmiibled  in  her  sleep,     '^'tween   her  flng«-r».     Ak.  tkm  U 


ll\riln|cNR. 


met 


MATIIKK. 

Some  ft'urful  \isiiiii  huuiit.s  her. 


I  see  her  face  now.    It  b  Goodwill  I 

;  Why    dues    she    tortart   »e?     1 
I  harmed  her  I 

ii\riii>ic>K.  i  And  now  she  strikes  BM  vilk  •■  ifs> 

Voii  now  M*r     Oh,  I  am  beaten  ! 
With  ymir  nwii  f\i>s,  uml  tmirh  with  yuur  ! 

MWti  li.iiifN,  MATOrK. 

Tlie  ni\oti  rii  1  nf  this  Wiirlifmft.  Tliii  b 

I  rnn  mh*  nt>thin*;  t     la  Ihb 

^  *  =  "»"•  VimMv  thire,  ai.d  Trt  we 
( >tii'  w  I  Ml  Id  nei'd 
The    hamli    I  if    Hri.iit-ii4    and    the   i*ve»  uf  MATWoanL 

•\ri:ii^  It  14.     The  spectre  b  iafiaMt 

To  see  aiid  tuiuh  thf  ni  all.  I'litu  our 
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MAKY. 

[>ok  I  there  is  another  dad  in  gray  I 
ds  a  spindle  in  her  hand,  and 
ireatens 

•  me  with  it  I  It  is  Goodwife 
orey  I 

r  away  !     Now  she  is  coming  at 
lel 
I  mercy  I 

iLCCT  (thrusting  with  his  sword). 

There  is  nothing  there  I 

MATHER  (to  HATBORNE). 

\ee  anything  ? 

HATHORNB. 

The  laws  that  govern 
itual  world  prevent  our  seeing 
talpable  and  visible  to  her. 
)ectres  are  to  us  as   if  they  were 

3t. 

r  ;  she  wakes. 

TTBA  touches  her^  and  she  awakes, 

MART. 

Who  are  these  gentlemen  7 

WALCOT. 

i  onr  friends.  Dear  Mary,  are  you 
jtter  ? 

MARY. 

cry  weak. 

spindle  from  her  lap,  and  holding  it  up. 
How  came  this  spindle  here  ? 

TITUBA. 

nehed  it  from  the  hand  of  Grood- 

ife  Corey 

le  rushea  at  you. 

HATHOUNE. 

Mark  that,  reverend  sir ! 

MATHER. 

st  marvellous,  most  inexplicable  I 

picking  up  a  hit  of  gray  cloOi  from  the 
.floor). 

e,  too,  is  a  bit  of  her  gray  dress, 
I  sword  cut  away. 

MATHER. 

Beholding  this, 
indeed  by  far  more  credulous 


To  be  incredulous  than  to  believe. 
None  but  a  Sadducee,  who  doubts  of  all 
Pertaining  to  the  spiritual  world, 
Could  doubt  such  manifest  and  damning 
proofs  1 

HATHOBNS. 

Are  yon  convinced  ? 

MATHSB  (to  MABY). 

Dear  child,  be  comforted  I 
Only  by  prayer  and  fasting  can  you  drive 
These  Unclean  Spirits  from  you.     An  old 

man 
Gives  yon  his  blessing.    God  be  with  you, 

Mary  I 

ACT  II 

ScENS  I.  —  GiLSS  CoRBT*s  farm.     Morning, 
Enter  Cobby,  with  a  horseshoe  and  a  hammer, 

COBET. 

The  Lord  hath  prospered  me.    The  rising 
sun 

Shines    on  my  Hundred  Acres    and  mj 
woods 

As  if  he  loved  them.    On  a  mom  like  this 

I  can  forgive  mine  enemies,  and  thank  God 

For  all  his  eoodness  unto  me  and  mine. 

My  orchard  groans  with  mssets  and  pear- 
mains  ; 

My  ripening  com  shines  golden  in  the  sun  ; 

My  bams  are  crammed  with  hay,  my  cattle 
thrive  ; 

The  birds  sing  blithely  on  the  trees  around 
me  I 

And  blither  than  the  birds  my  heart  within 
me. 

But  Satan  still  goes  up  and  down  the  earth  ; 

And  to  protect  this  house  from  his  assaults. 

And  keep  the  powers  of  darkness  from  my 
door. 

This  horseshoe  will  I  nail  npon  the  thresh- 
old. 

Nails  down  the  horseshoe. 

There,  ye  night-hags  and  witches  that  tor- 
ment 

The    neighborhood,    ye   shall    not    enter 
here  !  — 

What  is  the  matter  in  the  field  7  —  John 
Gloyd  ! 

The  cattle  are  all  running  to  the  woods  f  — 

John  Gloyd  I     Where  is  the  man  ? 

Enter  JoMX  Glotx>. 
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I»ok  there  ! 
What  aili  tha  cmttle  ?     Are  thejr  all  be- 
witched ? 
They  run  like  mad. 

OLOTD. 

Thry  ha?e  been  orerlooked. 

rOHKT. 

The  Eril  Eye  is  on  thom  sure  enoui^h. 
Call  all   the  men.     Be  quick,    (so  after 

them  ! 

Exit  QvoYDand  etUer  Mabtba. 

MAKTUA. 

What  is  amiss  ? 

CX>KKT. 

The  cattle  are  bewitched. 
They  arc  broken  loufte  and  making  fur  the 
woods. 

MAKTHA. 

MThr  will  you  harlior  such  delusions,  Giles  ? 

Bewitched  ?    Well,  then  it  was  John  (Uovd 
bewitched  tla'ui  ; 

I  saw  him  even  now  take  down  the  Ihuh 

And  tuni  them  loose  !   They  're  only  frolic- 
some. 

roKET. 

The  rascal  f 

MARTHA. 

I  was  Stand inf;  in  the  road, 
TalkiofT  with  (soodwife  l^*tor,  and  1  saw 
him. 

With    rr«N*tor*s   wife?      And    what    says 
(loudwife  IVuctor? 

MARTHA. 

8ad   thiiif:^    indeed  ;  the  saddest  you  can 

heir 
Of  Bridget  liiiihop.    She 's  cried  out  upcm  1 

0»RIT. 

I'our  MHiI  *     I  *Tr  kiHiwii  her  fortr  rear  or 

Shr  w:\%  thf  fi  iiluw  WaHM'Utr  ;  and  then 

.^hr  iii.irrif(|  nii\cr,  ami  Hiihuii  ni*xt. 

Sill* '«    h.-iil  thrt'i*   hii!«li;uiil«.     1    ri'inrniber 

My    gniiit'«   I  if    iih(i\fl-lNiartl    at     litAhoii's 

tiivi'rii 
III  thr  tilil  ii.frry  «ri\4.  ninl  «lir  Aii  piy 
With  hff  r«>ii  parAgiiu  iMMJirr  and  hrr  ril*- 

Ah.  Bndgf  I  liishop  alwMvs  wa«  a  Witch  ! 


MA 

They'll  litUe  help  htf 

ribbont. 
And    bcr  red 

plumes, 
With  which  she  flannted 

housel 
When  next  she 

trial. 


Ik 
■  I 


When  wiU  that  he  7 


ThiavHydiji 


Then  get  you  ready.      W«  wiO  f»« 


It. 


Come  ;  von  shall  ride  bdnai  ■•  mt 

lion. 


MA 


Not  I.  You  know  I  do  Mil  like 
1  wonder  yon  shcmld.     I  do  BOl 
In  Witches  nor  ia  Wi 


WA 

There  *s  a  strange  faseiDaliaB  io  it  al 
That  draws  me  oo  and  oa.  I 


^Vlult  do  we  know  off  mtita  ^ 
Or  of  their  power  to  help  ■•  olr 


I 


Surely  what  *s  in  the  Bible  mmI  Wl 
l)iil  not  an  Evil  Spirit  eoaw  os&al? 
Did  not  the  Witch  of  Eiidor  hriwlli 
Of  Samuel  from   hit  nrnvet    ui 


savs  so. 


That  happened  very  Umg 

COMIT. 

There  b  no  long  agoL 

MAI 


TWMiivlhi 


And  .Mary  Magdalene  iHid 
And  hr    who   dwelt 
Irgtuo  ! 
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MABTHA. 

r  is  infinite.     I  do  not  doubt  it. 
rovidence  He  once  permitted 
i  to  be  among  the  Israelites, 
follow  He  permits  them  now, 
I  us  who  are  not  Israelites. 
1  not  dispute  about  it,  Giles, 
illage,  if  you  think  it  best, 

me   here  ;    I'll   go  about   mj 
k.  [Exit  into  the  house. 

COREY. 

go  and  saddle  the  gn^j  mare, 
rord  always.     That  is   woman's 
ire. 

lan  will  marry  a  young  wife, 
lake  up  his  mind  to  many  thing^. 
g  new  cloth  into  an  old  g^arment, 
strain  comes,  it  is  the  old  gives 

Goes  to  the  door, 

a  !  I  forgot  to  tell  yon  some- 
letter  from  a  friend  of  mine, 

lichard  Gardner  of  Nantucket, 

I  owner  of  a  whaling-vessel  ; 

hat  he  is  coming  down  to  see  us. 
'11  like  him. 

MARTHA. 

I  will  do  my  best. 

COREY. 

good   woman.     Now  I  will  be 
e. 
seen   Gardner    for  this    twenty 

«•; 

is  something  of  the  sea  about 

» 
so  open,  generous,    large,   and 

Tie  love  him  better  than  a  bro- 

[ExU. 
Iaktha  comes  to  the  door. 

MARTHA. 

tld  friends  and  cronies  of  my  hus- 

tains  from  Nantucket  and  the 
)e, 

:  and  turn  my  house  into  a  tavern 
r  carousing  !  Still,  there  's  some- 
\g  frank 

seafaring   men   that  makes  me 
i  theui. 


Why,  here  's  a  horseshoe  nailed  upon  the 

doorstep  f 
Giles  has  done  this    to  keep  away    tlm 

Witches. 
I  hope  this  Richard  Gardner  will  bring  with 

him 
A  gale  of  good  sound  common-sense  to 

blow 
The  fog  of  these  delusions  from  his  brain  I 

cx>REY  (within). 
Ho  !  Martha !  Martha  1 

Enter  Corey. 
Have  yon  seen  my  saddle  ? 

MARTHA. 

I  saw  it  yesterday. 

cx>rey. 
Where  did  you  see  it  ? 

MARTHA. 

On  a  gray  mare,  that  somebody  was  riding 
Along  the  village  road. 

OORBY. 

Who  was  it  7    Tell  me. 

MARTHA. 

Some  one  who  should  have  stayed  at  home. 

cx>RBY  (restraining  himself), 

Iseel 

Don't  vex  me,  Martha.    Tell  me  where  it 

is. 

MARTHA. 

I  've  hidden  it  away. 

COREY. 

Go  fetch  it  me. 


Go  find  it. 


MARTHA. 
CX>RBY. 


No.     1 11  ride  down  to  the  village 
Bare-beck  ;  and  when  the  people  stare  and 

aav, 
"Giles  Cforey,  where *s  your  saddle?**    I 

will  answer, 
•<  A  Witch  has  stolen  it."    How  shall  yoa 

like  that  ? 


MARTHA. 


I  shall  not  like  it. 
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COItl.Y. 

Then  g(>  fi*toh  the  Kmddlo. 
[Ksit  Makiii.!. 

If  an  old  man  will  iiiarrv  a  youiif;  wifi\ 
Why    thrn  —  why    tht* u  —  why  thcu  —  he 
muAt  (ipell  liaker  ! 

Kntrr  Maktha  irtfA  tk^  aaddlt^  which  §Ju  tkrotCM 

down. 

MAKTHA. 

There  !     There  's  thv  luuldle. 

CdKKY. 

Tak(^  it  up. 

MAKTHA. 

I  WOirt  ! 
fX>KKY. 

Then  let  it  lie  there.     1  *1I  ride  to  the  viU 

laps 
And  lav  vuu  are  a  Witi'h. 

MAKTHA. 

No.  not  that,  Gile§. 
Shf  takrs  up  the  $addU. 

Now  come  with  me,  and  Muldle  the  gray 

iiLirt* 
With  vniir  uwii  handH  :  and    voii  shall  Ree 

nit'  ride 
.Monp  tilt'  villaf^  mnd  nn  tn  U'eumin^ 
(iilcs  C'on'V  of  the  Salem  Farms,  voiir  h(i»- 

•  ■ 

liand  !  [FCzeunt, 

S  rsr  II.  —  Th^  firtrn  in  fmntof  th»  M»ttini/- 
A'*u t^  in  S*i Um  \'ili*ti/^.  I *tu}Ur  rvming  and 
y*»ini/,       KhttT  i  ilL>'M  <  4»KKY. 

A    mrl:iiirholy   end  !        Who    would    have 

th«iiii;ht 
'ITiat    l^ridp-t   liifthnp  t**er  would  ri»me  t<i 

tl.i*  ?  1 

ArriMfil.  ciiiivii'tfil,  niid  rniidi'iiine<l  to  de.-ith  | 
For  Wttt-hi-iaft  !     Ami  mi  pKjd   a    woman 

%  K«llMI  II. 

(tood  njtrruw,  i>i>i;;hlNir  Curi-y. 

'••Kr.Y    n'4  h'nnrttf  Kim), 

WIhi  in  iwifr  ? 
II  >w  fill  I  kni>w  hut  iiiidrr  my  nwii  roof 
I  tiMi  II.  i\  ti.irU'f  \Vit4-)ii*%  mud  •mmiiv  nt'\il 
|U>  |iliit!tii^'  iiml  ruutrmn);  a^uiiiit  iiir  ? 


He  doea  not  hear.    Good 
Corey  I 


Good  morrow. 


OOBBT. 


rAKMBa. 

Have  yoa  eeett  Join 


No,  I  hare  not. 


it>krT. 


rAKMEB. 

Then  do 

OOBKT. 

Why  ihould  I  not  ? 

r  ABM  SB. 

Became  hell 
So  keep  out  of  his  way.     AvihI 


^C 


Why  does  he  leek  to  As  a 


He  sayi  you  bnmed  hi 


I 

If  be  sari  that,  Jolm  IVoeior  m 
'l*he  night  hia  houao  waa 

bed. 
.\nd    I  can   prove  it  I     Wky. 

friends  I 
He  could  not  say  thai  of  m». 


I 


I  heard  him  eay  it. 


HefilB 


COBRT. 


TbealMiUlw 

rABMBB. 

Hi*  haIiI  you  did  it  oat  off 
For  taking  part  agaiaet 

ri'l 
You  hod  with  your  Joha  Glijd 

wasn't- 
He  fuiTn  vtHi  rourderMi 

tnimplrd 
rp4in  hi!i  UmIx  till  he 
.\iid  su  U'wan*  of  kiai ;  thalli  m^  ti 
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CORBT. 

ven  !  this  b  too  much  !    I  '11  seek 

im  out, 

ke  him  eat  his  words,  or  strangle 

im. 

be  slandered  at  a  time  like  this, 
very  word  is  miEule  an  accusation, 
?ery  whisper  kills,  and  every  man 
rith  a  halter  round  his  neck  ! 

Enter  Gloyd  in  haste. 

What  now  ? 

OLOTD. 

to  look  for  you.    The  cattle  — 

CORBY. 

WeU, 
i  them  ?     Have  you  found  them  ? 

OLOYD. 

They  are  dead, 
ed  them  through  the  woods,  across 
:he  meadows  ; 

ley  all  leaped  into  the  Ipswich  River, 
am  across,  but  could  not  climb  the 
bank, 
were  drowned. 

OORBY. 

You  are  to  blame  for  this  ; 
a  took  down  the  bars,  and  let  them 
looi^. 

OIX>YD. 

deny.    They  broke  the  fences  down, 
low  they  were  bewitched. 

COREY. 

Ah,  my  poor  cattle  I 
ril  Eye  was  on  them  ;  that  is  true, 
disaster  !     Most  unlucky  day  1 
did   I  leave   my  ploughmg  and  my 
reaping 

ugh  and  reap  this  Sodom  and  Gomor- 
rah ? 

could  drown  myself  for  sheer  vexa- 
tion I  iEzU. 

OLD  YD. 

g^ing  for  his  cattle.     He  won't  find 
them 

s  time  they  have  drifted  out  to  sea. 
will  not  break  his  fences  any  more, 
h  they  may  break   his  heart.     And 
what  care  I  ?  lExit. 


ScBME  UI.— Corey's  kitchen.    A  table  with 
supper,    Martha  knitting. 

MARTHA. 

He 's  come  at  last.    I  hear  him  In  the  pas- 


sage. 
Something  has  gone  amiss  with  him  to-day  ; 
I  know  it  by  his  step,  and  by  the  sound 
The  door  made  as  he  shut  it.    He  is  angry. 

Enter  Corey  with  his  riding-whip.  As  he  speaks 
he  takes  ojfhis  hat  and  gloves^  and  throws  them 
down  vioienUy, 

COREY. 

I  say  if  Satan  ever  entered  man 
He  s  in  John  Proctor  1 

MARTHA. 

Giles,  what  u  the  matter  f 
You  frighten  me. 

CORBY. 

I  say  if  any  man 
Can  have  a  Devil  in  him,  then  that  man 
Is  Proctor,  —  is    John    Proctor,    and    no 
other  I 

MARTHA. 

Why,  what  has  he  been  doing  ? 

CORBY. 

Everything  I 
What  do  yon  think  I  heard  there  in  £e 
village? 

MARTHA. 

I  'm  sure  I  cannot  guess.    What  did  yoq 
hear? 

CORBY. 

He  says  I  burned  his  house ! 

MARTHA. 

Does  he  say  that  ? 

COREY. 

He  says  I  burned  his  house.    I  was  in  bed 
And  fast  asleep   that  night ;  and  I  cm 
prove  it. 

MARTHA. 

If  he  says  that,  I  think  the  Father  of  Lies 
Is  surely  in  the  man. 

COREY. 

He  does  say  that, 
And  that  I  did  it  to  wreak  vengeance  on 

him 
For  taking  sides  against  me  In  the  quarrel 
I  had  with  that  John  Gloyd  about  his  wages. 
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And  God  knows  that  I  never  bore  him  nud-  j 

icv  Kotblhbi 

For  that,  as  I  have  told  him  twenty  times  ! 

MAKTHA. 

It  is  John  (slovd  has  stirred  him  np  to  this. 

I  do  not  like   that   (vloyd.     1   think   him  |  drowned. 


Did  I  not  tell  jroQ  1^ 
They  ran  down  throogk  Ikt 

meatlowSf 
And  tried  to  swi 


I'MMnyteii 


cxiHET  \  Bitting  tlown), 

I  'm  not  hungr}*. 

MARTHA. 

Let  not  the  sun  go  down  upon  your  wrath. 

CORET. 


crafty.  It  is  a  heavy  loes. 

Not  to  be  trusted,  sullen,  and  untruthful. 
Come,   have  your  sup|M*r.     You  are  tired 

and  huugr}'. 

CORKY, 

I  'm  anf^T,  •nd  not  hun^^r}-.  All  my  dear  oien  dead.    I  Umi 

Martha, 
MARTHA.  Next  to  yourself.     I  liked  to  lesk  tf 

l>o  eat  something,  i  And  watch  the  breath  eon*  coleliki 
Ton  11  be  the  better  for  it.  |  nostrils. 

And  see   their 

thought 

It  gave  me  strength  only  to  look  H  i 

And  huw  thev  strained  tkeir  H^a 

tlie  yolie 
If  I  but  spoke,  or 

goad! 
They  wore  my  friends  ;  and 

hi_  J  •!•  came  and  tolQ  ib0 

has  gone  down  u,ij.n  ,t.  and  w.11  n^  jy^       ^^^    ^,    drowi«|,  I 
To.morr..w  anil  gt.  ilo^.,  npiin  up*m  it.  ^^^^^  myself 

They  have  truniiKHl  up  ngninKt  me  the  old  y^^  ,,^^  veiation  ;  and  I 

f\t       *""/!    ^  II*  J    . I- I    *         1-  To  Gloyd  and  otheia. 

Vl  cauiiiiig  iioodell  s  death  by  trampling  on  ' 

him.  „j^ii 

MARTHA.  Do 

Oh,  tint  in  false.     I  know  it  to  be  falM*.  With    anything  yoa  wovU   Ml  ki 

peatvd. 

CVIRKT.  coasT. 

He  has  b«*en  dead  tlirM*  fourteen  years  or  As  I  came  through  tbe  voa^  ^m 

"•"f*'-                                   ,  no.in, 

ly  can't  llipy  Irl  him  rest  7     W  hy  mu^it  Imjuitii-nt  at  mv  losa,  and  »Mk  ■« 

thrv  dnig  him  With  all  that  I  had  hemtd  tkH«  ia  '■ 

Chit  of  hi»  gni%r  to  give  iiir  a  Imd  nnnie  ?  Iner 

I  fiitl  nut  kill  him.      In  lii^  1m^|  Ir*  dii-d,  fhi*  i-rHow  leaves  lit  «p  tka  tnaial 

As    intiHt    men  (li«%  Int.'iiim'  h in  hour   lia<l  I.ikr' an  enchanted  palace,  aai  I  v« 

i'ihuc.                                ,..          ,        ,  ^  knew  rnough  of  magic  or  of  Wild 

I    havr    wninciHl    no   man.      \\  hy   shouM  To  cluuifri*  tlirm  into  gold. 

l*nNi..r  *:»>•                                         .  A   tree  sho..k  dowa 

Siirli  thiii:;4  .-iImmiI  nic  V      I  will  not  fnrpvr  upon  mc 

>''">  Like  drop^  of  liiood,  and  ia  Ika 


\\\ 


Till  III'  r«iiifi»**..^  hr  )i:i4  vl:iii(]i>rfil  nil".  Pj^ 

ThfQ,  I  '\i>  miirt'  tn>iiMr.     .\11  my  cattle  .*stoud  Tituha  the  Indiaa,  Ika  aid  w 

M\IITII\.  MABniA. 

llir}  iftiU  ctimi*  Imu-L  :i^.iiu.  Were  you  not  f nghlaaad  T 
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OOBET. 

No,  I  do  not  think 
the  meaning  of  that  word.  Why 
ightened  ? 

;  one  of  those  who  think  the  Lord 
g  till  He  catches  them  some  day 
3ack  yard  alone  I     What  should  I 

ted  from  the  hushes  by  the  path, 
a  basket  full  of  herbs  and  roots 
e  witch-broth  or  other,  —  the  old 

MARTHA. 

been  here  to-day. 

CORET. 

With  hand  outstretched 
:  "  Giles  Corey,  will  you  sign  the 
ook?" 

;  I "    I  cried  :    "  Get   thee  behind 
e,  Satan  ! " 

I  she  laughed  and  left  me.     But  a 
)ice 

sparing  in  my  ear  continually  : 
irder  is   no   crime.     The   life   of 
an 
keep  it  or  to  throw  away  I " 

MARTHA. 

temptation  of  the  Evil  One  I 

lies  !  why  will   you   harbor   these 

irk  thoughts  ? 

COREY  (rising). 
tired  to  talk.     I  *11  go  to  bed. 

MARTHA. 

II  me    something    about    Bridget 
[shop. 

she  look  ?     You  saw  her  ?     You 
ere  there  ? 

CORKY. 

y^ou  that  to-morrow,  not  to-night. 
3  bed. 

MARTHA. 

First  let  us  pray  together. 

CORKY. 

pray  to-night. 

MARTHA. 

Say  the  Lord's  Prayer, 
will  comfort  you. 


COBBY. 

I  cannot  say, 
"As  we  forgive  those  that  have  sinned 

against  us," 
When  I  do  not  forgive  them. 

MARTHA  (kneeling  on  the  hearth), 

God  forgive  yon  t 

COREY. 

I  will  not  make  believe  !     I  say,  to-ni|^ht 
There 's  something  thwarts  me  when  iwish 

to  pray, 
And    thrusts   into   my  mind,  instead    of 

prayers, 
Hate  and  revenge,  and  things  that  are  not    v 

prayers. 
Something  of  my  old  self,  —  my  old,  bad 

life,  — 
And  the  old  Adam  in  me,  rises  up, 
And  will  not  let  me  pray.    I  am  afraid 
The  Devil  hinders  me.     You  know  I  say 
Just  what  I  think,  and  nothing  more  nor 

less. 
And,   when  I  pray,   my  heart  is  in  my 

prayer. 
I  cannot  say  one  thing  and  mean  another. 
If  I  can't  pray,  I  will  not  make  believe  I 
[Ezit  CoRET.   Martha  continues  kneeling. 


ACT  III 

Scene  I.  —  Giles  Corey's  kitchen.  Morning, 
Corey  and  Martha  tiaing  at  the  brealtfiut' 
table, 

COREY  (rising). 

Well,  now  I  've  told  you  all  I  saw  and 

heard 
Of  Bridget  Bishop  ;  and  I  must  be  gone. 

MARTHA. 

Don't  go  into  the  village,  Giles,  to-day. 
Last  mgbt  you  came  bMk  tired  and  oot  of 
humor. 

COREY. 

Say,  angry  ;  say,  right  angry.   I  was  never 
In  a  more  devilish  temper  in  my  life. 
All  things  went  wrong  with  me. 

MARTHA. 

You  were  much  vexed  | 
So  don't  go  to  the  village. 
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COHKY  {goimg\ 

No,  I  won*t. 
I  won't  f^  near  it.     We  u«  goiu^  to  mow 
Tlie  Ipiwich  meadow  A  for  the  aftermatb. 
The  crop  «if  sedgt*  and  roweus. 

MARTHA. 

Stay  a  moment. 
I  want  to  tell  tou   what  I   dreamed   laat 

ni^ht. 
Do  you  lielieTe  in  drvama  ? 

COKKT. 

Why,  yes  and  no. 
When  the  J  come  true,  then  I   believe   in 

them ; 
When  thev  come  false,  I  don't  believe  in 

them. 
But   let  ine   hear.     What  did  you  dream 

about  ? 

MAHTUA. 

I   dreaini*d    that  you   and  I  were  both  in 

priaoii  ; 
That  we  h:i<l  fetter*  on  our  hands  and  feet  ; 
Tliat    we    were    taken   before  the    Magi»- 

tr.it  e!i. 
And  trie<l  fi»r  Witehcraft,  and  condemned 

to  death  ! 
I  wiiihi^l  tn  pray  ;  thev  would  not  let  me 

pray; 
I  ou  triftl  to  eoinftirt  int*.  nail  they  forbatle 

it. 
But  the  moat  dreadful  thin^;  in  all  my  dn*:im 
Wan  that    they    maile  \ou  testify  a(piin<»t 

ni4* ! 
And  then  there  came  a  kind  nf  mint  In- 

tween  Ufi ; 
I  If  mid  111  it  M*e  \ou  ;  and  I  woke  in  terror. 
I  never  wan  mon*  tliankful  iu  my  life 
Tluin    whi'ii    I  found  \ou   bleeping  at  my 

mdi*  ! 

It  waft  iiur  talk  l.v.Ht  iii^ht  that  made  you 

•  ir*  am. 
I  'ill  h'  rr\  for  it.      I  Ml  fMiitml  tnvH«>If 
\ii<>tlii*r  tiin*%  and  ki'cp  \\;\  tfUiiNT  di»wn  ! 
I   ill*  111  it   like  tiich  drtMUi^.     -  ii«- member. 

.Martha. 
I  'm     ciiift?    ^*'     i»"W    t!:t*    Ipawu'h    Ki%i-r 

llif.ii]n«i«  : 
If  (t.ir<)iii-r  •-IIIII1-4,   }im'ii   Ivll   him   where 

t-i  !.liil  ti.r.  [/"Wi.* 


So  this  delusion  frowi  frooi  ha4  t»  wa 
Fint,  a  forsaken  and  forloiB  eU  veai 
Bagged  and    wretched,    wmk    wAm 

friend  ; 
Then  something  higher.     Xew  il*s  M 

Bishop  ; 
God  only  knows  whose  torn  it  will  h»  i 
The  Magistrates  are  blind,  the 
If  they  would  only  seiae  the 

dfi^n, 
And  put  them  in  the 

thev  should  be. 
There  'd  be  an  end  of  afl  thv 


.Vkkb  II.  —  ^  atrtH  I'a  SmUm 
Mathbm  aad  Ha 


J 


Yet  one  thing  troahlea  am. 


Aid 


Mav  not  the  Deril  take  the 
Of  mnoceut  perMian? 

Perhaps,  of  punishiBf 
guiltv  ? 


h* 


.\!i  T  luiTo  said,  we  do 
To  spectral  evidenee. 


AiritteM 

If  any  shall  be  pat  to  death  te  «i 

cruft. 
We  d.i  hut  kill  the  bodr.  not  the  sed. 
'V\ie   I'noleaa  Spirits  that  pomvid  d 

imoe 
Live  utill,  to  enter  into  other  bedha 
What  havi*    we  gmiaed  f    fi«a|y,  ihi 

nothing  gained. 


HAraoi 

Doth  not  the  Scripture  any, 

not  Kiiffer 
.V  Witeh  to  live  ?  " 

HA 

The 
Hut    «)M-aketh   to  the  Jeve 

Christians. 
What  »kiy  the  laws  uf 


aad  w 
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HATHOBUB. 

They  make  Witchcraft 
without  the  benefit  of  Clerey. 
i  are   burned    in    EngUuid.      You 
lave  read  — 

read  all  things,  not  a  book  escapes 
rou  — 
nous  Demonologj  of  King  James  ? 

MATHBB. 

US  volume.     I  remember  also 

3t  of  the  Two  Hundred,  with  one 

nan, 

g^trar  of  the  Devil,  at  their  head, 

m  his  Majesty  on  his  return 

Denmark  ;  how  they  sailed  in  sieves 

ir  riddles 

orth  Berwick  Kirk  in  Lothian, 

nding  there,  danced  hand  in  hand, 

md  sang, 

nfe,  go  ye  before  I  goodwife,  go  ye  I 

not  go  before,  good  wife,  let  me  I " 
Teilis  Duncan  played  the  Witches' 
^el 

jews-harp. 

HATHOIUaE. 

Then  you  know  full  well 
1^1  ish  law,  and  that  in  England 
ifV  itches, 

awfully  convicted  and  attainted, 
:  to  death. 


MATHSB. 


When  lawfully  convicted  ; 


the  point 

RATHORKB. 

You  heard  the  evidence 
id  before  us  yesterday  at  the  trial 
[get  Bishop. 

MATHER. 

One  of  the  AfiBicted, 
bore  witness  to  the  apparition 
its  unto  the  spectre  of  this  Bishop, 
"  You  murdered  us  !  "  of  the  truth 
thereof 

iras  in  matter  of  fact  too  much  sus- 
picion. 

HATHORNF.. 

hen  she   cast  her  eyes   on   the  Af- 

lirted, 

ere  struck  down  ;  and  this  in  such  a 

cnanner 


There  could  be  no  collusion  in  the  busi- 
ness. 

And  when  the  accused  but  laid  her  hand 
upon  them. 

As  they  lay  in  their  swoons,  they  straight 
revived. 

Although  they  stirred  not  when  the  others 
touched  them. 

MATHER. 

What  most  convinced  me  of  the  woman's 

guilt 
Was  finding  hidden  in  her  cellar  wall 
Those  poppets  made  of  rags,  with  headless 

pins 
Stuck    into    them    point    outwards,   and 

whereof 
She  could  not  give  a  reasonable  account. 

HATHORNB. 

When  yon  shall  read  the  testimony  given 
Before  the  Court  in  all  the  other  cases, 
I  am  persuaded  you  will  find  the  proof 
No  less  conclusive  than  it  was  in  tnis. 
Come,  then,  with  me,  and  I  will  tax  your 

patience 
With  reading  of  the  documents  so  far 
As  may  convince  yon  that  these  sorcerers 
Are  lawfully  convicted  and  attainted. 
Like  doubting  Thomas,  yoa  shall  lay  your 

hand 
Upon  these  woonds,  and  yon  will  doubt  no 

more.  {^ExeunL 


ScBKB  in.  —  A  room  in  Corey's  houft.    Ma»- 
TBA  and  two  Deacons  qfthe  church, 

MARTHA. 

Be  seated.    I  am  glad  to  see  yon  here. 
I  know  what  you  are  come  for.    You  are 

come 
To  question  me,  and  learn  from  mj  own 

lips 
If  I  have  any  dealings  with  the  Devil ; 
In  short,  if  I 'm  a  Witch. 

DBACOlf  {fitting  down). 

Such  is  our  pnrpoeo. 
How  could  you  know  beforehand  why  wo 
came? 

MARTHA. 

'T  was  only  a  snrmise. 
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We  came  to  Mk  yoa, 
Voo  beinj;  with  us  in  church  cuveniuit. 
What  piirt    yuu    have,  if   any,  in  these 
uiatt«n. 

MAKTRA. 

And  I  make  answvr.  No  part  vhatioeTer. 
1  am  a  farmer*!  wife,  a  working  woman  ; 
You  see  niy  spinning-wheel,  you  see  mj 

loom, 
You  know  the  duties  of  a  farmer's  wife. 
And  are  not  ignorant  that  my  life  among 

you 
Has  been  without  reproach  until  this  day. 
Is  it  not  true  ? 

DKACOH. 

So  much  we  're  bound  to  own  ; 
And  say  it  frankly,  and  without  reserve. 

MAHTHA. 

I  're  heard  the  idle  tales  that  are  abroad  ; 
I  *ve  heard  it  whispered  that  I  am  a  Witch  ; 
I  cannot  help  it.     I  do  not  believe 
In  any  Witchcraft.     It  b  a  delusion. 

DKACOIC. 

ITow  can  yon  say  tluit  it  is  a  delusion. 
When  all  our  learned  and  gtKMl  men  believe 

it?  — 
Our  Ministers  an«I  worshipful  Magistrates  7 

MARTHA. 

Their  ryo^  are  blintled,  and  see  not  the 

truth. 
Perhaps  one  day  they  will  be  open  to  it. 

IlKACON. 

You  anffwor  Iwldly.      The  Afllicted  ChiU 

dn-n 
Sar  you  appeared  to  thi*m. 


MAKTHA. 


And  did  they  say 

What  i-lutlu'i  I  (Mini*  in  ? 

i»r.\«  •»>. 

Nil,  tlii'V  con  If  I  not  trll. 
Tliry  ••.ihI  th:it  yitii  fuft  v.iw  i»iir  ^isil  Imtp, 
And  Miinli-il  tht-ni,  mj  that  thry  could  not 

riw  t'lotlur^  vou  wiin*. 

1|\H1II%. 

'nil*  iMiiiiiing.  crafty  girU  ! 
I  uy  to  you,  in  all  niiu'vntv, 


mbw^\ 


I  I  never  have  appeared  to 

In  mr  own  person.  If 
I  My  shape  to  hnit  Umh 
j  tliem, 

'  I  am  not  guilty  of  it.    Ami  I  mf 

It 's  all  a  mere  deluaMi  el  tht  Mi 


I  greatly  fear  that  joa  will 
It  is  not  so. 


They  do 
It  is  delusion,  or  it  ia 
There  ia  a  stonr  ia  tlie 
I  Which  much  ( woodei 
minds. 
Let  me  repeat  it  to  yon. 


MA 


t», 


1 


WnviB 


It  rame  to  pan  that  Naboth  kninv 
Hard  by  the  pnhMe  of  the  Kiii| 

Ahab. 
And  Ahab,  King  of  Itmel, 
And  said  to  bini.  Give 

yard. 
That  I  may  have  it  for  n 
And  I  will  give  a  better 
( >r,  if  it  seemeth  good  to 
In  money.     And  then  Nnbolh 
The  Ix>rd  forbid  it  om  tbnft  I 
The  inheritance  of  my  fntliew 
And  Ahab  came  into  kia 
And  heavy  at  tlie  vorda 

siuike. 
And   laid   him  down 

turned 

His  facr  away  ;  and  be  wpoU  oaftn 
And  .Irsebrl.  the  wife  of  A^K  M 
.\u(l  said  to  him.  Why  is  tbj  epM 
And  he  said  unto  her,  Bemaeo  1  ■ 
To  Nalwth.  to  the  Jenocliie.  mai  ■ 
(rive  me  thy  vineyard  ;  aad  kt  m 

saying. 
I  will  iMit  ;:iv<i  my  TincTard  aala  ti 
Ami  •l.>/flifl,  the  wife  of  AkaK  ■■■ 
IhM  thou  not  mle  the  realm  of  Isi 
Arise,  i-.it   bread,  and    let   tby  I 

nn»rry  ; 
I  will  give  N.ibijtb'i  Tinoyard  aala 
.^41  nhr  wmtr  Ir Iters  ia  Kiag  Abab' 
And  M'ulrd  them  witb  bin  aial«aBi 

Inters 
Into  the  elders  that  vera  is  Hi  al 
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;h  Nabotb,  and  unto  the  nobles  ; 
3tters  wrote,  Proclaim  a  fast ; 
is    Naboth    high    among    the 


men,  the  sons  of  Belial, 
to  bear  witness  and  to  say, 
iaspheme  against  God  and  the 

• 

im  out  and  stone  him,  that  he 

;rs  and  the  nobles  in  the  city 
Jezebel,  the  wife  of  Ahab, 
hem  and  written  in  the  letters. 

t   came   to  pass,    when   Ahab 

dead,  that  Ahab  rose  to  go 
^aboth's  vineyard,  and  to  take 
■  it.     And  the  word  of  God 
jah,  sayin?  to  him.  Arise, 
meet  the  King  of  Israel 
vineyard,  whither  he  hath  c^ne 
session.     Thou  shalt  speak  to 

}  saith  the  Lord  !    What !  hast 
dlled 

:en  possession  ?     In  the  place 
*  dogs  have  licked  the  blood  of 
th 

jgs  lick  thy  blood,  —  ay,  even 
! 

Deacons  start  from  their  seats, 
len,  the  King  of  Israel, 
lou  found  me,  O  mine  enemy  ? 
rophet  answered,  I  have  found 

with  those  who  have  stirred  up 
Belial  here  to  bear  false  wit- 
way  the  lives  of  innocent  peo- 

'  will  find  them  out  at  last, 
's  voice  will  thunder,  I  have 
1  thee  !  [Exeunt. 


Meadows  on  Tpswirh  River.   CoREY 
n  mowing  ;  Lorev  in  advance. 

COREY. 

my  men.     You  see,  I  lead  the 

man,  but  I  can  swing  a  scythe 

most  of  you,  though  you  be 
▼er. 
ys  his  scyihe  upon  a  tree. 


OLOTD  {aside  to  the  others). 

How  strong  he  b  !     It 's  snpematuraL 
No  man  so  old  as  he  is  hak  such  strength. 
The  Devil  helps  him  ! 

CORST  {wiping  his  forehead). 

Now  we  11  rest  awhile. 
And  take  oar  nooning.     What 's  the  mat- 
ter with  you  ? 
You  are  not  angry  with  me,  —  are  you, 

Gloyd  7 
Come,  come,  we  will  not  qnarreL    Let  '•  be 

friends. 
It 's  an  old  story,  that  the  Raven  said, 
"Bead  the  Third  of  Colossians  and  fif- 
teenth." 

OLOTD. 

Yon  're  handier  at  the  scythe,  bat  I  can 

beat  you 
At  wrestling. 

CORXT. 

Well,  perhaps  so.    I  don't  know. 
I  never  wrestlea  with  yon.    Why,  you  're 

vexed  I 
Come,  eome,  don't  bear  a  grudge. 


OLOTD. 


You  are  afraid. 


CORBT. 

What  should  I  be  afraid  of?    All  bear 

witness 
The  challenge    oomes  from  him.     Nowy 

then,  my  man. 

They  wresUe,  and  Glotd  is  throws. 


That 'a  A 


OKB  or  THB  MKN. 

faU. 

AXOTRXR. 

'T  was  nothing  but  a  foil  1 


OTHXBS. 

You  've  hurt  him  ! 

OORST  (Ac/ptny  OLOTD  rtje). 

No  ;  this  meadow-land  is  soft 
You  're  not  hurt,  —  are  you,  Gloyd  ? 

OLOTD  (rising). 

No,  not  much  hurt. 

CORET. 

Well,  then,  shake  hands ;  and  there  'a  an 
end  of  it. 
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How  do  you  like  tliat  Coniuh  hii|^,  mj  laci  ? 
And  now  we  *U  lee  what  *b  in  our  kwiiket 
here. 

GLOTP  (a«lf/r>. 

The   Deril  and   all   bin  inips  are  in  that 

man  f 
The  clutch  of  his   ten  fingen  hums  like 

tire! 

COKEY  {rtrrrfHtiallif  taking  q/Tkit  hat), 
(sod  hless  the  food  He  hath  provided  for 

U!l, 

And  nuUce  us  thankful  for  it,  for  Christ's 
sake  I 

iff  lifts  up  a  ktg  qf  ci</<r,  and  drinks  fram  it, 

ilLOTD. 

Do  yon  nee  that?     Duiri  tell  me  it's  not 

Witchcraft. 
Two  of  us  could  nut  lift  that  cask  as  he 

duett  ! 

CoKKT  pitf  J  dairn  (he  htg,  and  opens  a  basket,  A 
puic€  is  heard  caiiing, 

VoirK. 
Ho  I  Corey,  Corey  ! 

<-«ki:t. 

What  iM  tliat  ?    I  surely 
Heard  sotiio  one  calling  mo  by  name  I 

VOICE. 

(fil**^  C'orev  f 
Enter  u  Ufy,  running,  and  out  iffbrwath. 

nor. 
Is  Master  Corey  here  7 


COkCT. 


Vfs,  here  I  am. 


()  Maatcr  Cofvy  ! 


HOT. 


W..11? 

MOT. 

Yuur  wife  -    vour  wif«*  — 


4  mil  \. 
Hhat  '•  ba|»prm.'d  tt»  ni}  wife  7 


IM.T. 


COBBY. 

The  dream  !  the  drwM  I    OGeA,h 
eiful  I 


She  sent  me  here  to  IsU 


COBBT  {pmaimgmkkjmkt. 

Don't  Stand  there  sUriaf^ieDsfm.  w 
my  bone  7  [l««i 

OLOTP. 

Under  the  trees  theiv.     BaB,dJ  h 

run  f 
You  've  got  some  chm  to  wralb  m 

now 
Who  11  trip  your  heels  «p^  with  yn 

nish  nug. 
If  there  *s  a  Devil,  be  bas  fot  yea  ■ 
Ab,  there  he  goes  I     Uia  ~ 

are! 


ojTB  or 


•ol    b^a 


bbe  's  svut  to  prison  I 


John  Gloyd,  don't  talk 

to  talk  SO ! 
He  *s  a  ^pood  master, 

with  him. 


oiiom. 

If  bard  work  and  low 

mastem. 
Then  be  i*  one.     But  I  IUbIi 
Come,  K't  us  have  oar  diBM 
And    talk    about    tbe   old    IWI  m 

Witchfik. 
1  know  Buuic  stories  Ibot  v3l  wd 

Isu^h. 
Tf>fif  «if  f/cnm  am  tht  §rmm»  aotffl 

Now   their  are  Goody  Cloyee  mi 

(ioud. 
Who  bavf  not  got  a  deeaal  IhA  I 

thc*m, 
And   vet    thefe    ebildrra — Ibe  I 

Children  — 
Say  that  they  bite  tbem, 

of  teeth 
I'lHin  their  anu» ! 

okb  ftp  TBB  Ml 

Tliat  makes  tbe  wmmm\ 
Hmt  *s  Wiu hcrafL     Wby.  if  tbif  b 

like  \uun, 
T  wuulil  lie*  no  wuuder  if  iks  ffi 

bitten  I 


M 
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OLOYD. 

3se  ghosts  that  come  out  of 
graves 

ou  murdered  us  !  you  mnr- 
us  !" 

ONE  OF  THE  MEN. 

Apparitions  that  stick  pins 
of  the  Afaicted  Children  I 

OLOTD. 

icted  Children  I  They  know 
ns  come  from.  I  can  tell  you 
old  Corey,  he  has  got  a  horse- 
is  doorstep  to  keep  ofiF  the 
es, 
same  his   wife   has   gone  to 

ONE  OF  THE  MEN. 

Witch.     I  '11  swear  that  Good- 

orey 

rm  to  any  living  creature. 

d  woman,  if  there  ever  was 

OLOYD. 

ill  see.     As  for  that  Bridget 

n   tried   before  ;  some  years 

Bed  he  saw  her  shape 
;he  rafters  in  a  barn, 
in  its  hand  an  egg  ;  and  while 
fetch  his  pitchfork,  she  had 
>d. 

|uiet,  will  you  ?     I  am  tired, 
>  sleep   here   on  the  g^rass  a 

tch  themselves  on  the  grass. 

ONE  OF  THE  MEN. 

B  Witches  riding  through  the 
is  on  broomsticks  at  this  mo- 
)me    Satan's   Sabbath   in   the 

d. 

OLOYD. 

h  they  *d  take  you  with  them, 
under  water,  head  and  ears. 


Till  you  were  drowned  ;  and  that  would 

stop  your  talking. 
If  nothing  else  will.     I^t  me  sleep,  I  say. 


ACT  IV 

ScENB  ^  I.  —  The  Green  in  front  qf  the  viUagt 
Meetino-house,  An  excited  crowd  gathering. 
Enter  JoBjx  Gloyd. 

A  FABMER. 

Who  will  be  tried  to-day  ? 

A  SECOND. 

I  do  not  know. 
Here  is  John  Gloyd.    Ask  him  ;  he  knovrs. 


JARMKB. 


Whose  torn  is  it  to-day  ? 


John  Gloyd, 


GLOYD. 

It 's  Goodwif e  Coroy'i. 


Giles  Corey's  wife  ? 

OLOYD. 

The  same.    She  is  not  mine. 
It  will  ^  hard  with  her  with  all  her  pray* 

mg. 
The  hypocrite  !      She 's    always   on    ner 

luiees  ; 
But  she  prays  to  the  Devil  when  she  praji. 
Let  us  go  in. 

A  trumpet  blows. 

FARMXR. 

Here  oome  the  Magistratet. 

SSCOND  FARMRR. 

Who  's  the  tall  man  in  front  ? 

OLOYD. 

Oh,  that  is  Hathome, 
A  Justice  of  the  Court,  and  Quartermaster 
In  the  Three  County   Troop.    He  11  sift 

the  matter. 
That 's  Corwin  with  him  ;  and  the  man  in 

black 
Is  Cotton  Mather,  Minister  of  Boston. 

Enter  Hathorne  and  other  Maaistrates  on 
horseback,  foiiowed  by  the  Sherifi^^  constable 
and  attendants  on  foot.  The  Magistrates  di*- 
mounts  and  enter  the  Meeting-house^  with  th§ 
rest. 
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rARMKK. 

The  Meetin|;-boiide  ii  full.    I  nerer  saw 
So  great  a  crowd  before. 


OU)TD. 


No  matter.    Come. 
We  shall  find  room  cnoueh  by  elbowine 
Our  way  among  tbem.     rut  your  ihoiuder 
toil. 

rARXBB. 

There  were  not  half  mi  many  at  the  trial 
Of  Goodwife  Biabop. 

OLOTD. 

Keepcloee  after  me. 
I  ni  find  a  place  for  you.     They  '11  want  me 

there. 
I  am  a  friend  of  Corey's,  as  yon  know, 
And  be  eau't  du  without  me  just  at  iiresent. 

[KxeuiU, 

ScityB  TI. "  Inter  inr  of  the  Mfftitig  -  Aovjf . 
Mathkk  aNf/  thf  Magi  Urates  aeated  tn  front 
of  the  pulpit,  lir/ure  thfm  a  rai»tii  piaUorm. 
M  \HTHA  in  rA<jinjt.  CuUEY  mrar  ker,  MaUT 
Wal4«*t  III  fi  chnir.  A  crowd  f^  spfetatart, 
atnuntf  thtrm  (iL4>Yi>.  Cot[fuMion  ana  mwmwg 
during  the  »c*nr. 

IIATHUIWK. 

Call  Martha  Corey. 

MAKTRA. 

I  am  here. 

BATHOHICE. 

Come  forward. 
She  aarrndg  the  piatform. 
TheJumrHtif  our  S4>verei|^  IaimI  and  I^ady 
The  Kiii^  and  Qiu*eu,  lie  re  prt'M*nt,  do  ac- 

niHi*  yon 
Of  having  on  tb«*  tenth  tif  Jiiiie  I:i*«C  tuiAt, 
Ami  ilni'm  othtT  times  tN>fure  and  altiT, 
Wn-kfillv  iimmI  nnd  |iru4*tiM*«l  eertain  art^ 
I'allfil  Witi-hrniftn,  .Sin'eries,  and  Incunta- 

tliinn, 

A|*ain<»t  tiiii>  M.iry  Waleot,  nin^le  woman , 
Of  XiifUi  Vi)l:it:i*  !  ^*y  whifh  wioketl  arts 
The     :ifiin-«i.iiil     Mary     Wali'ot     was    tor- 

tiii'titi-il, 
Torturi'd,   aftlicted,  pined,  consumed,  and 

wa.«tfd, 
Againat   thr  fM>:i.'c*  uf  uur  .Sovereign   Lord 

and  l^y 


The   King  and 

StatoU 
Made  and  proridad 

aajryoQ? 


I 


Before  I  aaswefp  give  me  kavt  tepn 


We  have  not  sent  for  yon. 
To  hear  you  pray,  but  to 
In  whatsoever  is  alleged 
Why  do  you  hurt  thia  pei 


I  am  not  guilty  of  the 


Avoid,  she-devil !     Ti 

now  t 
Avoid,  avoid.  Witch  I 


I  never  had  to  do  with  nay  VTi 
8ince  1  was  bom.     I  aa  a 


You  are  a  gospel  Witch  I 
MARTHA  {da»pim$  i 


Ob,  give  me  leave  to  pimj  I 


AkMlil 


See»  ahe  has  pinebad  my 


Upon  her  hands  f 


Who 


IdoBOl 

Apart  from  her.   I  did  nal 

BAIH 

Who  hurt  bar  then  ? 


Ii 
rb 


I 


I 


IS  bewatcbed 
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HAKTUA. 

Indeed  I  do  not  think  so. 
^oh,   and    have   no    faith   in 

HATHORKE. 

me  :  When  certain    persons 

terday,  how  did  you  know 
ly  they  came  ? 

MABTHA. 

I  had  had  speech  ; 
said  I   hurt    them,   and    I 

tame  to  question  me  ahout  it. 

HATBORNE. 

blow  the  children  had  been 
>thes  you  wore  ? 

MARTHA. 

My  husband  told  me 
lid  about  it. 


HATHOBNE. 


HATHOKNE. 


jll  her  ? 


Goodman  Corey, 


COREY. 


I  must  speak  the  truth  ; 
ler.     It  was  some  one  else. 


HATHORNE. 


y  your  husband  told  you  so  ? 
tell  a  lie  in  this  assembly  ? 
of  the  clothes  ?    Confess  the 


ites  her  It'ps^  and  i«  gtlent. 
lips,  but  do  not  answer  me  ! 

MARY. 

ig  me  !     Avoid,  avoid  I 

HATHORNE. 

husband  told  you. 

MARTHA. 

Yes,  he  told  me 
aid  I  troubled  them. 


Why  do  yoa  troable  them  ? 


Then  tell  me, 


KABTHA. 


I  have  denied  it. 


MART. 

She  threatened  me  ;  stabbed  at  me  with 

her  spindle  ; 
And,  when  my  brother  thrust  her  with  his 

sword, 
He  tore  her  gown,  and  cut  a  piece  away. 
Here  are  they  both,  the   spindle  and  the 

cloth. 

Shows  them, 

HATHORNE. 

And  there  are  persons  here  who  know  the 

truth 
Of  what  has  now  been  said.     What  answer 

make  you  ? 

MABTHA. 

I  make  no  answer.    Give  me  leave  to  pray. 

HATHORMB. 

Whom  would  jon  pray  to  ? 

MARTHA. 

To  my  God  and  Father. 

RATHOBNK. 

Who  IB  yoor  Grod  and  Father  ? 


MABTHA. 


The  Almighty  1 

HATHOBNB. 

Doth  he  you  pray  to  say  that  he  is  God  ? 
It  is  the  Ihrince  of  Darknes^  and  not  God. 

MABT. 

There  is  a  dark  shape  whispering  in  her 
ear. 

HATHOBNX. 

What  does  it  say  to  you  ? 

MABTHA. 

I  see  no  shape. 

HATHOBNE. 

Did  you  not  hear  it  whisper  ? 


MABTHA. 


I  heard  nothing. 


/ 
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OrtouelMdil? 


Uar« 


Xo;lMf«Mft 


Did  you  not  Mourg*  bcr  with  am  urn 


No,  I  did  not.    If  uit  Evil  Sfuil 
Has  taken  mr  shape  to  do  thnr  ctili 
I  cannot  help  it.     I 


MART. 

What  torture  I     Ah,  what  agonj  1  suffer  I 
Falls  into  a  jirou/i. 

HATHORNK. 

You  see  this  wuuiaii  cjuiuot  stand  before 

you. 
If  Tou  would  look  for  mercy,  you  luust  look 
In  (>o(l*!t  way,  by  confrAnion  of  your  guilt. 
Why  dovH  your  spectre  hauut  and  hurt  this 

persou  ? 

MARTHA. 

1  do  not  know.     Ilu  who  appeared  of  old 
In  Sauiuers  shape,  a  saint  and  f^loriticd. 
May  come  in  whatsoever  slm|M*  lit*  chooses. 

I  cannot  help  it.     I  am  sick  at  heart  I  Did  you    not    say   tb* 

blind? 
(HiRK Y.  '  That  you  would  open  their  cyH  ? 

0  Martha,  Martlia  !  K>t  me  hold  your  hand,  j 

IIATIIORNK.  TcihiHil 

No  ;  stand  aside,  old  man.  If  yon  call  me  a  soreew,  jmm  «t  Us 

'  If  vou  accuse  the  innoeenl.  jm «t  Ih 
MART  tatartt'ng  mp\  CaL  the  innocent  b«  fuilty  f 

I.<ook  there  !     I..ook  there  !  ; 

1  see  a  little  binl,  a  yellow  bird, 

Perched  on  hiT  tinp-r  ;  and  it  pecks  at  me.      _  .... 

Ah»  it  will  uar  mine  eves  out  I  !?*?»•  o«»won  hide  yow 

.  lo  hinder  him  fiom 
MARTHA.  sions? 

I  see  nothing.  ' 

HATIMR.NK. 

Tis  the  Familiar  S|iirit  tliat  attends  her. 

MARY. 

Now  it  h.is  flown  away.     It  »'n>  up  there 

I'pon  till*  mftt-n.    It  is  gonr  ;  in  vaniabed.     What  was  the  hinl  that  thii 

MARTHA. 

(iilffi,  wijic  th«*<t«'  t«':ir^  nf  anijt'r  from  mini» 

Wip*«  1 1  If  jiwiMt  fnnii  my  fun*  head.     I  am 

faint. 

>U*  .riiM  iii,'iiintf  th*  rtiiliruf. 

Oh,  niw  ii  t-rii^hiii:;  till'  uith  all  litT  weight  f 

n  \rfMiisB 
Did  viHi  iitit  I- irrv  hiiim*  tbt*  Ik'Til's  liook 

To  thu  .^ii'iii^  wiiin:ui  '.* 

NcTrr 


niji 


I  thought  it  was  a  folly  in  a 
To  waftte  his  time  porsuinf 


HATSO! 


Just  now  upon  your  hand  ? 


I 


Hare  viwa  not  dealt  with  a  Fi 
No,  nwi'r,  never ! 


WbattlMMllil 

You    ihowed    to   this 

lirsought  bar 
To  write  in  it  ? 
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MABTHA. 

Where  should  I  have  a  hook  ? 
ibowed  her  none,  nor  have  none. 

MABT. 

The  next  Sahhath 
the  Communion  Day,  hut  Martha  Corey 
ill  not  he  there  ! 

MARTHA. 

Ah,  you  are  all  agamst  me. 
hat  can  I  do  or  say  ? 

HATHOBNE. 

You  can  confess. 

MARTHA. 

>,  I  cannot,  for  I  am  innocent. 

HATHORKE. 

^e  have  the  proof  of  many  witnesses 
iiat  you  are  guilty. 

MARTHA. 

Give  me  leave  to  speak. 

ill  you  condemn  me  on  such  evidence,  — 

^  who  have   known   me  for  so  many 

years  ? 
lU  you  condemn  me  in  this  house  of  Grod, 
^re  I  so  long  have  worshipped  with  you 

all? 
here  I  have  eaten  the  hread  and  drunk 

the  wine 
tuany  times  at  our  Lord's  Tahle  with 

you  ? 
^r  witness,  you  that  hear  me  ;  yon  all 

know 
ctt  I  have  led  a  hlameless  life  among 

you, 
^t  never  any  whisper  of  suspicion 
^  breathed  against  me  till  this  accusa- 
tion. 
^  shall  this  count  for  nothing?     Will 

you  take 
''  life  away  from  me,  hecause  this  girl, 
^o  is  distraught,  and  not  in  her  right 

mind, 
causes  me  of  things  I  blush  to  name  ? 

HATHORNE. 

hat !    is   it   not   enough  ?      Would  you 

hear  more  ? 
Us  Corey  I 

COREY. 

I  am  here. 


HATHORKE. 

Come  forward,  then. 
CoRBT  oMendM  the  platform. 
Is  it  not  true,  that  on  a  certain  night 
Tou    were    impeded     strangely    in    year 

prayers  7 
That  something  hindered  you?  and  that 

you  left 
This  woman    here,    your    wife,   kneeling 

alone 
Upon  the  hearth  ? 

OORBT. 

Yes  ;  I  cannot  deny  it. 

HATHOBKB. 

Did  you  not  say  the  Devil  hmdeied  yoo  ? 

CORET. 

I  think  I  said  some  words  to  that  effect 

HATHORKE. 

Is  it  not  tme,  that  fourteen  head  of  eattle. 
To  you  belonging,  broke  from  their  en- 
closure 
And    leaped    into    the    river,    and    were 
drowned? 

OOBXT. 

It  IB  most  tme. 

HATHOBKB. 

And  did  yoa  not  then  say 
That  they  were  overlooked  ? 

COBBT. 

So  much  I  said. 
I  see  ;  they're  drawing  ronnd  me  closer, 

closer, 
A  net  I  cannot  break,  cannot  escape  from  1 

HATHOBKB. 

Who  did  these  things  ? 

COBBT. 

I  do  not  know  who  did  them. 

HATHOBKB. 

Then  I  will  tell  you.     It  is  some  one  near 

you; 
You  see  her  now  ;  this  woman,  your  own 

wife. 

OORET. 

I  call  the  heavens  to  witness,  it  is  false  t 
She  never  harmed  me,  never  hindered  dm 
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In  anvthing  but  what  I  should  uot  do. 
And  I  brar  witneu  in  the  tif;ht  of  heaTen, 
And  in  (lod'i  house  here,  that  I  never  knew 

her 
Aa  olherwiiie  than  patient,  braTe,  and  tnM, 
Faithful,  furgivinf;,  full  of  cha.ity, 
A  Tirtuous  and  industrious  and  good  wile  I 

HATHORKIE. 

Tbt,  tut,   man  ;  do  nut  rant   so    in  your 

speech  ; 
You  are  a  witness,  not  an  advocate  I 
Here,   Sheriff,  take  this    woman   back  to 

prison. 

MARTHA. 

0  Giles,  this  day  you  've  sworn  away  my 

life! 

MART. 

Go,  go  and  jiHU  th«*  Witches  at  the  door. 
Do  you  Ufit   hfiir  thi*  drum  ?     Do  you  not 

see  thfm  ? 
Go  quick.     They  *re  waiting  for  yon.     You 

are  late. 

[Exit  Martha  ;  Cottmr  foUoiting. 

Hie  dream  I  the  driMiii !  the  dream  t 

HATHOIINF. 

What  dties  he  say  ? 
Giles  C(»n*v,  p»  nut  lie  act*.     You  arc  your- 
self' 
Aecused  of  Witchcraft  and  of  S4>n^Ty 
By  many  witnesneH.     Say,  an>  yuu  guilty  ? 

roRFT. 

1  know  mv  death  in  foreordaine<!  bv  vou,  — 

•  •     • 

Mine  au<l  my  wife*s.     'llierefore  I  will  not 
uiiiwer. 

Iha^  nij  Mf  rtit  of  the  tren*  he  remaitu  Mt'lent. 

HKjnnHST.. 

IXi  you  n*fii*i'  to  pli>ail  ?  —  *T  were  Itetter 

fi>r  will 
To    maki-    niriffnHinn,     or   to   pleail     Not 

(Miilti      - 
IVi  Ton  lint   hi'nr  mi* '.'       Answer,  an*  vou 

Do    voti  III  it  know  a  hraviiT  iIiniui  awaitii 

If    vou    rt'fiiM*    to  ple»<|.    than   if    found 

ipiilt*  ■' 
When*  u  John  (ili»%d  '.' 


olotdC 


HmmL 


Have  yon  not  aeen  the  aBpnaalanl  | 
Of  this  old  man  ?    Hav*  ywm  Ml  m 

do 
Strange  feata  of  atreBgik  ? 

OliOTD. 

I  *ve  seen  kia  1m1  th 
On  a  hot  day,  in  mowiar,  aad 
Us  younp*r  men  ;  and  Ihaw 

him. 
He  threw  me  like  a  fcalker.    1  hair 

him 
Lift  up  a  barrel  with  hb  ugk  hmk 
Which  two  stroof  meseoala  haidlf  1 

gether. 
And,  holding  it  above 

it. 


That  is    enough ;    we 

further. 
What  answer  do  yoa 

Corey  ? 


See  there  1    See  then  I 


What  U  it  t    Imm 

if] 


Look  I  Look  I    It  U  the 

GoodelU 
Whom  fifteen  yean  ago 

der 
liy  stamping  on  his  body  t     la 
lie  comes   here    to   boar 

crime  I 

T7kr  rrvwii  »Anmk»  hmtk^fi^m 


(Ghosts  of  the  dead  and 

Ifear  witness  to  year  gaillt 

die! 
It  niif*)it  have 

tltMim 
Will  lie  on  yoor 
Twice  mon*  will  yoa  be 

things  ; 


kiiil 

1 

I 
efftf 
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7e  room  to  plead  or  to  con- 

umacious  to  the  Court, 
aestioned,  you  refuse  to  an- 

itute  you  will  be  condemned 
r(e  et  dure  I     To  have  your 

it  weights  until  you  shall  be 

Lord    have  mercy  on  your 


ACT   V 


ey's  farm  as  in  Act  11.^  Scene 
lAUD  Gakoneu,  looking  round 


GAUDNER. 

3  house  as  I  remember  it, 
oplar-trees  before  the  door  • 
bam,  the  orchard,  and  the 

3S-covered    bucket  and    its 

vith   its    hedge   of   currant- 

harvest-fields  ;  and,  far  be- 

landscape  stretching  to  the 

is  silent  and  deserted  I 
•ks,  no  bellowing  of  herds, 
ails,  that  should  be  beating 

beast  astir.     What  can  this 

norks  at  the  door. 

les  Corey  !  Ilillo-ho  !    Giles 

the  echo  from  the  bam, 
;ned  cawing  of  the  crow, 
v^ings   his   flight   across   the 

d  carrion  in  the  air. 

TiTUKA  with  a  basket. 

's  this,  that,  like  an  appari- 

eserted  homestead  in  broad 

re  you  ? 


TITUBA. 

I  'm  Tituba. 
I  am  John  Indian's  wife.    I  am  a  Witch. 

OABDNER. 

What  are  you  doing  here  ? 

TITUBA. 

I  am  gathering  herbs,  — 
Cinqnefoil,  and  saxifrage,  and  pennyroyal. 

OAKDNBR  {looking  at  the  herbs) . 

This  is  not  cinquefoil,  it  is  deadly  night- 
shade ! 

This  is  not  saxifrage,  but  hellebore  ! 

This  is  not  pennyroyal,  it  is  henbane  I 

Do  you  come  here  to  pobon  these  good 
people  ? 

TITUBA. 

I  get  these  for  the  Doctor  in  the  Village. 

Beware  of  Tituba.     I  pinch  the  children  ; 

Make  little  poppets  and  stick  pins  in  thenit 

And  then  the  children  cry  out  they  are 
pricked. 

The  Black  Dog  came  to  me,  and  said, 
"Serve  me!" 

I  was  afraid.  He  made  me  hurt  the  chil- 
dren. 

OABDNER. 

Poor  soul !  She  's  crazed,  with  all  these 
Devil's  doings. 

TITUBA. 

Will  you,  sir,  sign  the  Book  ? 

OARDKER. 

No,  1 11  not  sign  it. 
Where   is  Giles    Corey  ?     Do  you  know 
Giles  Corey  ? 

TITUBA. 

He  's  safe  enough.  He 's  down  there  in 
the  prison. 

GARDNER. 

Corey  in  prison  ?    What  is  he  accused  of  ? 

TITUBA. 

Giles  Corey  and  Martha  Corey  are  in  prison 
Down  there  in  Salem  Village.     Both  are 

Witches. 
She  came  to  me  and  whispered,  **  Kill  the 

children  I " 
Both  signed  the  Book  I 


/ 
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oAknyRR. 


IWgoiie,  yuu  imp  of  darkncM  I 
Yoa  DeTil'i  clam  I 

TITmA. 

Beware  of  Titnba  I 

[Erii, 
»ami»m:h. 

flow  often  oat  at  iiea  on  stormj  nighti, 
When  the  waves  thuudered  round  me,  and 

the  wind 
Bellowed,  and  beat  the  canvas,  and  my  ship 
Clove   through  the   solid  darkness,  like  a 

wedge, 
I  ve  thought  of  him,  upon   his   pleasant 

farm. 
Living  in  uuiet  with  his  thrifty  house  wife. 
And  enviea  him,  and  wished  his  fate  were 

mine  I 
And  now  I  ftnd  him  shipvrreeked  utterly, 
Drifting  upon  this  sea  of  sorceries, 
And  lust,  perhaps,  beyond  all  aid  of  man! 

BCKNIE  II.  —  The    i«ri'«ofi.     GiLP.M  CoRKT   at  a 
table  un  ukich  art  tome  papers. 

rOKRT. 

Kow  T  have  done  with  earth  and   all   its 

careit  ; 
I  give  my  worldly  gu<Mls  to  my  dear  chil- 
dren ; 
My  body  I  )»e<|ueath  to  my  tormentors. 
And  mv  immortal  soul  to  Him  who  made 

It. 
O  fifid  !  whit  in  thy  wisdom  do^t  afflict  nie 
With  an  afllii'titm  greatfr  than  niivnt  mm 
Have  over  yrt  endured  or  hIliH  endure, 
SuflTrr  me  not  in  this  last  bitti*r  hour 
Fur  any  pain^  cif  drath  to  fall  from  thee  ! 

M  %inii  1  it  hfitni  tinging. 

Ariw*.  O  rii;litfiiiifi  Ijiinl ! 
.\ni!  <li«:i|i{Kiiiit  iii\  !•«•«: 

WhiMi*  vniiifnU  nn<  ««ift  Iti  rloAc. 

I  ••nr.v. 

Hark,  hark  !  it   i.t  Iwr  \iiii-e  !     Mir  in  utit 

fl.  .-Ill  ! 
hbe  livrs  !     I  am  imt  iittrrl;   fMnutki'n  I 

M  «|{TII%.  •ini/in^ 

\\\  tKiif  .iti'iiiiiiiiiii:  ^rnic*t 
And  iiirn'ii-1  iiiiilijplird. 


1  ihall  awakf».  mmk  mm  iky 
1  shall  be 


COBET  kide»  kitfaer  in  kU  WWs. 
jAllJiH,/oUoW€d  bp  BWTIiBft 


Here 's  a  seafaring 

ner, 
A  friend  of  youra,  who 

you. 

COBKT  rtsrs.     TVy 


OOBBY. 

I  *m  glad  to  see  you,  ay,  rigkl  gU  k 

you. 

And  I  am  most  sofvly  gikmd  t»  tm 
thus. 

GOBBT. 

Of  all  the  friends  I  had  ia  hifpiv  ^ 
You  arc  the  flrrt,  ay,  and  Ik*  mkj  mi^ 
That  conies  to  seek  me  oBt  ia  asy 


And  you  but  come  ia  tioM  la  «r 
They  've  dug  mygravv  aliaadr  ■ 
I  thank  von.     Taere  is  mmaum 


a 


you 

presi'nce, 
I   know   not    what 

strength. 
Perhaps  it  is  the  beariag  of  a  bm 
Familiar  with  all  daagan  of  tka 
Familiar  with  the  eric*  of 
With  fire,  and  wreck,  aad  fi 

at  seal 


i 


Ah,   I   have  never   kaowa    a 


voum ! 


I 


Would  I  could  save  yoa  t 


I 


I 


IK»aolipaAif< 

It  is  to«i  late.     I  am  resolved  todia 


OABOyBiL 

Why  wcHild  yoa  die  wko  kavo  m 

li%r  ftir?  — 
Your  daughters,  and  — 


Yoa 

My  dau{*htrni  have 
ari*  married  ; 

The«     havr    their 

a|iart  f  it*m  aw ; 


y»»* 
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their  hearts,  —  that  were  too 


OA&DNEB  {atide). 
How  mean  I  seem  beside  a  man  like  this  1 

OORBT. 

As  for  my  wife,  mj  Martha  and  my  Mar- 
tyr,— 
Whose  virtues,  like  the  stars,  unseen  by  day, 
Though  numberless,  do  but  await  the  dark 
To  manifest  themselyes  unto  all  e^es,  — 
She  who  first  won  me  from  my  evil  ways. 
And  taught  me  how  to  live  by  her  example^ 
By  her  example  teaches  me  to  die, 
And  leads  me  onward  to  the  better  life  I 


ou  have  me  do  ? 

GAKDNK.'i. 

Confess  and  live. 

COKKY. 

3ey  said  who  came  here  yes- 

7  weight  upon  my  conscience 
that  I  was  driven  forth 
ly  member  of  their  church. 

OARDNEB. 

death. 

COREY. 

T  is  but  to  drown, 
weight  of  all  the  seas  upon 

OARDKER. 

g  ;  say   enough    to   fend  off 

do  of  fanaticism 

ut.     Let  me  come  in  between 

;rer  self,  with  my  plain  sense  ; 
(tinate. 

COREY. 

I  will  not  plead, 
m  condemned  already, 
re  ghosts  appear  as  witnesses, 
en's  lives  away.    If  I  confess, 
is  a  lie,  to  buy  a  life 
life,  but  only  death  in  life, 
r  false  witness  against  any, 
ainst   myself,  whom  I  count 

5ARDNER  (aside). 
uble  character  is  this  I 

COREY. 

o  not  urge  me  to  do  that 

ot  do  yourself.   I  have  already 

ste  of  death  upon  my  lips  ; 

'ssure  of  the  heavy  weight 

sh  out  my  life  within  this  hour  ; 

)rd  could   save   me,   and    that 

16  Truth  ;  nay,  if   it   did   but  hathorne. 

e  This  is  the  Potter's  Field.    Behold  the  fata 

idth  from  the  Truth,  I  would  !  Of   those  who  deal   in   Witchcrafts,  and, 

ly  it  t  I  when  questioned. 


(without), 
Giles  Corey  1  Come  !  The  hoar  has  struck ! 

CORKY. 

I  eome  1 
Here  is  my  body  ;  ye  may  torture  it. 
But  the  inunortal  soul  ye  cannot  crush  I 

[ExeunL 

SoENB  m.  — ^  street  in  the   Village.    Enter 
GiiOYD  and  othert, 

GLOYD. 

Quick,  or  we  shall  be  late  I 

A  MAN. 

That 's  not  the  way. 
Come  here  ;  eome  np  this  lane. 

OLOYD. 

I  wonder  now 
If  the  old  man  will  die,  and  will  not  speak  ? 
He  's  obstinate  enough  and  tough  enough 
For  anything  on  earth. 

A  bell  toUt, 

Hark  !     What  is  that  ? 

A   MAN. 

The  passing  beU.     He  's  dead  I 

OLOYD. 

We  are  too  late. 
[Exeunt  in  Aojte. 

SCRNB  IV.  —  A  field  near  the  graveyard,  G1LR8 
Corey  lying  dfad^  with  a  great  stone  on  hit 
breast.  The  Sheriff  at  his  head^  Richard 
Gardner  at  his  feet.  A  crowd  behind.  The 
bell  tolling.   Enter  Hathorne  and  Matbkr. 
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Rffiisie  to  |>lt*ail  their  gtiilt  or  itinoceitop, 
Ami   stubliuriily   «lrag   death   u|»ou   them- 
solvt's. 

MATHER. 

O  siffht  iiicHt  horrible  !    In  a  laud  like  this. 
Spangled  with  Churches  Kvanfi;elical, 
Inwrap|Mrd  in  oumalvation^  must  we  seek 
In  mouldering  statute  -  books  of  Knglish 

Courts 
Some  olil  forgotten  I^w,  to  do  such  detnLi  ? 
Those  who  lit*  buried  in  tlio  Potter's  Field 
Will  riM*  again,  as  surely  an  ourselves 
That  sleep  ill  honoreil  graves  with  epitaphs  ; 
And  thin  ]K»or  man,  whom  wv  havu  mxule  a 

victim. 
Hereafter  will  be  counted  as  a  martyr  ! 


FINALE 

SAINT  JdHX 

Saistt  Ji  III  n  irani/f  ring  oitr  the /tier  o/Uke  Kurih, 

SAINT  Joliy. 

The  A^'S  come  and  go. 

The  Ci-iituries  p.i.sH  as  Years  ; 

My  hair  is  white  as  the  snow, 

Mv  ffft  :in»  wearv  ami  hlow, 

The  e:irth  is  uet  wi:h  mv  tears ! 

T)m*  kini;ilniiiH  enniiMe,  and  fall 

Apart,  like  a  mined  wall. 

Or  a  Itaiik  that  is  unilermined 

Bv  a  river's  ceasi-li'HS  tli»w. 

And  leave  nt>  trace  U'hiiid  ! 

The  wiirlil  itiM'lf  is  nld  ; 

The  ]Mirtals  of  Time  unfold 

On  hnigi's  «»f  iron,  that  grate 

Anil  groiiu  with  the  ni<»i  iind  the  weiglrt. 

Like  I  lie  hinges  (if  a  gate 

I'liat  li:ith  falli'n  to  decay  : 

Hut  till'  evil  iloth  not  et-aM*  ; 

Then-  i«  i«:ir  iiinteail  of  pi^iee, 

Instead  of  I^»ve  th«*r«'  i^  hate  ; 

And  Hfill  I  tnii^t  waniliT  and  wait, 

>lill  I  finist  wati'h  anil  pniy, 

Ntif  fnfiji-ttini;  in  wIii«m-  ««iglit, 

\  tliiiii«.uMl  \iar>  in  tln'ir  flight 

\ri-  .1'  .1  *iii;;li'  ilay. 

T'.i-  I  fi<  iif  man  i«  a  (;!•  am 
Of  lij^J.t.  \\.\\  niiin'*  .\\\'\  ;»"*es 
\.\*   lh>-  •ii-irNf  iif  tlif  \\*A\  .*stri*.iiii, 
V\\*'  •  :t\li  ->•  ruiT,  tii.if  lliiwi 
tri>iii  io'ii.(.iin«  lilt  i>ni*  kn>iw<«, 
Tlir>i(igh  thf  Ijiki-  i»f  <tal;lre. 


Through  fotetU 

Over  rocks,  and  ■haUowi^ 

Of  a  wildemMS  wild  mmi 

Till  it  flndeth  iu 

In  the  desolate  DndSnl 

But  alas  I  alas  for  wm 

Not  yet  this  rest  sh^  ha  I 


What,  then  I  doch  Clttiil7 

Is  Faith  of  no  amul  ? 

Is  Hope  blown  oat  lik*  a  lighi 

By  a  gust  of  wiud  in  iW  wshi 

The  clashing  of  creeds*  aaa  Ihi 

Of  the  many  beliefs*  thai  ia 

IVqdez  man's  hemrt  aad  hn 

Are  naught  but  the  mslh  «l 

When  the  breath  of  God  vr^wa 

The  houghs  of  the  Tiw  «l  Ltfig 

And  they  subside  a||mia  I 

And  I  remember  still 

The  words,  and  f  nm  a  haw  thf?  f 

Nut  he  that  repeateth  tlie 

But  he  that  doeth  tka  willl 


And  Him  erennoiv  I 

Walking  in  (lalilee. 

Through  the  eomAeld*a 

In  hamlet,  in  wood. 

By  tlie  shores  of  the 

He  toiicheth  the  si, 

iWfore  him  the  dei 

To  the  dead  He  MyeCk : 

To  tlie  living  :  Follow 

And  that  voice  still 

From  the  centuries  that 

To  the  centuries  that  shall  ha  I 


9 
■il 


Front  all  vain  pompa 
Fntin  the  pride  that 
And  the  false  concritsof 
Fnim  all  the 
Ami  hulitleties  of 
Anil  the  craft  of 
iWwildered  in  its 
Iiewildere<l  with  the  cry  : 
1^1.  hen*  !  lo,  there,  the 
Toor,  sail  HumanitT 
'niniiigh  all  the  dost  and 
Turns  Ivirk  with  bleedia|t  fsil. 
By  till'  weary  roMl  it 
t'nto  the  simple  thooght 
By  tlif  gr«*at  Master 
And  that  remaineth  still  : 
Not  he  tlul  r«*ppaletk  the 
iiut  he  that  ducth  the  will  I 


I 
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I  of  thii  tngedj  followed  iimiMdlAtely 
ianl  of  The  Divine  Tragedy y  and  wm  in 
offshoot  from  it.  Wtiile  the  poet*i  mind 
rith  the  contemplAtion  of  Jaoaie  soenee, 
ck  to  him  the  thought  of  ft  trasedy  bMed 
my  of  JudM  MaooabflBoe,  whiob  hiid  flnt 
wenty  reart  before.  In  18S0  he  had 
lis  note-book  as  a  subject  for  a  poem, 
peat*  the  auneedon  December  ft,  1871, 
later  he  record* :  **  At  home  all  dav.  Bo- 
dy of  Judo*  Maeeabmut.  The  subject  is 
g  one  —  the  collision  of  Jadaiun  and  HeV 

ACT   I 

TADEL  OF  ANTIOCHUS  AT 
JERUSALEM 

rE  I. — Antiochub;  Jason. 

AMTIOCHUS. 

fi,  my  Antioch,  my  city  ! 

he  £!ast  I  my  solace,  my  delight ! 

of  my  sister  Cleopatra 
was  wed  to  Ptolemy,  and  now 

and  made  more  wonderful  by 
I 

I,  and  I  long  to  be  once  more 
)  players  and  the  dancing  women 
T  gates,  and  bathe  in  the  Urontes, 
and  mine.     O  Jason,  my  High- 
»t, 
e   made  thee   so,  and  thou  art 

e, 

seen  Antioch  the  Beautiful  ? 


Lord. 


JASON. 


ANTIOCHUS. 

Then  hast  thou  never  seen 
er  of  the  world.  This  city  of 
rid 

with  Antioch  is  but  a  village, 
labitants  compared  with  Greeks 
irless  boors. 


erless. 


JASON. 

They  are  barbarians, 


ANTIOCHTS. 

They  must  be  civilized, 
t  be  made  to  have   more  gods 
1  one  ; 
isaea  besides. 


lenlsm.**  Slaewbere,  he  raiaea  the  ooeattoii:  "The 
subject  is  tnwic  enonsh^bttt  has  it  unity,  and  a  oataa- 
trcmhe  to  end  with  f  "  Be  besan  the  drama  on  the  10th 
of  December;  on  the  12th  The  Divine  Traaedp  was 
published,  and  on  the  21st  he  had  finished  his  flrttdrafk 
of  the  new  work.  **  The  acts  are  not  Icmg ,**  he  writea, 
"but  there  are  fire  of  them.**  Judaa  Maeeabenu 
formed  one  diTliiaii  of  the Tolume  Three  BookettfSeng, 
which  was  publisbed  May  25,  1872;  the  other  two 
diTisions  were  The  Second  Day  of  Tale*  ((fa  Wayside 
Inn  and  A  Handjvl  of  Tnuutatioiu, 


JASON. 

They  shall  have  more. 

ANnOCHUB. 

They  most  have  hippodromes,  and  gamefl» 

and  baths, 
Stage-plays  and  festivals,  and  most  of  all 
The  Dionysia. 

JASON. 

They  shall  have  them  alL 

ANTIOCHUB. 

Bv  Heracles  !  but  I  should  like  to  see 
These  Hebrews    crowned  with    ivy,  and 

In  rfdT^jUwn..  with  dn..-  «d  flat- 

and  thyrsi, 
Revel  and  riot  throng  the  solemn  streets 
Of  their  old  town.    Ha,  ha  t    It  makes  me 

merry 
Only  to    think    of    itl^Thou  doet  not 

laugh. 

JASON. 

Yea,  I  laugh  inwardly. 

ANnOCHUB. 

The  new  Greek  leavea 
Works  slowly  in  this  Israelitish  doagh  t 
Have  I  not  sacked  the  Temple,  and  on  the 

altar 
Set  up  the  statue  of  Olympian  Zeus 
To  Hellenize  it  ? 

JASON. 

Thou  hast  done  aU  thio. 


As 


ANTIOCHUS. 

Joshua  once  and  now  art 


thou  wast 
Jason, 
And  from  a  Hebrew  bast  become  a  Greek, 
So  shall  this  Hebrew  nation  be  translated, 


SH 
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Their  Terj  natures  and  their 

chuiffed. 
And  all  be  Uellenized. 


be 


jAaox. 


It  ihall  be  done. 


llieir  mannert  and  their  lawi  and  way  of 

liTing 
Shall  all  be  Greek.     They  ihall  unlearn 

their  languase, 
And  learn  the  loTefy  ipeech  of  Antioeh. 
Where  hast  thou  been  to-daj  ?    Thou  ooa»- 

est  late. 

JASON. 

Playing  at  discus  with  the  other  prieeta 
In  the  Gymnasium. 

AjCTIOCHTS. 

Thou  hast  done  well. 

There  's  nothing  better  for  you  lazy  priests 

Than  discus-playing  with  the  common  peo- 
ple. 

Now  tell  me,  Jason,  what  these  Hebrews 
call  me 

When  they  conTcne  together  at  their 
games. 

JASOJf. 

Aatiochus  Epiphancs,  my  Lord  ; 
Antiochus  the  Illustrious. 

AyTIOTHl'S. 

Oh,  not  that ; 
That  is  the  public  cry  ;  I  mean  the  name 
They  give  me  when  they  talk  among  them- 
selves. 
And   think   that  no  one  listens  ;  what   is 
that? 

JAIION. 

Antiochus  Epiinaneii,  mj  Lurd  I 

ANTIM-lll-B. 

Anti<kchiin  thi*  Mail !     Ay,  that  is  it. 

.\im1  whti  hath  Mud  it  7     Who  hath  set  in 

inutiiin 
That  sorry  jrtt  7 

JAMlM. 

llie  SeTen  Sons  insane 
Of  a  weird  woman,  like  themselves  insane. 


I  like  their  01 

them. 
They  ahall  bt 


Or  they  shall  dia.    Whm»mnfktf 


Beneath  this  tower. 


laAiA 


lliere  let  tlwM 
Till  I  am  read^  to 
After  my  fashwa. 


They  shall  ilay 
My  Lord,  the  Anbasndon  af 
Await  thy  pleasara. 


WkyM*BT«i|t 

Ambassadors  are  laOMai    ^Wf* 
Who  work  for  thatr 


mme  ; 
There  is  no  forthanuMO  m 

To  Apulonins,  ay  fuiatw 
There  in  Samaria,  aad  boI 
What  do  they  waai  7 


O^y  tW  nfrii 

To  give  a  name  nato  a 
Upon  Mount  GeriaiB. 


This  pleases  aw«  aad 
The    orcasiim  is 
rntrr. 

Stkhr  II.  ^  Aimocvra:  Ji 
iTAX  Ami 


Aipruach.     Come 

the  door 
Wagging  yonr  leag 

yourselves 
.Vs  doth  brcooM  Am 


re? 


AM 

An  audienea  fi 
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AUTIOCHUS. 

Speak,  and  be  brief. 
t  the  time  in  useless  rhetoric, 
e  not  things. 

AMBASSADOR  {reading). 

'*  To  King  Antioohns, 
Epiphanes  ;  a  Memorial 
Sidonians,  who  live  at  Siohenu" 

AKTIOCHUS. 

? 

AMBASSADOR. 

Ay,  my  Lord. 

AKnOCHUS. 

Go  on,  go  on  ! 
ot  tire  thyself  and  me  with  boW' 

AMBASSADOR  (reading). 
a  colony  of  Medes  and  Persians." 

AKTIOCHUS. 

lire   Jews  from  one  of   the  Ten 

ibes  ; 

Sidonians  or  Samaritans 

of  Jewry,  matters  not  to  me  ; 

1  Israelites,  ye  are  all  Jews. 

;  Jews  prosper,  ye  claim  kindred 

th  them  ; 

e  Jews  suffer,  ye  are  Medes  and 

trsians  ; 

lat  in  the  days  of  Alexander 

led  exemption    from  the    annual 

bute 

.bbatic  Year,  because,  ye  said, 

ds  had  not  been  planted  in  that 

ar. 

AMBASSADOR  (reading), 

'athers,     upon     certain     frequent 

agues, 

)wing  an  ancient  superstition, 

ig  accustomed  to  observe  that  day 

f  the  Israelites  is  called  the  Sab- 

.th, 

temple  on  Mount  Gerizim 

a  name,  they  offered  sacrifice. 

who  are  Sidonians,  beseech  thee, 

our  benefactor  and  our  savior, 

mfound  us  with  these  wicked  Jews, 

ve  royal  order  and  injunction 

onius  in  Samaria, 

imor,  and  likewise  to  Nicanor, 


Thy  procurator,  no  more  to  molest  us  ; 
And  let  our  nameless  teniple  now  be  named 
The  Temple  of  Jupiter  Hellenius." 

AUTIOCHUS. 

This  shall  be  done.    Full  well  it  pleaseth 

me 
Te  are  not  Jews,  or  are  no  longer  Jews, 
But  Greeks  ;  if  not  by  birth,  yet  Greeks  by 

custom. 
Tour  nameless  temple    shall    receive  the 

name 
Of  Jupiter  Hellenins.    Te  may  go  I 

ScEKB  III.  —  Antiochts  ;  Jason. 

AlfTIOCHUS. 

My  task  is  easier  than  I  dreamed.    These 

people 
Meet  me  half-way.    Jason,  didst  thou  take 

note 
How  these  Samaritans  of  Siohem  said 
They   were  not    Jews?    that  they    were 

Medes  and  Persians, 
They  were  Sidonians,  anything  but  Jews  ? 
rr  is  of  good  augury,    llie  rest  will  follow 
Till  the  whole  land  is  Hellenixed. 

JASOH. 

My  Lord, 
These  are  Samaritans.    The  tribe  of  Jodab 
Is  of  a  different  temper,  and  the  task 
Will  be  more  difficult. 

AUnOGHCS. 

Dost  thou  gainsay  me  ? 

JASOK. 

I  know  the  stubborn  nature  of  the  Jew. 

Testerday,  £leazer,  an  old  man. 

Being  fourscore  years  and  ten,  ehoee  rather 

death 
By  torture  than  to  eat  the  flesh  of  swine. 

AKTIOCHUS. 

The  life  is  in  the  blood,  and  the  whole 

nation 
Shall  bleed  to  death,  or  it  shall  change  its 

faith! 

JASON. 

Hundreds  have  fled  already  to  the  moon- 
tains 
Of  Ephraim,  where  Judas  Maccabnus 
Hath  raised  the  standard  of  revolt  against 
thee. 
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AUTIOCnUi. 

I  will  burn  down  their  city,  nnd  will  nake 

it 
Wnate  na  a  wildemcu.     It«  thoroaghfares 
Shall  he  but  furrows  in  a  field  of  aahet. 
It  ihall  be  town  with  salt  as  Sodom  it ! 
This  hundred  and  fifty-third  Olympiad 
Shall  have  a  broad  and  blood-red  wal  upon 

it. 
Stamped  with  the  awful  letters  of  my  name, 
Antiochus  the  God,  Kpiphanes !  — 
Where  are  those  Seven  Sons  ? 

JASON. 

My  Lord,  they  wait 
Thy  royal  pleasure. 

AMTIOCBCS. 

They  shall  wait  no  longer ! 


ACT  II 
THE   DUNGEONS  IN   THE  CITADEL 
Scuf s  I.  -^  Tub  MoTHEa  ^  tki  Sbvbn  Sons 

THR  MOTRKE. 

Be  stmnf^,  ray  heart  !  Hroak  not  till  they 

ATc  doad. 
All,  all  my  Seven  Sons  ;  then  burst  asunder, 
And  let  Ihis  torturrd  and  tomu*ntrd  soul 
Leap  and  nii«h  out  like  water  ihrouf^h  I  he 

slianlA 
Of  earthen  vrwrls  broken  at  a  wf>ll. 
()  my  dear  children,  mine  in  life  ami  death, 
I  kniiw  not  how  ye  eame  into  my  womb  ; 
I  neither  pive  vou  breath,  nor  gave    vou 

life. 
And  neither  was  it  I  that  formed  the  mem- 

liern 
^)f  every  one  of  vou.     Hut  the  Creator, 
Who  uiiiiii*  the  world,  and  made  the  heavens 

.tiMiVe  114, 

Wlio  f«irtiif(i  tlie  f^em-ration  of  mankind. 
Anil  found  out  the  be^inniu^  of  all  things, 
lie  g-tve  villi  lin*ath  and  life,  ami  will  agam 
( >f  \u^  iiKin  mrnv.  an  ye  now  n*ganl 
Not  \iMir  own  M'lvi*!!.  but  hia  eternal  Uw. 
I  do  nut  tniirninr,  nay,  I  thank  thee,  CiimI, 
Ttiat  I  .iiiii  iinne  have  nut  U'eii  ilrrmed  un- 

wtirthy 
To  •iiffrr  f'lr  tliv  (lake,  and  for  thy  law, 
Ami  for  the  many  sins  of  Israel. 


Hark  I   I  eaa 


Ikt  m 


I 


I  feel  tham  man  Umb  j«  Aib  O  ajf 
But  cannot  coiDa  lo  yo«.  I.  «ka  m 
To  wake  at  nigfat  1  thm  Iwtm  mj  yt 
To  whom  ye  ran  at  •vnj  riigklHl  I 
I  cannot  take  yoa  now  uifta  mj  kp 
And  soothe  ynmr  pUt  bat  uai  « 

you  all 
Into  his  pitying  arflMi  mad  «■!■!  y 
And  give  you  rest 

A  YOKB  (wiiitin). 

What  wDoUat  Ikn  Hk 
Ready  are  we  to  dia,  bst  «•  «3  hi 
Transgress  the  law 
fathers. 


rm 


It  is  the  Toice  of  mr  ft 
And  noble  boy  I  Tmni 
Of  dying  first,  as  thorn  «Ml 


I   0 


God  looketh  on  ns^ 

As  Muses  in  his  mV  al 

He  in  his  serraais  sKaU 


I  knew  thou  wouldsi  M 

no  more. 
He  is  beyond  all  pain  I 

(I 


I^Hii 


If 

Tliou  shalt  be  toitvtd 

members 
Of  thy  whole  body.     Will 


saroND 


( 


It  is  Adaiah's  vciee.  I 
I  know  his  nature,  davt 
And  swift  to  e 

alwavs. 
Be  steadfast,  O  m j  eaa  I 


THB  aaaa 

Takest  ut  from  this 
Who   rules   the 

again 
Into  life  eTerliiti^. 


< 


Wkk^' 
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THE  MOTHSB. 

God,  I  thank  thee 
1  hast  breathed  into  that  timid 
rt 

)  die  for  thee.     O  mj  Adaiah, 
;  Grod  I  if  thou  for  whom  I  feared 
8  encounter   death,   I  need  not 

"till  not  shrink. 

THIRD  VOICE  (within). 

Behold  these  hands 
0  thee,  O  King  Antiochus, 
>lore  thy  mercy,  but  to  show 
pise  them.     He  who  gave  them 
le 
hem  back  again. 

THE  XOTHEB. 

O  Avilan, 
lice.   For  the  last  time  I  hear  it ; 
t  time  on  earth,  but  not  the  last. 
;  bids  defiance,  and  to  torture. 

0  me  as  from  another  world, 

1  the  petty  miseries  of  this 

me  as   naught,  and   less  than 
jht. 

ay  Avilan  ;  nay,  I  should  say 
ny  Avilan  ;  for  I  am  dead 
i.     I  am  waiting  for  the  others. 
ey  linger  ? 

FOURTH  VOICE  (wtthin). 

It  is  good,  O  King, 
to  death  by  men,  to  look  for 

0 

to  be  raised  up  again  by  Him. 
-  no  resurrection  sbalt  thou  have 

rafter. 

THE  MOTHER. 

Four  I  already  four  ! 
still  living  ;  nay,  they  all  are 

half  there.     Make  haste,   An- 

lUS, 

us  ;  for  the  sword  that  cleaves 

rable  bodies  makes  a  door 

lich  our  souls,  impatient  of  re- 

'» 

:h  other's  arms. 

nPTH  VOICE  (iri^in). 

Then  hast  the  power  ; 
what  thou  wilt.     Abide  awhile, 


And  thoa  shalt  see  the  power  of  God,  and 

how 
He  will  torment  thee  and  thy  seed. 

THE  MOTHER. 

O  hasten; 
Why  dost  thou  pause?     Thou  who  hast 

slain  already 
So  many  Hebrew  women,  and  hast  hong 
Their  murdered  infants  round  their  neeksy 

slay  me. 
For  I  too  am  a  woman,  and  these  bovs 
Are  mine.    Make  haste  to  slay  us  all, 
And  hang  my  lifeless  babes  aliout  my  neok. 

SIXTH  voiGB  (within). 

Think  not,  Antiochus,  that  takest  in  hand 
To  strive  against  the  God  of  Israel, 
Thou  shalt  escape  unpunished,  for  his  wrath 
Shall  overtake  thee  and  thy  bloody  bouse. 

THE  MOTHER. 

One  more,  my  Sirion,  and  then  all  is  ended* 
Havinff  put  all  to  bed,  then  in  my  turn 
I  will  ue  down  and  sleep  as  sound  as  they. 
My  Sirion,  my  youneest,  best  beloved  t 
And  those  bright  gomen  locks,  that  I  so  oft 
Have  curled  about  these  fingers,  even  now 
Are  foul  with  blood  and  dust,  like  a  lamb's 

fleece, 
Slain  in  the   shambles.  —  Not  a  sound  I 

hear. 
This  silence  is  more  terrible  to  me 
Than  any  sound,  than  any  err  of  pain. 
That  might  escape  the  lips  of  one  who  diea. 
Doth  his  heart  fail  him  ?     Doth  he  fall 

away 
In  the  last  hour  from  Grod?    O  Sirion^ 

Sirion, 
Art  thou  afraid  ?    I  do  not  hear  thy  voice. 
Die  as  thy  brothers  died.    Thou  must  not 

live  I 


ScBKB  n.  —  The  Mother  ;  Aktiochds  { 

SiRIOK. 

the  mother. 
Are  they  all  dead  ? 

AlfTIOCHUS. 

Of  all  thy  Seven  Sons 
One  only  lives.    Behold  them  where  they 

lie ; 
How  dost  thou  like  this  picture  ? 
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THB  MOTHBB. 

(tod  in  beaven  I 
Cftn  a  man  do  suoh  deeds,  and  ret  not  die 
Bj  the  recoil  of  hi«  own  wickedneei  ? 
Ye  murdered,  bleeding,  mutilated  bodies 
That  were  my  children  once,  and  still  are 

mine, 
I  cannot  watch  o'er  jou  as  Rii pah  watched 
In  sackcloth  oVr  the  seven  sons  of  Saul, 
Till  water  drop  upon  you  out  of  heaTcn 
And   waiih  this   blood    away  I     I  cannot 

mouin 
As  she,  the  daughter  of  Aiah,  mourned  the 

dead. 
From  the  bi'ginning  of  the  barlej-harrest 
Until  the  autumn  rains,  and  suffered  not 
The  birds  of  air  to  rest  on  them  by  day, 
Nor  the  wild  beasts  by  night.     For  je  have 

died 
A  better  death,  a  death  so  full  of  life 
That    I    ought     rather    to     rejoice    than 

mourn.  — 
Wherefore  art  thou  not  dead,  O  Sirion  ? 
Wliervfon*  art  thou  the  only  living  thing 
Among    thy   bnithcrs    dead  ?    Art    thou 

afraid? 

AjrnofHrs. 

O  woman,  I  have  ^jiarfci  him  for  thy  sake, 
For  hi*  in  fair  to  luuk  u|K>n  and  comely  ; 
And  I  h:ive -sworn  tt>  him  by  all  the  gods 
That  I  would  crown  his  lift*  with  juy  and 

honor, 
Iloap  treasures  on  him,  luzuri<*(i,  dflights. 
Make   him  my  frivnd  and  kvi'iMT  of  my 

iM»rret», 
If  li^  would  turn  from  your  Mosaic  Ijiw 
And  )m*  as  wt'  are  ;  but  he  will  not  listen. 


THR  MiiTRKM. 

My  noble  Sirion  ! 


And  f  ed  aad  w       ikad 

thee  up 
With  the  dear  tnmhb  •€ 
Unto  this  age.     Look  am 

tbeop 
And  on  the  earth  aad  aU 
Consider  that  God  a 
That  were  not ;  aad  ttet 

manner 
Mankind  was  mads 

tormentor; 
But,  being  worthy  of  iky 
Thy  death  as  they  did, 

thee 
Again  in  merey  with 


Aim 
Yea,  I  am  laoghod  to 


•rtiftf 


I^M 


NeTer  will  I  obey  tho  Ki^ 

ment. 
But  the  commandmeaC  of  thm 
That  was  by  Mosea  gi^ 
And  thou,  O  godlcH  ■ 
Art  the  moat  wieked*  bo  aoC  lillid  ^ 
Nor  puffed  up  witb  OBOHtna  bipi^ 

lifting 
Thy  hand  against  tbe  lorTaali  of  At  L 
For  thou  hast  not 

judgment 
Of  the  Almighty  God,  wbo  iMth  •■ 


He  is  DoCvod  of 


:I 


I  My   brothers,  wbo  bavo 
I  pain, 

AjrrKM-iirs.  !  Are  dra«l  ;  Imt  tboo«  A 

Thri^fure  I  beieech  thee.     TJ»'  I«»ni.hnjent  ofjmdo-     1 

Who  srt   hi«  ifinthrr,  thou  wuuldst  speak     ^V" .  ii "  i??j!!t' yT^ 

w,!!,  him,  ,  J}^^  "•■  '^*'"M  "P^""/  ke 

InJ  wo,.l.l,t  |H  nusdr  him.     I  am  sick  of     ^  "^**  ^'V  nation,  a«|  that 

I  That  He  alone  is  God. 
Tiir  Mill  lira. 

Yra,  I  will  «|Mak  with  him  and  will  per- 

■uaili*  him. 
O  SirifMi.  uir  iMin  !  hare  pity  nn  me.  By    torments 

On  mr  that  bare  thee,  anJ'  that  gave  thee  I  (^nd. 

■u«^k,  •  Here  or  hereaftor.  balb  ia 


^^ 
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THB  M OTHBB. 

I  am  proud  of  thee  I 

AirriocHUB. 

Be  silent  t 
ed  of  torture  in  yon  chamber, 
so  many  sleepers,  heartless  mo- 
! 
(ps  will  not  wake  them,  nor  thy 

'» 

thou  hear,  amid  thy  troubled 

ms, 

tn  crying  for  the6  in  the  night  I 

THE  MOTHER. 

lat  stretchest  thy  white  hands  to 

not,  but  press  them  to  my  lips, 
IS   white  as   thine ;   for   I  am 
h, 
e  Mother  of  Death,  seeing  these 

feless.  —  Kiss  me,  Sirion. 


ACT  III 

PLE-FIELD   OF  BETH-HORON 

Judas  Maccabeus  in  armor  btfore 
his  tent. 

JUDAS. 

ets  sound  ;     the  echoes  of  the 
atains 

em,    as   the   Sabbath    morning 
ks 

boron  and  its  battle-field, 
great  captain  of   tbe  hosts  of 

3ught  up  in  the  brick-fields  of 

pt, 

le  Amorites.     There  was  no  day 

lefore  or  after  it,  nor  shall  be. 

:>od  still  ;    the  hammers  of  the 

leir  harness  ;  and   the  captains 

Y  feet  upon  the  necks  of  kings, 

pen  thine,  Antiochus, 

of    blood  I  —  Behold  the  rising 

the  golden  letters  of  my  ban- 

Yehovah  !     Who  is  like 


To  thee,  O  Lord,  among  the  gods  ?  -^ 

Alas! 
I  am  not  Joshua,  I  cannot  say, 
"  Sun,  stand  thou  still  on  Gibeon,  and  thoa 

Moon, 
In  Ajalon  !  "    Nor  am  I  one  who  wastes 
The  fateful  time  in  useless  lamentation  ; 
But  one  who  bears  his  life  apon  his  hand 
To  lose  it  or  to  save  it,  as  may  best 
Serve  the  designs  of  Him  who  giveth  life. 


SCBNB  n.  —  JUDtAS  MaCGABAUS  ;  JSWISH  FlT- 

OITIVES. 

JUDAS. 

Who  and  what  are  ye,  that  with  fnrtiTe 

steps 
Steal  in  among  our  tents  ? 

FUGITIVES. 

O  Maccabnns, 
Outcasts  are  we,  and  fugitives  as  thou  art, 
Jews  of  Jerusalem,  that  have  escaped 
From  the  polluted  city,  and  from  aeath. 

JUDAS. 

None  (san  escape  from  death.    Say  that  ye 

*come 
To  die  for  Israel,  and  ye  are  welcome. 
What  tidings  bring  ye  ? 

FUGITIVES. 

Tidings  of  despair. 
The  Temple  is  laid  waste  ;  the  precious 

vessels, 
Censers  of  gold,  viak  and  veils  and  crowns. 
And  golden  ornaments,  and  hidden  trea- 
sures, 
Have  all  been  taken  from  it,  and  the  Gren- 

tiles 
With  revelling  and  with  riot  fill  its  courts. 
And  dally  witn  harlots  in  the  holy  places. 

JUDAS. 

All  this  I  knew  before. 

FUGITIVES. 

Upon  the  altar 

Are  things  profane,  things  oy  the  law  for- 
bidden ; 

Nor  can  we  keep  our  Sabbaths  or  our 
Feasts, 

But  on  the  festivals  of  Dionysus 

Must  walk  in  their  procestiona,  bearing  ivj 

To  crown  a  drunken  god. 


JUDAS  HACCABiCUS 


Tliit  too  I  know. 
Bnt  toll  tnr  of  tbs  Jew*.     How  Un  Ui* 
Jewi? 


The  raming  of  this  luuchief  hatb  been  tom 
And  j^cTous  to  thv  poople.     AU  the  Uud 
Is  full  of  Umcntklion  and  of  monmiDg. 
The  I'rinee*  and  tbe  KIden  weep  ami  wail  ; 
Hw  roun{^  men  utt]  Lbe  Duidciu  are  nuMle 

feeble  i 
The    bcauiT   of    tb«    women    bath    been 


And  are  tbere  none  to  die  tot  Itraal  7 

T  ■■  not  enough  to  moam.       Breaitplato 

An  better  iluagt  than  ucbclotb.     Let  tbe 

L«lDent  for  larael  ;  Lbe  men  aboubl  die. 


Both  men  and  women  die  ;    old  ■ 

Old  Etiaier  died  :  and  MihaU 
Witb  all  ber  iJeTeo  buu. 


Antiocfaoa, 
At  t^ret;  ttef)  tbrm  tabeit  there  ia  left 
A  bloody  fuotpriiit  in  the  Rlreel,  bjr  whirb 
Tbe  a*enKin|[  wratb  of  (iod  will  track  tbee 

out  T 
It  i*  enough.     Go  to  tbe  sutler'!!  tent*  : 
Thuee  u(  joa  who  at*  men,  put  on  aucb  ar- 

Ai   je    may  find  ;    those    of  van  who  are 

Ducklo  thnt  armor  on  ;  and    for  ■   wnteh- 


Armed  witk  tbj  lUrt  ml  maA  h^ 

Thoa  gUdeat  like  m  eiirMt  ^^h 
Into  id;  pNieMt.    WWiAm  m 

Tbj  f  aee  from  tna  r    A  kndl  ^ 

With   torabead   nwUiteJ      Tki 

Sent  by  A'icaDer. 


BeboU  ajlMt»ilwmKm 


Tb«g  art  indeed  KtcaMT.    I  ■!* 

" ^  Ifiiiliilti iWil^ 


Thou  hall  tbe  DoUer  liiliw  wl tt> 
Without  tbe  fMliof*  Ikii  M^id  ■ 

luea. 
Thoa  cMut  be  etreag^  Md  jet  M 

Caut  ri)[fateou  be  aad  aat  iMriai 
Let  tbere  be  peace  faetwwa  ^ 


ir  eiliaa  Mekad  Mi  |i 


Sra»i«ni.-Jir.*»M*<-<«i 


Hail,  Judai  MaeraUrut  t 


At  ni|:lit-tiBe  by  Ik*  khn  •< 

I  Jrn»al.'m  bud  WMle  ;  OmlUfl 
j  r»lluted   with  itiaM  gidtt      At 
thing*  pt»n  r 


Hail!  — Who  art  thou  I 
That  romni  brr«  in  thin  mriterioui  piiaa 
Into  our  ramp  uabtralJed?  < 


I  Theie  an-  tbe  dilr  M 
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JUDAS. 

AntiochuB  ? 
ILntiochiu,  that  he  should  prate 
to  me,  who  am  a  fugitive  ? 
3  shall  be  lifted  up  ;  to-morrow 
be  found,  because  he  is  returned 
dust ;  his  thought  has  come  to 
thing. 

lo  peace  between  us,  nor  can  be, 
i  banner  floats  upon  the  walls 
irusalem. 

KICANOa. 

Between  that  city 

9  there    lies  a  waving    wall  of 
Its 

I  host  of  forty  thousand  foot, 

3men  seven  thousand.     What  hast 

>u 

against  all  these  ? 

JUDAS. 

The  power  of  Grod, 
*eath  shall  scatter  your  white  tents 
road, 
of  snow. 

NICANOR. 

Your  Mighty  One  in  heaven 

10  battle  on  the  Seventh  Day  ; 
lay  of  rest. 


tents. 


JUDAS. 

Silence,  blasphemer. 

NlCANOR. 

Shall  it  be  war  or  peaoe  ? 


JUDAS. 

',  and  only  war.     Go  to  thy  tents 

11  be  scattered,  as  by  you  were 

kttered 

and  trampled  pages  of  the  Law, 

rough  the  windy  streets. 

NICAKOR. 

Farewell,  brave  foe  I 

JUDAS. 

),  my  captains  1     Have  safe-con- 
ct  given 

uior's  herald  through  the  camp, 
e  yourselves   to  me.  —  Farewell, 
eanor  I 


ScBKB  IV.  — JuDAs  Maooabjeus  ;  Captaixi 

AND  SOLDIKBS. 


JUDAS. 

The  hour  is  come.  Gather  the  host  to- 
gether 

For  battle.  Lo,  with  trumpets  and  with 
songs 

The  army  of  Nicanor  comes  against  us. 

Go  forth  to  meet  them,  praying  in  your 
hearts, 

And  fighting  with  your  hands. 

CAPTAINS. 

Look  forth  and  see  t 
The  morning  sun  is  shining  on  their  shields 
Of  gold  and  brass  ;   the  mountains  glisten 

with  them. 
And  shine  like  lamps.    And  we,  who  are  so 

few 
And  poorly  armed,  and  ready  to  faint  with 

fasting. 
How  shall  we  fight  against  this  mnltitade  ? 

JUDAS. 

The  victory  of  a  battle  standeth  not 

In  multitudes,  but  in  the  strength  that  oom- 

eth 
From  heaven  above.    The  Lord  forbid  that 

I 
Should  do  this  thing,  and  flee  away  from 

them. 
Nay,  if  our  hour  be  oome,  then  let  us  die  ; 
Let  us  not  stain  our  honor. 

CAPTAUrS. 

'T  is  the  Sabbath 
WUt  thou  fight  on  the  Sabbath,  Maoea- 
b»us  ? 

JUDA8. 

Ay  ;  when  I  fight  the  battles  of  the  Lord, 
I  fight  them  on  his  day,  as  on  all  others. 
Have  ye  forgotten  certain  fngitiTes 
That  fled  once  to    these    hills,   and  hid 

themselves 
In  caves?      How  their  pursuers  eamped 

against  them 
Upon  the  Seventh  Day,    and  challenged 

them? 
And   how  they  answered  not,  nor   cast  a 

stone. 
Nor  stopped  the  plaoes  where  they  lay  oon- 

oealed. 
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But  meeklj  peruhed  with  their  witm  And  !  Of  EMkias*  King  of  Iiiari, 

children,  "  "* 

Even  to  the  number  of  a  thousand  ■oaU  ? 
We  who  are  Aghting  for  our  laws  and  lives 
Will  not  M  perish. 

cArrAiHS. 

Lead  us  to  the  battle  t 


Jl'DAS. 

And  let  onr  watchword  be,  *'  The  Help  of 

(;od!" 
Last  night  1  dreamed  a  dream  ;  and  in  mj 

vision 
Beheld  Onias,  c»ur  Ilif^h-Priest  of  old, 
Who  holding  up  his  hands  prayed  for  the 

Jews. 
This  done,  in  the  like  manner  there  ap- 

fteared 
An  old  man,  and  exceeding  glorious. 
With  hoarj  hair,  and  of  a  wonderful 
And  excellent  majesty.     And  Onias  said  : 
**  This  is  a  lover  of  the  Jews,  who  prajeth 
Much  for  tho  people  and  the  Holy  City, — 
God*s  ]irt»phet  Jeremias.*'     And  the  pro- 

yhet 
Held  forth  his  right  hand  and  gave  unto 

me 
A  swonl  of  gold  ;  and  giving  it  he  said  : 
**Take  thou  this  holy  sword,  a  gift  from 

(i«h1. 
And  with  it  thou  ihalt  wound  thine  adver- 

saries. 

rAPTAiys. 

The  Lord  is  with  us  ! 

jmAs. 

Hark  !  I  hear  the  trumpets 
Sound  from  iifth-horun  ;  from  tlie  battle- 
Held 
Of  JcMhua,  wherr  he  imote  the  Amorites, 
8mf»t«*  till*  1*1  ve  Kings  of  Kglon  and  of  Jar- 

niuth. 
Of  Ilcltriiii,  l«arliiOi,  nml  Jenisalem, 
.\s  wt>  tiwlay  will  Rniiti*  Nii-auor*H  hosts 
And  li*av('  a  inniiory  of  gn':»t  deeds  behind 

UB. 

rAI'TilNH    ANIi   S<»l.IliaHS. 

The  Hrlpuf  (itid  t 

Jt-|>A«. 

li^  Klokim  Yfknrak .' 
Lord,  thou  didat  send  tliiiie  Angel  in  the 
time 


And  in  tha  annics  of 
Didst  slay  a  hoadNd 

tboosaad. 
Wherefore,  O  Latd  of 

send 
Befora  ns  a  good  angol  far  a 
And  through  the  mifhl  of  tkj 

those 
Be  stricken  with  tenor  tfa 

dav 
Against  dby  holy  peoplo  to 


ACT  IV 

THE  OUTER  COURTS  Of  THE  TB 
AT  JERUSALEM 


ScBKB  L  — Jcnas 


Behold,  onr  eaemica  art 

Jerusalem  has  falloD  ; 

Float  from  her  faottloaaata.  and  o*i 

gates 
Xicanor's  severed  head,  a 
Blackens  in  wind  aad  auk 


The  citadel  of  Antioeh«8» 
The  Mother  with  bar  8o«^ 

dereo. 
Is  still  defiant 


Wait. 


carTAi] 


Insults  us  with  the  bitter 
Of  other  days. 


Wait;  iliba*a 
And  vanish  as  a  clood.  Firat  Ist «  ■ 
Tho  Sfturtuary.  fW,  it  is 
Wa.«ite  like  a  wilderataa.  Ita 
Wmichrvl  from 

by  Are  ; 
Shrubs  gruwing  ta  ila 
l'p<in  Its  altars  hidtooa  aai  rtnav  U 
And  itrrwn  aboot    s  f^\ 
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acred  Books,  half-bomed  and  painted 
o'er 
images  of  heathen  gods. 

JEWS. 

Woe !  woe ! 
beanty  and  oar  glory  are  laid  waste  ! 
Gentiles    have    profaned    our   holy 
places  ! 

[LamerUation  and  alarm  qftrumpeU.) 

JUDAS. 

sound  of  tmmpetSy  and  this  lamenta- 
tion, 

heart-cry  of   a    people  toward  the 
heayens, 
ne  to  wrath  and  vengeance.    Gro,  my 

captains  ; 
d  you  back  no  longer.    Batter  down 
ntadel  of  Antiochus,  while  here 
weep  away  his  altars  and  his  gods. 


^  n.  ~  Judas  Macoabjeus  ;  Jason  ; 
Jbws. 

JEWS. 

ing  among  the  ruins  of  the  Temple, 

•  in  its  inner  courts,  we  found  this  man, 
as  High-Priest. 

JUDAS. 

I  ask  not  who  thou  art, 
)w  thy  face,  writ  over  with  deceit 
re  these  tattered  volumes  of  the  Law 
I  heathen  images.     A  priest  of  God 
b  thou  in  other  days,  but  thou  art  now 
iest  of  Satan.    Traitor,  thou  art  Jason. 

JASON. 

thy  prisoner,  Judas  Maccabnus, 
it  would  ill  become  me  to  conceal 
lame  or  ofiBce. 

JUDAS. 

Over  yonder  gate 
«  hangs  the  head  of  one  who  was  a 

Greek. 
,t  should  prevent  me  now,  thou  man  of 

sin, 
3  hanging  at  its  side  the  head  of  one 

•  born   a  Jew  hath   made   himself  a 

Greek? 

JASON. 


JUDAl. 

Justice  ?    Thou  art  stained 
With  every  crime  'gainst  which  the  Deo»» 

logne 
Thunders  with  all  its  thunder. 

JASON. 

If  not  Justioe^ 
Then  Mercy,  her  handmaiden. 

JUDAS. 

When  hast  thoa 
At  any  time,  to  any  man  or  woman. 
Or  even  to  any  little  child,  shown  mi 


mercy? 


JASON. 


ice  prevents  thee. 


I  have  but  done  what  King  Antioohns 
Commanded  me. 

JUDAS. 

True,  then  hast  been  the  weapon 

THth  which  be  struck  ;  but  hast  been  snob 
a  weapon. 

So  flexible,  so  fitted  to  his  hand. 

It  tempted  him  to  strike.  So  thon  hast 
urged  him 

To  double  wickedness,  thine  own  and  his. 

Where  is  this  King  ?    Is  he  in  Antioeh 

Among  his  women  still,  and  from  his  win- 
dows 

Throwing  down  gold  by  handfaL^  for  the 
rabble 

To  scramble  for  ? 

JASON. 

Nay,  he  is  gone  from  tberey 
Grone  with  an  army  into  the  far  East 

JUDAS. 

And  wherefore  gone  ? 

JASON. 

I  know  not    For  the  space 
Of  forty  days  almost  were  horsemen  seen 
Running  in  air,  in  cloth  of  ffold,  and  armed 
With  iMices,  like  a  band  of  soldiery  ; 
It  was  a  sign  of  triumph. 

JUDAS. 

Or  of  death. 
Wherefore  art  thon  not  with  him  ? 


JASON. 


For  service  in  the  Temple. 


Iwaslefi 
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To  pulluto  it, 
And  iocormpt  the  Jews  ;  for  tliera  are  men 
Wboae  praaence  is  corruption ;  to  be  with 

toem 
Dep«dce  ni  nnd  deforms  the  things  we  do. 

JAHON. 

I  never  made  a  boaHt,  as  some  men  do, 

Of  mj  superior  virtue,  nor  denied 

The  weakness  of  my  nature,  that  hath  made 

me 
Subservient  to  the  will  of  other  men. 

Upon  this  daj,  the  tivu-and -twentieth  daj 
Ol  the  month  Caslan,  was  the  Tvmpiv  here 
Profaned  bj  strangers,  —  bv  Antiochus 
And  thee,  his  instrument     V pon  this  day 
Shall  it  l>e  cleansed.    Thou,  who  didst  lend  i 

thyself  I 

Unto  this  profanation,  oanHt  not  be 
A  witness  uf  these  Milemn  services.  i 

There  can  be  nothing  clean  where  thoa  art 

present. 
The  people  put  tu  death  Callisthenes, 
Who   tmmcd  the  Temple   gates  ;    and  if 

they  And  thee 
Will  surely  slay  tliiT.     I  will  spare  thy  life 
To   punish   thee    the    lon^^rr.     Thou  nhalt 

wanilrr 
Among  stmngi*    nations.     Thou,  tliat  hast 

cast  nut 
So   manv    fnuii    thfir    native    lantl,   nhalt 

|H*rish 
In  a  nt range  land.     Thnu,  that  haxt  left  so 

inuny 
I'liburifd,    .Hh.ilt    have  none  to  mtiiiru  for 

thee, 
Niir  anv  Milmin  fiiiiermU  at  all« 
Nor  Ki'piih'hrp  with  thy  fathers.  — (let  thee 

hi'Mi-*'  ! 

Ifvtii-.     t*r,m^t§nfn  nf  i*n'*Mt$  ami  jt^nfjf,  iri7A 

•  ir^">ii.    k'ffM.    rjti</    ^^^l'Ml/■.       .IriiAN    Ma<'- 

<  \i-  n  4  i'*tf»  /.!»!■«//*  ijf  rArir  Arfjf/,  ami  tkry 
y«i  I '  .♦  ■  th*  I  n  tvrr  rvMrf  ■. 

>«  r.sK  III.      .Twin  ij/iinr. 

Through  the  <iate    lifHiitifiil    I  mh*    tlirm 

Cnmr, 
With  branehri  ami  green  Umghn  and  li'sven 

•if  iialni. 
And  pAM  iiitt>  thf  inner  I'lnirtii.     Ahm  ! 


I  ahonld  be  with  tkea, 

them. 
But  in  an  evil  hoiir«  as  hoar  af 
That  Cometh  nnto  alU  I  Ml  aww 
From  the  old  faith,  nad  did  Ml  t 


heead 


%to*i 


Only  nn  outward  lemhlaaaa  af 

For  the  new  faith  I  caaaol  mat 

Not  being  bom  to  it.    It  halh  aa  anl 
Within  me.     I  am  aetthar  Jaw  mm 
But  stand  between  them  boC^  a 
To  each  in  turn  ;  haviaf  ao 
In  gods  or  mea.    Tbca 

charm. 
What  fascination  is  it  chaiaa  wn 
And  keeps  me  gaiing  liha  a  mm~ 
Into  the  holy  places,  whaia  the 
Have  raised  their  altar  ?  — > 

together, 
Thej  take  fire  oat  of 

lamps 
In  the  great  candlestick. 

veils. 
And  set  the  loavet  of 

Uble. 
The  incense  bums ;  the 

odor 
Conies  wafted  unto  n  , 
To  other  days.     I  see  mywM 
As  I  was  then  ;  and  the  old 
Cn^efis    over    me    agaia  I  ^-'A 

fancy !  — 
And   hark  !  thev  sing   with 

with  cymlials« 
.\nd  all  the  people  fall  apoa 
Praying  and  wor^hippia*  I —  I  wiB 
Into  the  tlast,  to  awet  AaCioi  ~ 
Upon  hiA  homeward  jooraey, 

triumph. 
Alas  !  ttwlay  1  woald  givo 
To  Hce  a  friend's  fare,  ur  to      __ 
That   hail    the   slighleai  loM   el 

in  it! 


ACT  V 
TIIK  MOr\TAINS  op  ECMTAU 
N  ma  I.        AkTiitrurs; 


AUTII 

Here    let    us  Tv%t  awhtlo. 

riiiiip  ? 

What  plai-e  is  this? 
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pmup. 

Ecbatana,  mj  Lord  ; 
And  yonder  mountain  range  is  the  Orontes. 

AMTIOCHUS. 

The  Orontes  is  my  river  at  Antioch. 

Why  did  I  leave  it  ?  Why  have  I  been 
tempted 

By  eoverings  of  gold  and  shields  and  breast- 
plates 

To  plunder  Elymais,  and  be  driven 

F^m  out  its  ^Ates,  as  by  a  fiery  blast 

Ont  of  a  f  nmace  ? 

PHILIP. 

These  are  fortune's  changes. 

AlCnOOHUS. 

Whmt  a  defeat  it  was  I  The  Persian  horse- 
men 

Came  like  a  mighty  wind,  the  wind  Khamit- 
■een, 

And  melted  us  away,  and  scattered  ns 

As  if  we  were  dead  leaves,  or  desert  sand. 

PHILIP. 

Be  eomf orted,  my  Lord ;  for  thou  hast 

lost 
Bat  what  thou  hadst  not 

AimOCBTTS. 

I,  who  made  the  Jews 
Skip  like  the  grasshoppers,  am  made  my- 
self 
To  skip  among  these  stones. 

PHILIP. 

Be  not  discouraged. 
Thy  realm  of  Syria  remains  to  thee  ; 
That  is  not  lost  nor  marred. 

AXnOCHUS. 

Oh,  where  are  now 
The  splendors  of  my  court,  my  baths  and 

banquets  ? 
Where  are  my  players  and  my  dancing 

women  ? 
Where  are  my  sweet  musicians  with  their 

pipes, 
That  made  me  merry  in  the  olden  time  ? 
I  am  a  laughing-etock  to  man  and  brute. 
The  very  camelB,  with  their  u^y  faces, 
Mock  me  and  laugh  at  me. 


PHILIP. 

Alas !  my  Lord, 
It  is  not  so.  If  thou  wonldst  sleep  awhiloi 
All  would  be  well. 

AMTIOCBUS. 

Sleep  from  mine  eyes  is  gone. 
And  my  heart  faileth  me  for  very  care. 
Dost  thou  remember,  Philip,  the  old  fable 
Told  us  when  we  were  boys,  in  which  the 

bear 
Going  for  honey  overturns  the  hive, 
And  is  stung  blind  by  bees?    I  am  that 

beast. 
Stung  by  the  Persian  swarms  of  Elymais. 

PHILIP. 

When  thou  art  come  again  to  Antioch, 

These  thoughts  will  be  as  covered  and  for- 
gotten 

As  are  the  tracks  of  Pharaoh's  charioi- 
wheela 

In  the  Egyptian  sands. 

AUnOCHUS. 

Ah !  when  I  oome 
Again  to  Antioch  t    When  wiU  that  be  ? 
AUst  alasl 

ScKKS  n.  —  AxnocHus ;  Pmup  ;  A  Ma»- 

SKNOBB. 


May  the  King  live  forever  I 

AMTIOOHUS. 

Who  art  thou,  and  whence  comest  thou  ? 


MKSSBMGBH. 


I  am  a  messenger  from  Antioch, 
Sent  here  by  Lysias. 


My  Lord, 


AMTIOCHUS. 

A  strange  foreboding 
Of  something  evil  overshadows  me. 
I  am  no  reader  of  the  Jewish  Scriptures  ; 
I  know  not  Hebrew  ;  but  my  High-Priett 

Jason, 
As  I  remember,  told  me  of  a  Prophet 
Who  saw  a  little  cloud  rise  from  the  sea 
Like  a  man's  hand,  and  soon  the  heaven 

was  black 
With  clouds  and  rain.    Here,  Philip,  read  | 

I  cannot ; 
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I  Me  that  cloud.    It  makes  the  letten  dim 
Before  mine  eyes. 

PRILII*  (reading), 

*"  To  King  Antiochns, 
The  God»  Epiphanes." 

AyriocBi's. 

Oh  mockery  t 
Eren  Lysias  laughs  at  me  !  —  Go  on,  go  on  t 

PHiur  {rtading), 

•*  We  pray  thee  hasten  thy  return.    The 

realm 
Is  falling  from  thee.    Since  thou  hast  gone 

from  us 
The  Tictories  of  Judas  Maccahieus 
Form  all  our  annahi.     First  he  orerthrew 
Thy  forces  at  Beth-horun,  and  passed  on, 
And  took  Jenisalem,  the  Holy  Citv. 
And  then  Emniaus  fell ;  and  then  Bethsura, 
Ephron  and  all  the  towns  uf  Galaad, 
And  Macvabttus  marched  to  Camton.'' 

ANTimriii'H. 

Enough,    enough !     Cio  call   my  chariot- 

•  men  ; 
We  will  drire  furwartl.  forward,  without 

ceasiu)*. 
Until  we  ctiiiie  to  Antiuch.     Mv  captains, 
My  Lysias,  (tor^sji,  S'n»ii»  ami  Nioanor, 
An*  bal»es  in  hattle,  and  this  dn>adful  Jew 
Will  rob  nit*  of  iiiv  kin  pi  out  nntl  my  cn»wn. 
My  eli*phants  shall  tranipl**  him  tci  dust  ; 
I  will  wi|M*  out  his  nation,  ami  will  niske 
JpruiuiU'Ui  a  cumiiiiiii  burying-plat*e, 
And  vvtTV  houu*  within  its  walls  a  tomb  f 

7%ruif-«  u;i  hit  handt,  and  tinks  into  thf  nrmu  of  J 
atUndtints,  uhv  lay  kirn  upon  a  bank,  . 


I  cannot  ftaad.    I  an 
Weak  as  an  infanl.    T««B 


JoTe,  or  Jehofvah,  «ir  w! 
Thou  wottldat  be  namwl^ 


—  il  b 


If  I  knew  how  to  pny,  I 
To  lire  a  little  longer. 


Thou  shalt  not 
die! 


OnyLMi 

;w«  win  Ml  kite 


How  canst  thoa  help  it,  FhiE^f    01 

pain ! 
Sub   after   sUb.    Tho« 


against 
This  unseen  weapon.  Go4  af 
Since  all  the  other  gods  whudmm  m% 
Help  me.  I  wiU  KlcaM  Iha  B^vCk 
(;amish  with  goodly  gifia  tW  B^T ^N 
Thy   people,  whom  I  jndgad  I*  ki 

worthy 
To  be  so  much  as  boriad.  ikBll 
Unto  the  citisena  of  Aalaock. 
I  will  become  a  Jew,  and  «3I 
Through  all  the  world  tbU  b  i 
The  power  of  God  I 


He  fisiata.    It  b 
Bring  here  the  royal  Uttar.    Wa 

him 
Into  the  camp,  while  yet  ba  lii^. 


I'll  I  LI  r. 

AntiiN'huK  !    Antiwlms  !     Alas, 


i 


Into  what  tribulalaoa  aa  I  aona  I 
AUs  I     I  now  irmember  all  Hhrn  W9^ 


Tin-  Kiii^  1%  ill  I     What  is  it,  O  my  Lord  ?     j^^  j  j,,^.^  j^^ia  Ika  J 


Niitliiiij*.      A  lUfldfU  sml  nliaqi   spasm   of 

pAJn, 
As  if  thr  li^'htiiiii^Mtrm'k  iiii'.  or  thr  knifo 
iU  an  a<»«;i»«iiii  .otiiuiti*  iix*  tn  th«-  hrsrt. 
T  is  lui^ti-il,  ••vfii   ii.*t  It  raiiif.     I^t  us  set 

fiirnranl 

1*1111.1 1*. 
Sf*e  that  thr  rh.iri«it«  \w  in  readiness  ; 
Wr  will  drpart  furthwith. 


cause 


These  troubles  are  apos 
1  |ifriiih  through  great 
land. 


fffHff  ia  A 


Antiochus  I  ny  King  I 


Am 


Take  thoa  ny  royal 
My  crow  n  aad 
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,  Antiochus  Eopator ; 

3  g^ood  Jews,  my  citizens, 

towns,   say   that   their   dying 

•ch 

n  joy,  prosperity,  and  health. 

id  up  with   pnde   and   arro- 


Thooght  all  the  kingdoms  of  the  earth 

mine  own, 
If  I  wonld  but  outstretch  my  hand  and 

take  them. 
Meet  face  to  face  a  greater  potentate. 
King  Death — Epiphanes  —  the  lUustrioos  I 

[I>i€$. 


MICHAEL  ANGELO:    A   FRAGMENT 


a  ohe  mortal.  Angel  dirino. 

Aaiono. 

nt«  qpermndo  all'  artista 

t>ito  dell'  arte  e  man  che  trema^ 

Dabtv,  Par.  xllL  tt,  77. 

f  Kichael  Angelo  to  Mr.  Longfellow's 
dwelt  on  In  the  biographlou  eketota 
idition. 

le  end  of  thia  Tolnme  point  out  aome  of 
Ung  indications  of  the  manner  in  which 
ued  were  made  to  contribute  to  the 
em.  It  was  the  poet*a  intention  at  one 
the  poem  translations  of  aome  of  the 
sr  Teraes  of  Michael  Angelo,  and  to 
his  Dedication  when  he  says  — 

Flowers  of  song  hare  thrust 
jnong  the  loose  disjointed  stones. 


These  traaslstioos  with  one  ezoepcton  hs  wlthdrsir 
and  published  Instead  in  the  Tolume  entitled  Kkramot 
and  other  Poem*!  they  may  be  found  in  their  plae« 
among  the  TmntUUiimt  in  this  edition.  Anofebar  inti- 
mation of  the  connection  of  his  poetry  with  this  stadj 
appears  in  the  poem  Vitloria  Coionna,  written  In  187X 
and  published  in  Flight  the  Fifth  of  Birdt  ^  Pa». 
Mffe, 

Michael  Angelo  was  found  in  the  poet*s  desk  aftar 
his  death,  sad  while  in  one  or  two  Instances  some  doubl 
arose  as  to  Mr.  Longfellow's  final  choice  of  altemstiv 
sosnes,  it  was  reaeonably  dear  what  his  lafeeet  dedsfam 
was  as  to  the  seonence  sod  form  of  the  poem. 

The  reader  who  Is  Interested  in  the  poet*s  denalo^ 
ment  of  the  theme  and  in  his  several  experiments  wul 
find  the  material  at  his  hand  in  the  poem  as  printed  ud 
arnioTated  in  toL  il  of  the  BlTerslde  edltkm.       * 


DEDICATION 

it  is  shall  perish  utterly, 

only  to  revive  again 

forms,  as    clouds  restore  in 

tions  of  the  land  and  sea. 
eir  houses  from  the  masonry 
tombs  ;    the  passion  and  the 

that  long  have  ceased  to  beat, 

in  hearts  that  are,  or  are  to 

chronicles,   where    sleep  in 

it  once  filled  the  world  with 

et  tones, 

3  verse ;   and  flowers  of  song 

hnist 

among  the   loose    disjointed 

his  end  I  fashion  as  I  must. 

are    they    that     touch     the 
st's  bones. 


PART  FIRST 


PROL(X;UE  AT  ISCHIA 
The  CeutU  Terrace.    Vittobia  Ck>LOirHA  aatf 

JUUA  GONZAOA. 
yiTTOBIA. 

Will  yon  then  leave  me,  Jnlia,  and  to 

soon. 
To  pace  alone  this  terrace  like  a  ghost  ? 

JULIA. 

To-morrow,  dearest. 

▼ITTOBIA. 

Do  not  say  to-morrow. 
A  whole  month  of  to-morrows  were  too 

soon. 
Tou  must  not  go.    Ton  are  a  part  of  me. 

JUUA. 

I  most  return  to  FoodL 
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▼1TTOKIA. 

The  old  cattle 
Needs  not  your  presence.     No  one  wsits 

for  Tou. 
Stay  one  day  longer  with  me.    They  who 

Feel  not  the  pain  of  parting  ;  it  is  they 
Who  stay  behind  that  suffer.     I  was  think-* 

ing 
But  yesterday  how  like  and  how  unlike 
Hare  been,  and  are,  our  destinies.      Your 

husband. 
The  good  Vespasian,  an    old   man,  who 

seemed 
A  father  to  you  rather  than  a  husband, 
Died  in  your  arms ;  but  mine,  in  all  the 

flower 
And  promise  of  his  youth,  was  taken  from 

me 
As  by  a  rushing  wind.      The  breath  of 

battle 
Breathed  on  him,  and  I  saw  his  face  no 

more, 
SaTC  as  in  dreams  it  haunts  me.    As  our 

love 
Was  for  these  men,  so  is  our  sorrow  for 

them. 
Yours  a  child's  sorrow,  smiling  through  its 

tears ; 
But    mine   the   grief  of  an    impassioned 

woman. 
Who  drank  her  life  up  in  one  draught  of 

lore. 

Jl'UA. 

Behold  this  locket.      This  is  the  white  hair 
Of  my  Vespasian.     This  the  flower-of*lore. 
This  amaranth,  and  beneath  it  the  device, 
Aon  moriiura.     Thus  my  heart  remains 
True   to  his   memory ;    and    the    ancient 

cafttlr. 
Where  we  hare  lired  together,  where  he 

die«l. 
Is  dear  to  me  as  Isrhia  is  to  you. 

VITT<llUA. 

I  did  nut  mean  to  chide  vuu. 

• 

jrUA. 

I^t  your  heart 
Pi  ml.  if  it  ran,  Mune  pcmr  a|NiIii)pr 
VuT  c»ne   w}ii>  in  toci  vtfuii^.  aiiu  feels  too 

keriilv 
Tb<*  j(iT  of  liff>,  to  pve  up  all  her  days 
To  surruw  fur  tlic  drail.     While  I  mm  true 


To  the  remenbimBM  of  tkm  an  I  In 
And  mourn  for  scill,  I  ds  aai  adhi  t 
Of  aU  the  grief  I  feel.  Bar  Kf» 
And,  like  Verooiea  da 
Drape  m^  wbola 
driTe  forth 
In  coach  of  sable  drmwm  Igr  aUi 
As  if  I  were  a  corpee.  aL,  eat 
Is  worth  for  me  a 


Dear  Julia  I    Frimidskiptesito 
As  well  as  lore.     Who 
Foodi? 


tt 


A  friend  of  mine  and 


You  hare  at  Kulas  jov  Ym 
And  I  at  Foodi  bave  ■▼  F^ 
The  famous  artist,  wko 

Rome 
To  paint  my  portrait.    IWt  it 


Only  a  Tanity. 


iai 


Ho 


Do  not  call  up  to 

When  I  was  yoo^gL 
about  me« 

And  the  ricissitiidca  of  lilb 
'  Rut  to  be  read  of  ia  old 

Tbcragh  as  pertaioiw  mm 
j  Impossible.      Ah*  taea   I 
I  dreams, 

.  And  now,  grown  oldtTt  I 


ipi 


They  were  ill 


^\*hat  would  our  Uvea 

oursclTesf 
Dreams  or  illusioai*  ooU 

will, 
Ther  lift  us  from  tko 
To  better  things. 


Are  thato  oo 

No  hii»tier  ■■nirafinna. 
To  please  and  lo  bo 
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JUUA. 


For  you  there  are  : 
int  ;  I  feel  the  world  we  live  in 
>re  that  which  is  to  be  hereafter, 
be  dealt  with  first 

VITTORIA. 

But  in  what  way  ? 

JULIA. 

t  wind  that  wafts  to  us  the  odor 
blossoms,  let  the  laughing  sea 
>right  sunshine  bathing  all  the 

Id, 

i  question. 

VITTORIA. 

And  for  whom  is  meant 
lit  that  you  speak  of  ? 


VITTOJEUA. 

I  have  beard 
Strange  stories  of  the  splendors  of  hia  pal- 
ace, 
And  how,  apparelled  like  a  Spanish  Prinoe, 
He  rides  through  Rome  with  a  long  reti* 

nue 
Of  Ethiopians  and  Numidians 
And  Turks  and  Tartars,  in  fantastic  dressei^ 
Makinff  a  fi;allant  show.    Is  this  the  way 
A  Cardinal  should  live  ? 


For  my  friend 


For  him  ? 


JULIA. 

lal  Ippolito. 

VITTORIA. 
JULIA. 

ipolito  the  Magnificent. 

8  flattering  to  a  woman's  pride 

ired  by  one  whom  all  admire. 

VITTORIA. 

she  that  makes  herself  a  dove 
'  the  hawk.     Be  on  your  g^uard. 
rdinal  ;  and  his  adoration 
elsewhere  directed. 

JULIA. 

You  forget 
of  that  night,  when  Barbarossa, 
sh  corsair,  landed  on  our  coast 
e  for  the  Sultan  Soliman  ; 
e  dead  of  night,  when  all  were 

ping. 

the  castle  wall  ;  how  I  escaped, 

f  night-dress,  mounting  a  swift 

d, 

le  mountains,   and  took  refuge 

e 

e   brigands.      Then   of  all   my 

3ds 

lal  Ippolito  was  first 

ith  his  retainers  to  my  rescue. 

Piise  the  only  boon  he  asked 

time,  my  portrait  ? 


JULIA. 

He  is  8(><  young ; 
Hardly  of  age,  or  little  more  than  that ; 
Beautiful,  generous,  fond  of  arts  and  let- 
ters, 
A  poet,  a  musician,  and  a  scholar  ; 
Master  of  many  languages,  and  a  player 
On  many  instniments.    In  Rome,  hu  pal- 
ace 
Is  the  asylum  of  all  men  distinguished 
In  art  or  science,  and  all  Florentines 
Escaping  from  the  tyranny  of  his  cousin, 
Duke  Alessandro. 

VITTORIA. 

I  have  seen  his  portraiti, 
Painted  by  Titian.    Yon  have  painted  it 
In  brighter  colors. 

JULIA. 

And  my  Cardinal, 
At  Itri,  in  the  oourtyard  of  his  palace^ 
Keeps  a  tame  lion  I 

VITTORIA. 

And  so  coonterfeits 
St.  Mark,  the  Evangelist  I 


JULIA. 


Is  Michael  Angelo. 


Ah,  your  tame  lioib 


VITTORIA. 

You  speak  a  name 
That  always  thrills  me  with  a  noble  soond,. 
As  of  a  trumpet  I    Michael  Angelo  I 
A  lion  all  men  fear  and  none  can  tame  ; 
A  man  that  all  men  honor,  and  the  model 
That  all  should  follow  ;  one  who  works  and 

prays, 
For  work   is  prayer,  and  consecrates  his 

life 
To  the  sublime  ideal  of  his  art. 
Till  art  and  life  are  one  ;  a  man  who  holda^ 
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Such  place  in  all  men's  tboaghU»  that  when 

they  Byeak 
Of  great  thing*  done,  or  to  be  done,  his 

name 
Is  eTer  on  their  lipe. 

JCLIA. 

Yon  too  can  paint 
The  portrait  ofrour  hero,  and  in  colon 
Brighter  than  Titian's  ;  I  might  warn  joo 

alfto 
Against  the  dangers  that  beset  jour  path ; 
But  I  forbear. 

VITTORIA. 

If  I  wvre  made  of  marble. 
Of  Fior  di  Persico  or  Pavonazzo, 
He  might  admire  me  :  being  but  tlesh  and 

bltNXl, 

I  am  no  more  to  him  than  other  women  ; 
lliat  is  am  nothiug. 

Jl'LIA. 

D(N*ii  he  ride  through  Rome 
Vpon  his  little  miil<s  an  he  was  wont, 
W  ith  his  slouched  bat,  and  boots  of  Cor^ 

dovan. 
As  when  I  saw  him  l:iAt  ? 

VITpiRlA. 

Pmy  do  not  jest. 
I  ran  not  couple  with  his  nohli*  name 
A   trivial  wonl  I     I^Mik,    how  the  setting 

sun 
Lif^htA  up  CaAtrl-a*marv  and  Sorn*nto, 
Aiitl  rh.inp*H  (^apri  to  a  piir|ilt*  oloud  I 
And    th«T«*    Vesuvius   with   its   plume  of 

uniokr. 
And    thf  ^rrat   city    stretched    upon   the 

»hi>ri* 
As  in  a  dn*ani  I 

Jt'I-IA. 

pArthenope  the  Siren ! 

VITTitHIA. 

And  Tun  liinj;  line  of   lights,   those  sunlit 

winddniA 
lilnff  likf  thf  tiimhrs  rarrifd  in  pnwesnion 
To  do  h«-r  liiiiiur  !     It  in  In-autiful ! 

Jl  UK, 

I  hs%t«  no  limrt  to  ffi-l  the  lifautv  of  it  f 
My  fri't  .in-  wi'ary,  piii'ing  ii|i  .ini|  ilnwn 
These    IfVrl    tU|p,    and    wrarirr   still   my 
thuughu  i 


Treading  the  brakM 
It  is  too  sad*    I 

And  nrftlnf  w*^ 
ney. 


& 


I  will  go  with  yoo  ;  for  I 
One  hour  of  yoor  dear 

enough 
Only  to  be  in  the  aaas 
I  need  not  tpmk  to  yoo. 


rc 


If  I  bat  see  yon,  I 


Pfc 


MONOLOGUE  :  THE  LAST  JCDQ 

Michael  Avgelo's  AWmu    Bbkm 
th€cartoom^tkaLmMJt 


yVhj  did  the  Pdpe  and  Us 
Come  here  to  lay  llua 

me? 
Were  not  the    pnintiags  «■  Ihi 

ceiling 
Knough  for  Uiem  f    IWj  nw  Ihi 

leader 
Waiting,  and  ^^"'^^■y 

heard. 
Rut  heeded  not.    The  boMS  of 
Shook   in  their    aepvlduv.     I 

sound ; 
They  only  heard  the  MBad  iff 

voices. 


Are  there  no  other  artkla 
To  do  this  work,  that  they 

me? 
Fra  Rastian.  my  Fim 

done  it. 
Hut  he  in  lost  to  art, 
IJke   leaden  weights 

ryes, 
PreM  down  his  lids  ; 

falU 
On  Miohael  Angelo,  ChMff 
And  Painter  of  the  Apeali 
Tliat  in  the  title  they  enjole 
To  make  me  do  their 


hi 


own  ; 


But  h.-i%  iiif;  once  begMi.  I  !■!■ 
Blow,  ve   bright  angeli^  ( 

tnimpeta 
To  the  four  eon      i  off  Ite 
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judgment!     Ye  recording 

>ks  and  read  1     Te  dead, 

graves,  drowsy  and  drugged 

th, 

Idenly  aroused  from  sleep 

lazed,  and  know  not  where 

1 

when  the  imagination 
wind  at  midnight,  and  the 

its  leaves,  it  is  a  joy 

m  its  wing^y  and  listen 

c  voices  in  the  air 

vard.    Then  the  work  we  do 

1  the  obedient  hand 

?eary.     But  how  different 

ate,  discouraged  hours, 
isdom  of  the  world  appears 
)  gossip  of  a  nurse 
,  and  all  our  work  seems 

3s  my  hand,  what  thoughts 

le, 

rawn  her  face  among  the 

I   be   hereafter?     O  sweet 

he  vacant  chambers  of  my 

;nce,  as  familiar  phantoms 

icient  house,  what  will  ye 

? 

'Emperors  write  their  names 

ige,   but    when   of   age   in 

eatest  Emperor  of  them  all, 

-een  at  first,  but  afterwards 

purple  of  our  blood. 

ist  love,  —  which  of  these 

ons 

tent  ?     Which  is  more  fair, 

ning,  or  the  evening  star  ? 

he  sunset  of  the  heart  ? 

1  we  look  forth  to  the  un- 

ncing    day    consumes    the 

all   the   landscape  of   our 


Lies  stretched  behind  os,  and  familiar 
places 

Gleam  in  the  distance,  and  sweet  memo- 
ries 

Rise  like  a  tender  haze,  and  magnify 

The  objects  we  behold,  that  soon  mast 
Yanish  ? 

What  matten  it  to    me,   whose  coonte- 

nanoe 
Is  like  LaocoSn's,  full  of  pain  ?  whose  f ore* 

head 
Is  a  ploughed  harrest-field,  where  three- 
score years 
Haye  sown  in  sorrow  and  have  reaped  in 

anguish? 
To  me,  the  artisan,  to  whom  all  women 
Have  been  as  if  the^  were  not,  or  at  most 
A  sudden  rush  of  pigeons  in  the  air, 
A  flutter  of  wings,  a  soond,  and  then  a 

silence  ? 
I  am  too  old  for  love  ;  I  am  too  old 
To  flatter  and  delude  myself  with  visions 
Of    never-ending     friendship    with    fair 

women. 
Imaginations,  fantasies,  illusions. 
In  which  the  things  that  cannot  be  take 

shape. 
And  seem  to  be,  and  for  the  moment  are. 

Convent  bells  ring. 
Distant  and  near  and  low  and  loud  the 

bells, 
Dominican,  Benedictine,  and  Franoiscaii» 
Jangle  and  wrangle  in  their  airy  towers. 
Discordant  as  the  brotherhoods  themselves 
In  their  dim  cloisters.     The  descending 

son 
Seems  to  caress  the  city  that  he  loves. 
And  crowns  it  with  the  aureole  of  a  saint. 
I  ¥rill  go  forth  and  breathe  the  air  awhile. 


II 


SAN   SILVESTRO 

A  Chapel  in  the  Church  tff  San  SilveMtro  on 
Monte  Cavallo, 

ViTTORiA  CoLONMA,  Claudio  Tolommxx,  and 

others. 

VTTTORIA. 

Here  let  us  rest  awhile,  until  the  crowd 
Has  left  the  church.    I  have  already  sent 
For  Michael  Angelo  to  join  us  here. 
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MRMRR  CLAl'DIO. 

After  Frm  BemardiDo*ii  wiie  dticoane 
On  the  Pauline  Kpistlei,  oertainly 
Some  wordf  of  Michael  Angelo  un  Art 
Were  not  aiuiat,  to  bring  ui  beck  to  earth. 

How  like  a  Saint  or  Goddess  she  appears  t 
Diana  or  Madonna,  which  I  know  nut. 
In  attitude  and  aspect  formed  to  bo 
At  once  the  artist's  worship  and  despair  t 

▼ITTORU. 

Welcome,  Maestro.  We  were  waiting  for 
you. 

MICHAEL  AlfOEU). 

I  met  your  messenger  upon  the  way, 
And  hastened  hither. 

TITTORIA. 

It  is  kind  of  yon 
To  come  to  us,  who  linger  here  like  gossips 
Wanting  the  afternoon  in  idle  talk, 
lliese  are  all  friends  of  mine  and  friends 
of  vours. 

MirHAEL  A!iiORLO. 

If  friends  of  yours,  then  are  they  friends  of 
mine. 

Pardon  me,  gentlemen.  But  when  I  en- 
tered 

I  saw  but  the  Marchesa. 

TITTORIA. 

Take  this  seat 
Between  me  and  Ser  Clandio  Tolommei, 
Who  still  maintains  that  our  Italian  tongue 
Should  l»e  called   Tuscan.     Hut  for  that 

offence 
We  will  not  quarrel  with  him. 

MICHAEL  AMir.LO. 

I-lcccllenza  — 

VITTnKIA. 

JN*r  C*liiuflif>  has  l»ani«b«*d  K.4-«*r11en£a 

And  i&ll  su4*h  titb'S  frum  the  Tuftcau  tongue. 

iir«uii-n  I  i.Ai'i»iii. 

T  14  tlir  ii)iiiM*  uf  tht-ni,  and  nut  the  use, 
1  drprvt-atr. 

«ii  iiAri.  AM«;rui. 

Tlir  \i%t*  nr  ttie  abuse. 
It  iiiattrr«  but.    l^t  tliriu  all  |*u  together, 


As(       It  I 
Ana  o  D 

Of  an  obseqai 


Bat  soniething  of 

them  ; 
We  sboold  lose 


iTlhi 


Of  the  oldsdMioL 


Is    not    what 

present. 
Nor  why  I  seat  for 
It  was  to  eonnscl 
Has  granted  me  pei 
To  build  a  couTent  in 
Where  the  old 

whose  top 
Xero  looked  down 


It  is  an  iBspirmtion  I 


How  I  shall  boild; 

convent. 
And  which  way  fnali^. 


knv  Inigalii 


AKto 

That  is  the  noblest  ut  off  all  Iht 
I^iinting  and  senlplovt  aiw 
Are    roerelr    shsAown    m 

things 
On  stone  or  canTaa,  hta 
N*4>  separata  eiisteaca^ 
Kxisting  in  itself, 
A  something  it  is 
As  substAneo  shadow. 

Standing  one 

Titus. 
I  saw  the  statne  of 
iCisr  from   its 

Rbost 
Writhing  in 
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M  knotted  serpents  from   its  limbs,  I 

heard, 
r  leemed  to  hear,  the  err  of  agony 
lom  its  white,  parted  lips.    And  still  I 

manrel 
i  the   three  Rhodian  artists,  by  whose 

\k  miracle  was  wrought    Yet  he  beholds 
tr  nobler  works  who  looks  upon  the  ruins 
'  temples  in  the  Forum  here  in  Rome. 
God  should  giye  me  power  in  my  old 

age 
build  for  Him  a  temple  half  as  nand 
those  were    in   their  glory,   I  should 

count 
'  age  more  excellent  than  youth  itself, 
d  all  that  I  have  hitherto  accomplished 
<mly  Tanity. 

vrrroRiA. 

I  understand  you. 
t  is  the  gift  of  God,  and  must  be  used 
to  His  glory.     That  in  art  is  highest 
bieh  aims  at  this.    When  St  Hilarion 

blessed 
m  horses  of  Italicus,  they  won 
le  race  at  Graza,  for  his  benediction 
srpowered  all    magic ;  and  the  people 

shouted 
lat  Christ  had   conquered  Mamas.     So 

that  art 
liich  bears  the  consecration  and  the  seal 
I  holiness  upon  it  will  prevail 
rar  all  others.     Those    few    words    of 

yours 
spire  me  with  new  confidence  to  build, 
hat  think  you  ?    The  old   walls  might 

serve,  perhaps, 
Qie  purpose  still.    The  tower  can  hold 

the  bells. 

mCHAEI.  ANOKLO. 

strong  enough. 

VITTORIA. 

If  not,  it  can  be  strengthened. 

MICHAEL  ANQELO. 

^  no  bar  nor  drawback  to  this  building, 
d  on  our  homeward  way,  if  it  shall  please 

you, 
i  may  together  view  the  site. 

VITTORIA. 

I  thank  you. 
id  not  venture  to  request  so  much. 


IDCHAKL  AKQBLO. 

Let  US  now  go  to  the  old  walls  yon  spake 

of, 
Vossignoria — 

YITTORIA. 

What,  again,  Maestro  ? 

mCHAKL  AVOKLO. 

Pardon  me,  Messer  Claudio,  if  once  more 
I  use  the  ancient  oourtesies  of  speech. 
I  am  too  old  to  change. 


Ill 


CARDINAL  IPPOLITO 

ScBKK  L  —  A  richly  /kmished  apartwutii  in 
the  Palace  qfCABDiSAL  Ifpouto.    Niffki, 

Jaoopo  Nabdi,  an  old  man,,  alone. 

KABDL. 

I  am  bewildered.    These  Numidian  slaves. 

In  strange  attire  ;  these  endless  antecham- 
bers ; 

This  lighted  hall,  with  all  its  golden  splen- 
dors. 

Pictures,  and  statues  I  Can  this  be  the 
dwelling 

Of  a  disciple  of  that  lowly  Man 

Who  had  not  where  to  lay  his  head  ?  These 
statues 

Are  not  of  Saints ;  nor  is  this  a  Madonna, 

This  lovely  face,  that  with  such  tender 
eyes 

Looks  down  upon  me  from  the  painted  can- 

"-r— - '-- 

Who  lives  in  boundless  luxury  at  Rome 

Care  for  the  imperilled  liberties  of  Flor- 
ence, 

Her  people,  her  Republic  ?    Ah,  the  rich 

Fe«l  not  the  pang,  ol  buidimeiit  AD 
doors 

Are  open  to  them,  and  all  hands  extended. 

The  poor  alone  are  outcasts ;  they  who 
risked 

All  they  possessed  for  liberty,  and  lost ; 

And  wander  throngh  the  world  without  a 
friend. 

Sick,  comfortless,  distressedt  unknown^  on- 
cared  for. 
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bcKKM  II.  —  JAOoro  Nabdi  ;  Cabdiiial  Irro- 
UTO,  in  Spaniik  cioak  and  rUmcJud  hat. 

irrouTo. 

I  prm^  you  Mrdon  me  if  I  haTe  kept  700 
1^  aitiDK  to  lonir  alone. 


VAWDI. 


TheCardioaL 


I  wait  to  ice 


And  joQ? 


iprouTO. 

I  am  the  Cardinal ; 

VAKDI. 

Jacopo  Nardi. 


iri'OUTO. 

Yon  are  welcome. 
I  waa  expecting  you.     Philippo  btrozzi 
Had  told  me  of  your  coming. 


KAKDI. 


That  brought  me  to  your  door. 


his  ton 


irrouTo. 

Pray  you,  be  seated. 
You  seem  aAtoui»hed  at  the  garb  I  wear. 
Hut  at  my  time  of  life,  and  with  my  habits* 
The  i>cttiouaU  of  a  Canlinal  would  be  ~~ 
Troublesome ;    I   could   neither    ride    nor 

walk, 
Nur  do  a  thousand  things,  if  I  were  dressed 
Like  an   old   dowager.     It   were    putting 

wine 
Young  as  the  young  Astyanai  into  goblets 
As  old  as  I*riam. 

VARDI. 

Oh,  your  Eminence 
Knows  best  what  t»u  shuuld  wear. 

irrouTo. 

Dear  Messer  Nardi, 
Y<iu  are  nn  Rtmnger  to  me.     I  hare  n*ad 
Yniir  eir«'11t>nt  tniniitatiun  nf  the  buoks 
Of  TitiiA  l.iviti«,  tlif  hittoriAn 
Of  Ki»iiii>.  and  mtxlrl  of  all  hiRtoriann 
That  iihall   ruiiie  after   him.     It  does  you 

hmiitr  ; 
Hut  gn-nti-r  himor  «till  the  love  you  liear 
To  r1iir«'iii*f,  our  ili-ar  fount ry,  and  whose 

aiiunU 
I  ho|ie  your  hiuid    will    write,    in  happier 

da>  ■ 
Thikii  nt-  lit 'in  ^rt*. 


Tha  laieiMM  of  the 


I 


AsasoD-dial ;  bat  am  lika* 
That  tells  the  tiaa  ■■  wvDW  iM 


So,  no  ezeusa.    I 

here. 
Yon  come  to  qwak  of 


The  duke,  ny 
Whose  mother 

fed 
The  sheep  npoa 
And  reigns. 


tlw 


Should  fall  OB  web  a  city  t 


The  Wild  Boar  in  the 
The  beast  obscene. 
Of  this  bad 


Ulhtfl 


He 

With  rerellers,  insulUBf 
No  house   is  sacred  fipi 

conrents 
Are   turned  by  him   to 

honor 
Of  woman  and  all 
Are  quite  furgottea 
Of  the  Priori  and  GoaCakiMti 
Have  been  abolished.     AO  tt»  Bi 
Are  now  his  crrataiva.     LiWrty  ia 
Tlie  TerT  memory  of  aQ  T  ^ 

Is  wipe<i  away,  and  eves 
Corrupted  to  a  ~ 


«•, 


.Vnd,  worst  of  all*  bis 

broken 
Th«»  MArtinella,^oBr 
That,  Miundingt 

led 
The  Flurvatiosa  to 
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aken  in  their  soul  some  memory 
t  times  of  glory. 

MABDI. 

What  a  change 
e  years  have  made  1  We  all  re- 
ember 

tter  days,  when  Niccolk  Capponi, 
faloniere,  from  the  windows 
Id  Palace,  with  the  blast  of  trum- 
ts, 

ed  to  the  inhabitants  that  Christ 
ien  King  of  Florence  ;  and  already 
dethroned,  and  slain  ;  and  in  his 
>ad 
ucifer !     Alas,  alas,  for  Florence  I 

IPPOUTO. 

h  lilies,  said  Savonarola  ; 

and  France !    But  I  say  Florence 

with  the  Emperor's  hand  to  help  ns 
ing  out  the  rubbish. 

NARDI. 

Little  hope 
is  there  from  him.      He  has  be- 
Dthed 

^hter  Margaret  to  this  shameless 
uke. 

3pe  have  we  from  such  an  £m- 
jror  ? 

IPPOLITO. 

alori  and  Philippe  Strozzi, 
Duke's  friends  and  intimates,  are 

Ith  us, 

dinals  Salvati  and  Ridolfi. 
soon  see,  then,  as  Valori  says, 
the  Duke  can  best  spare  honest 

en, 

.t  men  the  Duke. 

KARDI. 

We  have  determined 
ambassadors  to  Spain,  and  lay 
tfs  before  the  Emperor,  though  I 
ar 
m  I  hope. 

IPPOUTO. 

The  Emperor  is  bnsy 
s  new  war  a^inst  the  Algerines, 
no  time  to  listen  to  complaints 
ir  ambassadors ;    nor  will  I  trust 
lem, 


But  go  myself.    All  is  in  readiness 
For  my  departure,  and  to-morrow  morning 
I  shall  go  down  to  Itri,  where  I  meet 
Dante  cut  Castiglione  and  some  others, 
Republicans  and  fngitives  from  Florenoe, 
And  then  take  ship  at  Gafita,  and  go 
To  join  the  Emperor  in  his  new  crusade 
Against  the  Turk.      I  shall    have    time 

enough 
And  opportunity  to  plead  our  cause. 

KABDI,  rising. 

It  is  an  inspiration,  and  I  hail  it 

As  of  good  omen.     May  the  power  that 

sends  it 
Bless  oar  beloved  country,  and  restore 
Its  banished  citizens.    The  soul  of  Florence 
Is  now  ontside  its  gates.    What  lies  within 
Is  but  a  corpse,  corrupted  and  cormpting. 
Heaven  help  as  all.      I  will    not    tarry 

longer. 
For  yon  have  need  of  rest    Good-night. 


IFPOUTO. 


Good-ni^t  I 


SCBKK  HI.  "  CaRDIIC AL  IPPOUTO  ;    Fba  S»> 

BASTiAiio;  Turkish  attendanU. 

IPPOUTO. 

Fra  Bastiano,  how  your  portly  presence 
Contrasts  with  that  of  the  spare  FknentiDe 
Who  has  just  left  me  I 

FRA  BBBASTIAKO. 

As  we  passed  eaeh  other* 
I  saw  that  he  was  weeping* 


IPPOUTO. 


Poor  old  man  I 


FBA  SBBA8TIA2I0. 

Who  is  he  ? 

IPPOUTO. 

Jacopo  NardL    A  brave  sool ; 
One  of  the  Fuorusciti,  and  the  best 
And  noblest  of  them  all ;  but  he  has  made 

me 
Sad  with  his  sadness.     As  I  look  oo  yoa 
M^  heart  grows  lighter.     I  behold  a  man 
Who  lives  in  an  ideal  world,  apart 
From  all  the  rude  collisions  of  oar  life* 
In  a  calm  atmosphere. 

FRA  SBBAFTIAirO. 

Tour  Eminenee 
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It  sorely  jet tinff.    If  you  knew  the  life 
Of  artists  m  I  know  it,  jou  might  think 
Far  otherwise. 

irrouTo. 

But  wherefore  should  I  jest  ? 
The  world  of  art  is  an  ideal  world,  — 
The  world  I  love,  and  that  I  fain  would 

lire  in  ; 
So  speak  to  me  of  artists  and  of  art. 
Of  all  thcpaiiitersi,  sculptors,  and  musicians 
That  now  illustrate  Kome. 

FKA  SChASTlANO. 

Of  the  musicians, 
I  know  but  (loudimel,  the  brsTe  maestro 
And  chn|>el-master  of  his  Holiness, 
Who  trains  the  Papal  choir. 

irrouTo. 

In  church,  this  morning, 
I  listened  to  a  mass  of  (ioudimel, 
Divinely  chanted.     In  the  Incamatus, 
In  lieu  of  Latin  words,  the  ijfOOT  sang 
With  infinite  tenderness,  in  plain  Italian, 
A  Neapolitan  luvv-iiong. 


FKA  SEBAJfTIAHO. 

You 
Was  it  a  wanton  song  ? 


li'ii>UTo. 

\i>t  a  divine  one. 
I  am  not  OTpr-srnipulous,  »!«  von  know. 
In  wonl  or  diH'd,  yrt  such  a  smi^  ua  that, 
Sung  by  tlir  tenor  of  the  Papal  clioir. 
Ami  in  a  Paiuil  iiiass,  s«*cui«m1  out  of  place  ; 
There  *s  something  wrong  in  it. 

riiA  xr.HAirriANo. 

Tlicn*  \  stiuirthing  wroufr 
In  errrvthing.     Wc  cannot  make  the  wurld 
<to  ritfht.    T 1%  not  my  buaiuess  to  reform 
The  Papal  choir. 

iriliLITO. 

Nor  liiinr,  thank  Hearen  ! 
Then  tell  me  of  the  srli.its. 


riiA  nriiAnriAxo. 

Naming 
I  name  thrni  ull  ;  fur  t)icr«»  i^  onlr  one  : 
III*  nam**  is  Mcmmt  Mii-Ium*!  Anj^flo. 
All  art  and  artiats  uf  the  prcM-nl  day 
Cantm  in  luw. 


Too  ooool  joomlf  ■•  Ml 


Or  len  than  DotUaf.  HMO  I  ■■  g|| 
Only  a  portrait-poiator ;  OBi 
With  greater  or  lest  akill,  n 
The  features  of  a  Imo. 


Aai 

The  honor,  nay,  tba  gloiy,  of 
Julia  Gonsaga  t    Do  jos 
A  privilege  Tiko  that  7     Soo 

trait 
Rebuking  yoo  with  its  diviao 
Are  you  not  penitooiT    Hm 

hand 
P^ted  that  loTely 
To  vilipend  the  art  of 
But  what  of  Michael  AmoIo  r 


Strolling  together  dowa 
We  stopped,  well 

tnenee 
Pass  on  an  Arab  steed,  i 
Which  Michael  Aaplo^ 
Of  all  things  beantSol, 
When    they  are    Aimb 

mired, 
And  could  not  praiM 


tlw 
pleaaodt  to  om  lo 


babi 


irrouTO,  feoa 


When  I  am  gottt,bot  aot  till  I 
lie  careful  aboot  thai,  — taka 
To  Messer  Michael  Aagela  Ika 
Who  lives  there  at  MacoUo  d« 
Near  to  the  Capitol ;  aad 
Some   ten   mule-loads  of 

sav 

master 

present 


Your 


A  princely  gift.  Thoogh 
Itr fuses  presents  from  aia 
Yours  he  will  not  nfoso. 


Thyma*tes,  who  reeeivod 
Into   the  walls  of  Trnj* 
Virgil 
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translated  in  Italian  Terse, 

11,  some  day,  when  we  haTe  leisure 

or  it, 

(ed  to  read  you.     When  I  speak  of 

.'roy 

ninded  of  another  town 
a  lovelier  Helen,  our  dear  Conn- 
sss 

>nzaga.    You  remember,  surely, 
enture  with  the  corsair  Barbarossa, 
that  followed  ? 

FRA  8EBA8TIANO. 

A  most  strange  adventure  ; 
s  marvellous  and  full  of  wonder 
in  Boccaccio  or  Sacchetti ; 
incredible  I 

IPPOLITO. 

Were  I  a  painter 
i   not    want  a  better  theme  than 
hat : 

ely  lady  fleeing  through  the  night 
disorder  ;  and  the  brigands'  camp 
le  red   fire-light  on  weir  swarthy 
aces, 
ou  not  paint  it  for  me  ? 


FRA  SKBASTIANO. 


i  in  my  line. 


No,  not  I. 


IPPOLITO. 

Then  yon  shall  punt 
trait  of  the  corsair,  when  we  bring 
dm 

ler  chained  to  Naples  ;  for  I  feel 
ing  like  admiration  for  a  man 
fed  this  strange  adventure. 


FBA  SEBASTIANO. 


ch  the  corsair  first. 


I  will  do  it. 


IPPOLITO. 

Ton  may  beg^ 
row  with  the  sword.  Hassan,  come 
lither  ; 

ae  the  Turkish  scimitar  that  hangs 
I    the    picture   yonder.      Now   un- 
(heathe  it. 

Damascus  blade  ;  you  see  the  in- 
Kjription 

Mc  :    La  AUah  !  Ula  Allah!  — 
B  no  God  but  God. 


FRA  8BBA8TIA1I0. 

How  beautiful 
In  fashion  and  in  finish  I    It  is  perfeot. 
The  Arsenal  of  Venice  cannot  Doast 
A  finer  iword. 

IPPOLITO. 

Yon  like  it  ?    It  is  yoozti 

FRA  SEBASTIAirO. 

Ton  do  not  mean  it 

IPPOLITO. 

I  am  not  a  Spaniazd, 
To  say  that  it  is  yours  and  not  to  mean  it. 
I  haye  at  Itri  a  whole  armory 
Full  of  such  weapons.  When  yon  paint  the 

portrait 
Of  Barbarossa,  it  will  be  of  nse. 
Ton  haye  not  been  rewarded  as  yon  should 

be 
For  painting  the  Gonzaga.     Throw  tins 

bauble 
Into  the  scale,  and  make  the  balance  eqnmL 
Till  then  suspend  it  in  your  stndio  ; 
Ton  artists  like  such  trifles. 

FRA  8BBA8TIAK0. 

I  win  keep  H 
In  memory  of  the  donor.    Many  thanks. 

ippOLrro. 

Fra  Bastian,  I  am  growing  tired  of  Rome, 
The  old   dead  city,    witii   the  old  dead 

people  ; 
Priests  everywhere,  like  shadows  on  Awall, 
And  morning,  noon,  and  night  the  eeaee- 

less  sound 
Of  oonyent  bells.    I  must  be  gone  from 

here  ; 
Though  Ovid  somewhere  says  that  Borne  ie 

worthy 
To  be  the  dwelling-place  of  all  the  Gods, 
I  must  be  gone  rrom  here.     To-morfow 

morning 
I  start  for  Itri,  and  go  thence  by  sea 
To  join  the  Emperor,  who  is  making  w«r 
Upon  the  Algerines  ;  perhaps  to  sink 
Some  Turkish  galleys,  and  bring  baok  in 

chains 
The  famous  corsair.     Thus  would  I  ayenge 
The  beautiful  Gonsaga. 

FRA  SKBASTIANO. 

An  achievement 
Worthy  of  Charlemagne,  or  of  Oriando. 
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Benii  aod  Arioito  both  shall  ailci 

A  oanto  to  thnir  poems»  and  dcucribe  yon 

Ai  Furioao  and  IiinamorBto. 

Now  I  most  say  goud-niglit. 

irpouTO. 

You  must  not  go  ; 
Fint  you  shall  sup  mith  me.  My  seneschal, 
Gioran    Andrea    dal    Borgo    a    San    Se- 

polcro,  — 
I  like  to  give  the  whole  sonorous  name. 
It  sounds  so  like  a  verse  of  the  ^i^neid, — 
Has  brought  me  eels  fresh  from  the  Lake 

of  Fondi, 
And    Lucrine    oysters    cradled     in    their 

shells  ; 
These,  with  red  Fondi  wine,  the  Cccuban 
That  Horace  speaks  of,  under  a  hundred 

keys 
Kept  safo,  until  (he  heir  of  Postbumus 
Shall  stain  the  pavement  with  it,  make  a 

feast 
Fit  fur  Lueullus,  or  Fra  Bastian  even  ; 
So  we  will  gu  to  supper,  and  be  merry. 

FKA   SKBASTIASCO. 

Beware  !     lU'member  that  Bolsena*s  eels 
And  Vemage  wine  once  killed  a  Pope  of 
KouM* ! 

II'I-tHJTt*. 

Twaa  a  French  Pu|h>  ;  and  then  so  long 

Who  knows?  —  perhaps  the  story  is  not 
true. 


IV 


H0R04)   l»f:M.E   VF.RGINE   AT   NAPLES 
Hoom  in  tkf  Vtilnrt  o/.lruA  itoxzAOA.    Sigki, 

Jl'UA  (fONZAOA.  (ilOVA^KI    VaLOI 


Speak  as  I  hanllj 

■or, 
Suek  is  my  ooofldeaee  ia 


If  loyalty  to  friendahip  be  a 
Upon  your  couftdeimt  tkmm  I 


Then  sit  again,  and  lirtea  ■ 
That  nearer  are  to  ne  tkmm 


UtBiS. 


In  all  things  I  am  Iwppj  to 
And  happiest  then  y 
most. 


Layinj^  aside  all 

That  IS  superflnoiis  betweea  ■§  toN^ 
I  come  at  once  imto  the  pontt  md  M 
You  know  my  ootwaid  UM^^wjwmB 

fortune ; 
Countess  of  Foodi,  Dachan  of  l^ifrila 
A  widow  rich  and  flatt«i«d»  fsr ' 


In  marriage  prineea 
To  be  rejected.     All  Iha 
Lies  at  my  feet.     If  I 
It  is  not  in  the  way  off  idle 
But  only  to  tbe  better 
Of  what  comes  after. 


God 
Beauty  and  intellect ; 
Tu  lead  a  spotlees  life 
That  others  yield  to. 


I)«  nnt  go  yet. 


JIUA. 


VALnrww). 

The  niffht  ia  far  advaneecl  ; 
I  frar  to  ^tay  tiNi  Uti'.  and  weary  you 
With  throe  dijicii Minns. 

Jt  MA. 

I  have  much  to  sav. 
I  speak  to  you,  ValtloMu,  with  tliat  fmnJi- 

nr%i 
Which  i«  the  gn*atvkt  pri«ilrge  of  fricnd- 

shi|»,— 


Hot  the 

That  TOO  know  not ;  *t  is 
'self. 

And  19  til  me  a  mysterr 

A  siuil  diM|uieted  and  ill  at 
A  mind  perpleied  with 
iH^nsions, 
I  A  heart  dissatisfied  with  ill 
'  And   with    myself,  an   tkal 
weep, 
Disctninip-d  and  di 

i 

WheneVr  we  erosa  i 
I  If  we  would  pass  ia    liilf  ,  W9 


MICHAEL  ANGELO 


549 


38  fixed  steadfast  on  the  shore  be- 

ond, 

re  cast  them  on  the  flowing  stream, 

Eul  swims  with  it ;   so  if  we  woald 

iross 

mine  flood  of  things  here  in  the 

rorld, 

Is  must  not  look  down,  bat  fix  their 

ight 

firm  Und  beyond. 

JXTLIA. 

I  comprehend  yon. 
ok  I  am  too  worldly ;  that  my  head 
rith  the  giddying  whirl  of  life  about 
ne. 
jronr  meaning  ? 

YAIJ>BS80. 

Tes ;  your  meditations 
re  of  this  world  and  its  vanities 
:  the  world  to  come. 


JULIA. 


Between  the  two 


nfused. 


yAIJ>ESSO. 


Tet  have  I  seen  you  Ibten 
ired  when  Fra  Bernardino  preached 
I  and  hope  and  charity. 

JULIA. 

I  listen, 
y  as  to  music  without  meanine. 
8  me  for  the  moment,  and  I  think 
autiful  it  is  to  be  a  saint, 
Vittoria  is  ;  but  I  am  weak 
yward,  and  I  soon  fall  back  again 
}ld  ways,  so  very  easily. 
ire   too  many  week-days  for  one 
>unday. 

VALDESSO. 

ike  the  Sunday  with  you  through 

be  week, 

eeten  with  it  all  the  other  days. 

JULIA. 

I  do  so  ;  for  to  put  a  stop 

tongues,  what  men   might  say  of 
ne 

kI  all  alone  here  in  my  palace, 
t  from  a  vocation  that  I  feel 

monastic  life,  I  now  am  living 
ister  Caterina  at  the  ooaveot 
ta  Chiara,  and  I  come  here  only 


On  certain  days,  for  my  affairs,  or  Ttsiti 
Of  ceremony,  or  to  be  with  friends. 
For  I  confess,  to  live  among  my  friends 
Is  Paradise  to  me  ;  my  Fureatory 
Is  livine  among  people  I  dislike. 
And  so  I  pass  my  life  in  these  two 
This  palace  and  the  convent 


worldly 


VALDBSflO. 

It  was  then 
The  fear  of  man,  and  not  the  love  of  God, 
That  led  you  to  this  step.     Why  will  yoa 

not 
Renounce  the  world,  and  give  your  heart 

toGod,» 

JULIA. 

If  God  so  commands  it, 
Wherefore  hath  He  not  made  me  capable 
Of  doing  for  Him  what  I  wish  to  do 
As  easily  as  I  could  offer  Him 
This  jewel  from  my  hand,  this  gown  I 

wear. 
Or  aught  else  that  is  mine  ? 

VALDXSSO. 

The  hindnmoe  liat 
In  that  original  sin,  by  which  all  felL 

JULIA. 

Ah  me,  I  cannot  bring  my  troubled  mind 
To  wish  well  to  that  Adam,  our  first  parent, 
Who  by  bis  sin  lost  Paradise  for  us, 
And  brought  such  ills  upon  us. 

TALDBSSO. 

We  oanalvetv 
When  we  commit  a  sin,  lose  Paradise, 
As  much  as  he  did.    Let  us  think  oi  iluB, 
And  bow  we  may  regain  it. 

JULIA. 

Teaeb  me,  tbeo. 
To  hannonize  the  discord  of  my  life, 
And  stop  the  painful  jangle  (tf  tbeM  wiiM. 

TALDESaO. 

That  is  a  task  impossible,  until 

Yon  tune  vour  heart-strings  to  ahi^berkej 

Than  earthly  melodies. 

JULIA. 

How  than  I  do  iir 
Point  out  to  me  the  way  of  this  perfeetioa. 
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And  I  will  follow  you  ;  for  joa  have  made 
JIt  tout  enamored  with  it,  and  I  cannot 
Rest  iiatisfie<l  until  I  find  it  out. 
But  Ivad  me  privately,  so  that  the  world 
Hear  not  my  itepa  ;  1  would  not  give  occ^ 

siun 
For  talk  among  the  people. 

YAU>EMO. 

Now  at  lait 
I  onderatand  you  fully.     Then,  what  need 
Ii  there  for  us  to  beat  about  the  buih  ? 
I  know  what  you  desire  of  me. 

Jl'LlA. 

What  rudeneni  t 
If  yon  already  know  it,  why  not  tell  me  ? 

TALDBaaO. 

Because  I  rather  wait  for  you  to  ask  it 
With  your  own  lips. 

Jl'UA. 

Do  me  the  kindnets,  then, 
To  speak   without   reser%'f  ;  and  with  all 

frank  m'N«t, 
If  you  di villi*  the  truth,  will  I  confess  it 


Would  fe«l  the  aool  with 
Yet  not  depriT*  the  bodr  « 
Woold  seem  aofelie  m  wm 
Yet  not  too  iaint4ik«  m  tkm 
In  short,  would  lead  a  kolj 
In  such  a  way  that  eva 
Would  not  detect  thnvta 
To  show  a  chaagtt  f raai 
Have  I  divined  joor  Mcnt  f 


I  am  content. 


VALIIKMIO. 


Jt'IJA. 

Thru  ii|N'ak. 

VAlJi»:Kli(>. 

You  would  be  free 
From  the  vexatious  thoughts  that  come  and 

Til  rough  your  imagination,  and  would  have 

me 
Point  out  luitiir  royal  road  and  lady-like 
Which  you  inav  walk  in,   and  not  wound 

VfMir  frrl. 

You  Willi  III  Attain  to  (lu*  divine  perfection. 
And    yet   imt   turn  your    back   upon   the 

wnrM  ; 
Yiiu  wmilil  |MM<(e!ti«  hiiiiiilitv  within, 
Itiit  not  r«-vf:il  it  ill  voiir  oiitwanl  artionw  ; 
You  woiiM  li«i\r   iiatimce,  but  without  tkie 

rinlr 
OrraoiniiH  th.it  n-<|uin*  itn  esrrriM*  ; 
^niiwoiiM  i)c«|iiH«' thr  worUl,  but  in  such 

f  i^lii-'ii 
Tlir  wnrM  «liiiiili|  not  ilfii|ii«r  you  in  return  ; 
Would  riot  he  the  iwiul   with  all  the  Thris- 

ti«n  ipnri*«. 
Yet  not  (le»|N»il  the  btidr  of  its  gauds  ; 


The  portrait  of  my  i 
As  the  most  skilful 
A  human  face. 

▼a: 

Thia 

You  think  yoo 


Tea 

iancr  niff  M  to^l 


»»" 


And  not  by  TerdieL 


That  a  bad  coniprnmiw  «ai 
Than  a  good  verdict. 


Not  in  religioa.    With  tlw 
Tliere  is  no  conproniM.     Bf 
Can  man  be  jnetifled 


That  is  a  heresy.     Do  aot,  I 
Proclaim  it  from  the ' 

it 
As  scmiething 

heart. 
As  I,  who  half  believe  aad 


I  must  proclaim  the  trwth. 

jrua. 


Why  must  you  7    Yo« 

self 
And   friends  by  your 

Im*  |iatient. 
You  liave  oeca«iua  now 
Whieh  you  lay  strees 
Tn  our  lout  pathway 

•tep* 

I  ahaU  walk  ia  it. 

[ 
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YAIJ>B880. 

Hark  1  the  oonTent  bells 
ging  ;  it  is  midnight ;  I  must  leave 

fOU. 

1 1  linger.    Pardon  me,  dear  Coun- 
tess, 

ou  to-night  have  made  me  your  con- 
fessor, 

far  may  venture,  I  will  warn  you 
ne  point. 

JULIA. 

What  is  it  ?    Speak,  I  pray  you, 
tave  no  concealments  in  my  conduct ; 
s  open  as  the  light  of  day. 
s  it  you  would  warn  me  of  ? 


Your  friendship 


yAIJ>ESSO. 

Cardinal  Ippolito. 

JXTUA. 

What  is  there 
se  suspicion  or  alarm  in  that, 
han  in  friendships  that  I  entertain 
rou  and  others?     I  ne'er  sat  with 
him 

&t  night,  as  I  am  sitting  now 
ou,  Valdesso. 

YALDBSSO. 

Pardon  me  ;  the  portrait 
^  Bastiauo  painted  was  for  him. 
quite  prudent  ? 

JULIA. 

That  is  the  same  question 
a  put  to  me,  when  I  last  saw  her. 
9  you  the  same  answer.    That  was 
not 

ge  of  love,  but  of  pure  g^titude. 
the  adventure  of  that  dreadful  night 
Barbarossa  with  two  thousand  Moors 
1  upon  the  coast,  and  in  the  dark- 
ness 

ed  my  castle.  Then,  without  delay, 
ardinal  came  hurrying  down  from 
Rome 

:ue  and  protect  me.     Was  it  wrong 
1  an  hour  like  that  I  did  not  weigh 
2ely  this  or  that,  but  granted  him 
1  that  pleased  him,  aud  that  flattered 
me  ? 

VALDESSO. 

eware  lest,  in  disguise  of  friendship, 
;r  corsair,  worse  than  Barbarossa, 


Steal  in  and  seize  the  castle,  not  by  storm 
But  strategy.     And  now  I  take  my  leave. 

JULIA. 

Farewell ;  but  ere  you  go,  look  forth  and 

see 
How  night  hath  hushed  the  clamor  and  the 

stir 
Of  the  tumultuous  streets.     The  cloudless 

moon 
Roofs  the  whole  city  as  with  tiles  of  silver ; 
The  dim,  mysterious  sea  in  silence  sleeps. 
And  straight  into  the  air  Vesuvius  lifts 
His  plume  of  smoke.    How  beautiful  it  is  f 

[Voices  in  the  ttreei. 

OIOVAlf  AKDRBA. 

Poisoned  at  Itri. 

AVOTHSK  VOICB. 

Poisoned  ?    Who  is  poisoned  ? 

OIOVAN  ANDREA. 

The  Cardinal  Ippolito,  my  master. 
Call  it  malaria.    It  was  very  sodden. 

[Julia  Mwoone, 


VITTORIA  COLONNA 
A  room  in  the  Torre  Argentina, 

VlTTOBlA  COLONMA  and  JULIA  GOKZAOA. 

VTTTOBIA. 

Come  to  my  arms  and  to  my  heart  once 

more  ; 
My  soul  goes  out  to  meet  you  and  embrace 

you. 
For  we  are  of  the  sisterhood  of  sorrow. 
I  know  what  you  have  suffered. 


JULIA. 


Let  me  forget  it. 


Name  it  not 


VTTTORIA. 

I  will  say  no  more. 
Let  me  look  at  you.    What  a  joy  it  is 
To  see  your  face,  to  hear  your  voice  again  i 
You   bring  with  you   a  breath  as  of  the 

mom, 
A  memory  of  the  hLt^ft  bappy  days 
When  we   were  youne.     When  du 


youne. 
ooma  from  Fon£  ? 


did  yea 


552 


MICHAEL  ANGELO 


Jl'LU. 

I  haTe  not  been  at  Fondi  since  — 

VITTOKIA. 

Ah  me ! 
Toa  need  not  ipeak  the  word  :  I  under- 
•tand  jou. 

JI*L1A. 

I  eame  from  Naples  by  the  lorelj  Talleji 
The  Terra  di  Lavuro. 

TITTORIA. 

And  you  find  me 
Bat  jutt   returned   from   a  long  journey 

northward. 
I  have  been  staying  with  that  noble  woman, 
Kende  of  France,  the  Ducheti  of  Ferrara. 

JI'LIA. 

Oh,  tell  me  of  the  Dufheti.     I  have  heard 
Flamiuio    f^peak    her    praiiet    with    such 

warmth 
That  I  am  eaf^r  to  hear  more  of  her 
And  of  her  brilliant  court. 

VITTORIA. 

You  shall  hear  alL 
But  first  sit  down  and  listen  patiently 
While  I  confess  mvsvlf. 


Jl'IJA. 


Have  you  committed  ? 


What  deadly  tin 


VITTORXA. 

Not  a  tin  ;  a  foUv. 
I  chid  viiu  once  at  Ischia,  when  you  tofd 

IllC 

That  brmvr  Fra  Bastian  was  to  paint  your 
|M>rtnut. 

Jl  UA. 

Wrll  I  remember  it. 

VITTOKIA. 

TIh-h  rhiile  me  now. 
Fur   1    coiifvsA    to   somr thing    still    more 

ntnui)^. 
( Mil  as  I  mil.  I  haTe  at  last  con4ente<i 
Til  till'  I'litmties  and  the  supplications 
Of  MifliM-l  Anp'lu  — 


I  pray  yo«,  do 

knowp 
Or  yon  sboold 

tboaght 
Entered  my  br»Mt. 
The  Marquis  of 
And  death  has  sot 


JHI  vilk  Ml 


lumthmif 


Hava  I  offandMl  yoa  ? 


Unto  my  boried  loid  I 
Unto  my  friend  the 
My  portrait.    It  b  not 
But  for  the  love  I  bcAr 


To  hear  tliete 
portrait 
Worthy  of  both  of 


I 


1 


Huklkibfl 


And  shall  I  go  or  fifty  ? 


The  drawing  will  be 

ence ; 
Ton  will  enlivea 


ByOI 


The  presence  of  gnat 


IshttDMl 


Z 


me 


Alt  powrr  of  speech.     T  oal^ 
In  silent  wonder,  as  if  Ibtj 
Or  the  inhabitants  of 

A*iir«T  Xkvail 


Come  in. 


I  fear  my 
I  intermpt  yoo. 


I    V    • 


Jl'IJA. 


To  marry  him  ? 


No :  iM  b 

Of  voum  as  well  as  wioe^— 
The  Ducheas  of  TnJsMa^ 


M 
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MICHAEL  ANOKLO  tO  JULIA. 

I  salute  yon. 
long  since  I  have  seen  your  faoe,  mj 

lady ; 
Ion  me  if  I  say  that  having  seen  it, 
never  can  forget  it. 

JULIA. 

You  are  kind 
Keep  me  in  your  memory. 


MICHAEL  ANOKLO. 


It  is 


I  privilege  of  age  to  speak  with  frank- 
ness. 
I  will  not  be  offended  when  I  say 
vt  never  was  your  beauty  more  divine. 

JULIA. 

len  Michael  Angelo  condescends  to  flat- 
ter 
praise  me,  I  am  proud,  and  not  offended. 

VITTOBIA. 

?  this  is  nllantry  enough  for  one  ; 
w  me  a  little. 

MICHAEL  AKOELO. 

Ah,  my  g^racious  lady, 
I  know  I  have  not  words  to  speak  your 

praise, 
ink  of  yon  in  silence.     You  conceal 
ir  manifold  perfections  from  all  eyes, 
I  make  yourself  more  saint-like  day  by 

day, 
1  day  by  day  men  worship  you  the  more. 
>  now  your  hour  of  martyrdom  has  come. 
I  know  why  I  am  here. 

VmORIA. 

Ah  yes,  I  know  it ; 
1  meet  my   fate   with  fortitude.     You 

find  me 
rounded  by  the  labors  of  your  hands  ; 
t  Woman  of  Samaria  at  the  Well, 
Mater  Dolorosa,  and  the  Christ 
m  the  Cross,  beneath  which  yon  have 

written 
se  memorablo  words  of  Alighieri, 
en  have  forgotten  how  much  blood  it 

costs." 

MICHAEL  ANGELO. 

[  now  I  come  to  add  one  labor  more, 
ou  will  call  that  labor  which  is  pleasure, 
I  only  pleasure. 


▼ITTOBIA. 

How  shall  I  be  seated  ? 

MiCHAKL  ANGELO,  Opening  hU  portfolio, 

Jnst  as  you  are.    The  light  fidls  well  apoB 
you. 

VITTOBIA. 

X  am  ashamed  to  steal  the  time  from  tod 
That  should  be  given  to  the  Sistine  ChapeL 
How  does  that  work  go  on  ? 

MICHAEL  ANGELO,  drawing. 

But  tardily. 
Old  men  work  slowly.    Brain  and  hanid 

alike 
Are  dull  and  torpid.    To  die  young  is  betty 
And  not  to  be  remembered  as  old  men 
Tottering  about  in  their  decrepitude. 

VITTOBIA. 

My  dear  Maestro !  have  yon,  then,  forgot- 
ten 
The  story  of  Sophocles  in  his  old  age  ? 

MICHAEL  ANGELO. 

What  story  is  it  ? 

VITTOBIA. 

When  his  sons  aoonied  hinii 
Before  the  Areopagus,  of  dotage. 
For  all  defence,  ne  read  there  to  his  Judges 
The  Traged  V  of  (Edipus  Colonens,  — 
The  work  of  his  old  age. 

MICHAEL  ANGELO. 

nrisanillnaioiii 
A  fabulous  story,  that  will  lead  old  men 
Into  a  thousand  follies  and  conceits. 

VITTOBIA. 

So  yon  may  show  to  cavillers  your  painting 
Of  the    Uuit  Judgment    in    the    Siatins 
Chapel. 

MICHAEL  ANGELO. 

Now  you  and  L4idy  Julia  shall  resume 
The  conversation  that  I  interrupted. 

VTTTOBIA. 

It  was  of  no  great  import ;  nothing  more 
Nor  less  than  my  late  visit  to  Ferrara, 
And  what  I  saw  there  in  the  doeal  palaoa 
Will  it  not  interrupt  yon  ? 
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MfCBASL  AKOKLO. 


Not  the  least. 


YITTOKIA. 


F 


—  DuovrawBy 

della  Aovcffv 

The  MmgdftlcBa  aad  tk»  CI 
And  Aiuw    da    ftitkm 

swmUj; 
All  loTeljr  wonMo,  fall  of  . 
And  aspirmtioos  nftar  mMm 


io  wonld   haw 
dnmet. 


No ;  hii  Finnmettu 
Are  fitter  eompftaj  for  8ar  i 
I  fear  he  hardlj  wo«ld  law 
The  women  that  I  apaak  oi. 


The  ttory  of  GriacUi^ 
To  Mt  down  in  hia  tm 


Well,  first,  then,  of  Duke  Ercole  :  a  man 
Cold  in  his  manners,  and  reserved  and  si- 
lent. 
And  yet  magnificent  in  all  his  ways ; 
Not  hospitable  unto  new  ideas, 
But  from  state  policy,  and  certain  reasons 
Concerning  the  myestiture  of  the  duchy, 
A  partisan  of  Rome,  and  consequently 
intolerant  of  all  the  new  opinions. 

jruA. 

I  should  not  like  the  Duke.    These  silent 

men, 
Who  only  look  and  listen,  are  like  wells 
That  hare   no   water  in   them,  deep  and 

empty. 
How  coulii  the  daughter  of  a  king  of  France 
Wed  such  a  duke  ? 

MirRABL  ANOELO. 

The  men  that  women  marry. 
And  why  tbf  V  marry  them,  will  always  be 
A  marvel  and  a  mystery  to  the  world. 

TITTOKIA. 

And  th«*n  the  DucbesA,  —  bow  shall  I  de- 
scribe bor. 
Or  tell  the  merits  of  that  happy  nature 
Which  pleases  most  when  leant  it  thinks  of 

pleasing  ? 
Not  beautiful,  perhaps,  in  form  and  fea- 

tun'. 
Yet   with   an   inward   beauty,  that  shines 

through 
Kach  ItMik  and  attitude  and  word  and  gp»- 

tiiru  ; 
A  kindly  grace  of  manner  and  beharior, 
A  Mimrthiiig  in  bi*r  prrsi'ncr  and  her  ways 
That  niakfs  hrr  Itcautif ul  bevond  the  rrach 
Of  uifre  externul  bcautv  ;  ami  in  heart 
Sj  nublc  and  clrvntiMl  tn  the  truth. 
Ami  S4»  in  ••vinjiHtliv  with  all  who  strive 
After  ibe  higher  life. 

jriJA. 

Shr  draws  me  to  her 
As  much  ai  her  Duke  Krcule  re|ieU  me. 


virrtiHiA. 
Tlii*n  the  drviiiit  nnd  lionnrAblr  wom«>n  About  the  court  w»iw 

Tliat  gnu*e  brr  court,  and  make  it  good  to     Chilian  Sinapius  fi 


Tilte 


WUh 


Was  a  young  prl,  Ol, 
Daughter  of  tulvio,  the 
Famous  in  all  the  aaivsi 
A  manrelloos  child,  vho  at 

wlieeU 
And  in  the  daily  itnBd  of 
Hath  learned  boih  Giwk 

is  now 
A  favorite  of  the  DscImm 
Of  Princess  Anna.    Tkk 

Sappho 
Scmietimes  recited  to 
Tlmt  she  had  wriltM. 

sadness 
Thrilled  and  o'( 

me  look 
Into  the  future  timep 
What  destiny  wiU  be 


wG 


Frost  kills  the  fiowi 

M*asnii  ; 
Anil  these  preeooMM 
A  life  of  sorrow  or 


an  eari  J 


bt*  thrre 


And  Crlio  C 
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JSS 


ke's  physician ;  and  a  pale  young 

an, 

d'Espeville  of  Geneya,  whom  the 

iichess 

ch  delight  to  talk  with  and  to  read. 

ath  written  a  book  of  Institutes 

hess  greatly  praises,  though  some 

01  it 

an  of  the  heretics. 

JX7IJA. 

And  what  poets 
lere   to  sing  you  madrigab,  and 
raise 
*s  eyes  and  Cherubina's  tresses  ? 

VITTORIA. 

or  great  Ariosto  is  no  more. 

:e  that  filled  those  halls  with  mel- 

r  been  hushed  in  death. 

JULIA. 

You  should  have  made 
mage  unto  the  poet's  tomb, 
I  a  wreath  upon  it,  for  the  words 
e  of  you. 

VITTORIA. 

And  of  yourself  no  less, 
>ur  master,  Michael  Angelo. 

MICHAEL  ANOELO. 


VITTORIA. 

ave  you  forgotten  that  he  calls  you 
,  less  man  than  angel,  and  divine  ? 
ungrateful. 

MICHAEL  ANGELO. 

A  mere  play  on  words. 
jective  he  wanted  for  a  rhyme, 
h  with  Giau  Bellino  and  L rhino. 

VITTORIA. 

o  Tasso  is  no  longer  there, 
gav  troubadour  of  Ga&cony, 
t  \iarot,  surnained  by  flatterers 
nee  of  Poets  and  the  r*oet  of  Princes, 
>eing   looked  upon  with  much  dis- 
avor 
Duke  Ercole,  has  tied  to  Venice. 


KIOHAXL  AirOBLO. 

There  let  him  stay  with  Pietro  AretiiiOy 
The  Scourge  of  Irinces,  also  oidled  DivinOi 
The  title  is  so  common  in  our  mouths, 
That  even  the  Pi£ferari  of  Abruzzi, 
Who  play  their  bag-pipes  in  the  streets  of 

Rome 
At  the  Epiphany,  will  bear  it  soon. 
And  will  deserve  it  better  than  some  poets. 

VITTORIA, 

What  bee  hath  stung  you  ? 

MICHAKL  AKOBLO. 

One  that  makes  no  honey  ; 
One  that  comes  buzzing  in  through  every 

window, 
And  stabs  men  with  his  sting.    A  bitter 

thought 
Passed  through  my  mind,  but  it  is  gons 

again; 
I  spake  too  hastily. 

JULIA. 

I  pray  you,  show  me 
What  you  have  done. 

MIGHAJIL  AKOXLO. 

Not  yet ;  it  is  not  finished. 


FART  SECOND 
I 

MONOLOGUE 
A  room  in  Mighasl  Akoblo's  ibust. 

MICHAEL  ANOBLO. 

Fled  to  Viterbo,  the  old  Papal  citr 
Where  once  an  Emperor,  humbled  in  his 

pride. 
Held  the  Pope's  stirrup,  as  his  Holiness 
Alighted  from  his  mule  I     A  fugitive 
From  Cardinal  Caraifa's  hate,  who  hurls 
His  thunders  at  the  house  of  the  Colonna, 
With  endless  bitterness  I  —  Among  the  nuns 
In  Santa  Caterina's  convent  hidden. 
Herself  in  soul  a  nun  !   And  now  she  chides 

me 
For  my  too  frequent  letters,  that  disturb 
Her  meditations,  and  that  hinder  me 
And  keep  me  from  my  work ;  now  gn^ 

cioiisly 
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Sho  thanks  mo  for  the  crucifix  I  lent  her, 
Aud  lays  that  she  will  keep  it :  with  one 

hand 
Inflicta  a  wound,  and  with  the  other  heals  it. 

[Headina. 
**  Profoundly  I    believed  that  God  would 

grant  you 
A  tupvniatural  faith  to  paint  this  ChriHt  ; 
I  wiidied  for  that  whirh  now  I  see  fulfilled 
So  nuirvelluuslv,  ezcevdin^  all  mv  wishes. 
Nor  more  cuuld  Im.*  desired,  or  even  so  much. 
And  f^ri'tttly  1  njoicv  that  you  have  made 
Tlie  angel  on  the  right  su  kx^uutiful  ; 
For  the  Archangel  Michael  will  plnce  you. 
You,  Michael  Angvlo,  uii  tluit  new  day. 
Upon  the  Lord*s  right  hand  !    And  waiting 

that, 
How  can  I  better  serve  you  than  to  pray 
To  this  sweft  Christ  for  you,  and  to  beseech 

vuu 
To  hold  we  altogether  yours  in  all  things." 

Well,  I  will  write  le^s  often,  or  no  more, 
Hut  wait  her  cuniing.      No  one   Uirn   in 

Konie 
Can  live  i>l&i*wherc  ;  but  hu  must  pine  for 

Kouie, 
And  mu>t  n'tnrn  to  it.     I,  whci  am  bom 
And  bred  a  TiiM'au  and  a  FKir<*ntine, 
Feel  the  atlRU'tiou,  and  I  linp'r  here 
As  if  I  were  a  iH'hble  in  the  pavement 
TriKlden  bv  priritlv  fert.     This  I  endure, 
IWiMuse  I  brciithe  in  Unme  an  atmo^^pliere 
Heavy  with  inIufm  uf  thi'  laun-l  Iraves 
llutt   crowne<l   great  lierueH  uf  the  sword 

and  |K*n, 
In  ag«*!i  pant.     I  feel  myself  exalted 
Til    walk    the    streets   in    which   a   Virgil 

wiklkrd. 
Or  Traj.-ui  nule  in  triumph  ;  but  far  mure, 
.Villi  nuist  of  all,  )N>eaiiM«  tlie  great  (*uluniia 
Bre.itheH  the  s.iine  air  I  breathe,  and  is  tu 

Mie 
.\n  iii^pinitiun.     Now  that  she  is  gone, 
Kitinr  ><«  nil  litni;i'r  Kunic  till  hlie  return. 
Tlii4  tit-liiii;  n\trina.«it«'n«  ine.     I  kiiuw  not 
If  It  In*  lit\i',  (hii  htriiiii;  di'hirn  to  be 
Fi*ri-\rr  in  in-r  pri'M'nre  ;  but  1  kiiciw 
'I'liAt  I,  wliii  w.m  till'  frifinl  uf  nulitude, 
.\nii  i-\i-r  h:i.h  Ih-hI  plraM'tl  when  nii»t  alone, 
Niiw  Wfjirv  ^Tiiw  tif  in\  <«wn  i'uiii|Hiny. 
]  or  tilt-   iir^t  t.ine  uld  iip*  seems  lonely  to 

me. 

''>;'#■!■•.••  rAf  /iiririii  Cummedia, 

{  turn  I-tr  ruu»i<L*l:i<it  li*  the  leaves 


Ihif  « 


nm^ 


Of  the  greni  i        n  of 
Whose  woids,  i 

Betray  the  heal  ia 

sendered. 
A  mendieant,  hm  ■!•  tkm 
Of  others,  but  repi 
With  immortality. 
He  was  a  by-woid. 
Was  mocked  bj 

prophet. 
Himself  a  prophet. 
Go  up,  thoa  bald 
That,  waatiuf  rsvcivi 

food 
The  soul  can  feed 

enough 
For  age  ana  yoath  npoa  tUi  Eldi  |l 
Age  must  give  waj.    TWn  WH 

enough 
Even  for  this  great  POcC    la  Ui  M 
I  I  hear  reverberate  tha  gatai  «f  Hh 
■  Cloainfi;  upon  him,  bow 
Hut  mmgled  with 
Celestial  from  Um  gaftea  off 
Ho  came  and  hm 

knew  not 
\\*liat  manner  of  b 

doors, 
I'ntil  he  passed  bo  •«.«•«  . 
He  saw  tne  tomeata  aad 
Of  souls  eoodemiicd 

left 
liehind  him  thia 


Wlbka 


I  strive  in  rata  to  dia' 
The  face  of  lleatriaa.     It  ia 
Hut  the  Colonna'a. 
'llie  image  uf 
'l*hat  is  his  guida. 

Human, 
Hath  yet  revaalad 


U 


VITE&BO 
VrrroaiA  Cou>miA  m  dU 


Parting  with  friaadi 
As  all  death  is. 

fai*rs. 
Nor  hear  their  voi 
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i  messages  of  love  give  us  assurance 
It  we  are  not  forgotten.     Who  shall  say 
It  from  the  world  of  spirits  comes  no 

greeting, 
message  of  remembrance  ?     It  may  be 
»  thoughts  that  visit  us,  we  know  not 

whence, 
Iden  as  inspiration,  are  the  whispers 
disembodied  spirits,  speaking  to  us 
friends,  who  wait  outside  a  prison  wall, 
rough  the  barred  windows  speak  to  those 

within.  lA  pause, 

quiet  as  the  lake  that  lies  beneath  me, 
quiet  as  the  tranquil  sky  above  me, 
quiet  as  a  heart  that  beats  no  more, 
is  convent  seems.      Above^  below,  all 

peace  I 
ence  and  solitude,  the  soul's  best  friends, 
e  with  me  here,  and  the  tumultuous 

World 
ikes  no  more  noise  than  the  remotest 

planet.  [A  pause. 

gentle  spirit,  unto  the  third  circle 
:  heaven  among  the  blessed  souls  as- 
cended, 
Imh  living  in  the  faith  and  dying  for  it, 
ire  gone  to  their  reward,  I  do  not  sigh 
V  tl^  as  being  dead,  but  for  mvself 
M I  am  still  alive.    Turn  those  dear  eyes, 
see  ao  benignant  to  me,  upon  mine, 
Mit  open  to  their  tears  such  uncontrolled 
ad  such  continual  issue.     Still  awhile 
ite  patience  ;  I  will  come  to  thee  at  last, 
few  more  goings  in  and  out  these  doors, 
few  more   chimings  of  these   convent 

bells, 
few  more  prayers,  a  few  more  sighs  and 

tears, 
d  the  long  agony  of  this  life  will  end, 
d  I  shall  be  with  thee.     If  I  am  wanting 
thy  well-beine,  as  thou  art  to  mine, 
ve  patience  ;  I  will  come  to  thee  at  last, 
wmds    that    loiter    in    these    cloister 

gardens, 
Zander  far  above  the  city  walls, 
^  unto  him  this  message,  that  I  ever 
Speak  or  think  of  him,  or  weep  for  him. 

unseen  hands  uplifted  in  the  light 
sunset,  yonder  solitary  cloud 
<^ts,  with  its  white  apparel  blown  abroad, 
^  wafted  up  to  heaven.     It  fades  away, 
d  melts  into  the  air.     Ah,  would  that  I 
c^ld  thus  be  wafted  unto  thee,  Francesco, 
iknid  of  white,  an  incorporeal  spirit ! 


Ill 


MICHAEL      ANGELO      AND     BENVENUTO 

CELLINI 

SOBKB    L  —  MiGHAKL    AkQBIX),    BbNVKNUTO 

CKLJLXia  in  gay  attire* 

BSNYKMUTO. 

A  good  day  and  good  year  to  the  divine 
Mf^tro  Michael  Angelo,  the  sculptor  t 

MICHAEL  AKOSLO. 

Welcome^  my  Benvenuto. 

BSKVBKUTO. 

That  is  what 
My  father  said,  the  first  time  he  beheld 
Thia  lumdsome  ftuse.    But  say  farewell,  not 

welcome. 
I  come  to  take   my  leave.    I  start  for 

Florence 
As  fast  as  horse  can  carry  me.     I  long 
To  set  once  more  upon  its  level  flags 
These  feet,  made  sore  by  your  vUe  Roman 

pavements. 
Come  with  me ;  yon  are  wanted  there  in 

Florence. 
The  Sacristy  is  not  finished. 

XICHAKL  AKOSLO. 

Speak  not  of  it  I 
How  damp  and  cold  it  was !    How  my 

bones  ached 
And  my  head  reeled,  when  I  was  working 

there ! 
I  am  too  old.     I  will  stay  here  in  Rome, 
Where  all  is  old  and  crumbling,  like  mvself ^ 
To  hopeless  ruin.    All  roads  foad  to  Aome. 

BKZrVEKUTO. 

And  all  lead  out  of  it 

MICHAKL  AXOXLO. 

There  is  a  ohamiy 
A  certain  something  in  the  atmosphere. 
That  all  men  fee^  and  no  man  can  d»* 
scribe. 

BElfVBKUTO. 

Malaria? 

laCHAEIi  ANOKLO. 

Yes,  malaria  of  the  mind. 
Out  of  this  tomb  of  the  majestic  Fiast ; 
The  fever  to  accomplish  some  great  work 
That  will  not  let  us  sleep.    I  must  go  on 
Until  I  die. 
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MICHAEL 


BEsnmrtTO. 
I>o  jToa  ne'er  think  of  Florence  ? 


AJIOKLO. 

Yeft ;  whenever 
I  think  of  ADjthin^  beside  mr  work, 
I  think  of  Florence.     I  remember,  too. 
The  bitter  dajft  I  pMsed  among  the  qnniw 


01  SemTezxa  and 

Rued -building    in    the 

people. 
And  cold  and  rain    ineessanty  and  mad 

gosU 
Of  mountain  wind,  like  howlioff  Derrishet, 
That  fpan  and  whirled  the  eddying  snow 

about  them 
Ai  if  it  were  a  garment ;  ave,  Texationi 
And  troubles  of  all  kinds,  that  ended  onlj 
In  loee  of  time  and  mouej. 

BEXVEari'TO. 

True,  Maestro  ; 
But  that  was  not  in  Florence.     You  should 

leave 
Such  work  to  others.     Sweeter  memories 
Cluster  about  jou,  in  the  pleasant  city 
Upon  the  Amu. 

Mli'llAFL   A.*(iiFI/>. 

Ill  my  ^ft:ikinp  dreams 
I  flee  the  marTplIuu»»  doiiii>  t^f  lirunollfitchi, 
iituberti*s   gates   uf    hrtJiize,   and  (fiuttu*s 

tower  ; 
And  Ohirlandaju's  lovrly  iWnci  glides 
With    ft»Itli'd    hands    axuid    niv    truubk'd 

thiiii^htjt, 
A  tplrndiil  vi^iiMi  !   Time  rides  witb  the  nM 
At   a  ji;n-;it   pact*.      As  travvllcrs  on  swift 

Se«  the  II IMF  l;iiiilM.*a|ie  tly  and  flow  Itehind 

th*'ni, 
AVhil'-  tlif  ft'iimtiT  flolfU  and  dim  hurizons 
itw  'Aith  thffii.  :iiitl  M'4'iii  wh4*vling  rimiid  to 

iiifi't  thi'iii, 
Si  in  iilii  A]*f  tiiiiit^  nf:ir  n%  rdip  awmy, 
Ainl  ili-taiit  tliiii;;'»  );ii  wiih  xi'i      I'lraAantlr 
Ciiiiii-    li:ii-k    ti»    iiH*  thr   da\s   when,  xu  a 

\"  itli. 
1  w.ilkfil  uitli  (iliirland.ijn  in  the  ptnlens 
Of  Mi<«iii  I,  .Mil I  «iiw  thi*  nntiipie  ^t at  urn, 
Thi*  fi>nit«  .iii|;ii«t  iif  )*<mI*  mini  f^iMllike  iiien, 
AikI  tbr  grf.it  world  uf  art  ri-vt-iili-il  itM-lf 
Tu    ni\    vtiiiii;'  evi'v     Tben    ydl   tliat  nian 

hath  di'iH* 


I 


OfaUI 


Xaj,   let   Ikn   Kighi 

lioreBxo 
And  Jolian  in  th» 
Prophets  Mid  SiMs  a 
And  the  Last  JadcH 


finiihedr 


The 

Judgment 
Has  been  the  enn 
Than  it  wUl  be  of 
Master  of 
A  man  ponctili 
Calls  it  improfMr ; 

formsy 
Showing  their 

fashion. 
.\re  better  suited  to  n 
Or    wavside 

ChapeL 
To  punish  him  I  _ 
Ana  leave  him  thnn 

monies 
In  the  Infenal  ftrgioM 
Have  done  to  sack  n  mm 


■tIkaAfdi 


fa«AA 


I 

When  anv  one  iasnlla 
I  kill  him,  kiU  him. 


a%ifl«i 


\\  ho  dress  in  silks  aad 

swurds. 
Are  reafly  with  Toar 
A  taste  for  humicida. 


TO^ 


I'nder  ropeCleow^  at 
Sume  twenty  years  ncow 
l'|Min  the  ramparts  ol  ll 


Asl 


le  rampai 
leMandru 


With 

A  n»'%  I  if  fog,  that 
.\ntl  hid  friim  uf  the  fi 
V  nii«t\  I'tgure, tike  aa 
lltMT  Up  above  the  fog. 
At  this  1  aimed  my 
The  figure  viniihs'd  ; 


I 


MICHAEL  ANGELO 


SS9 


'kness,  long  and  fierce  and 

ons  in  all  lang^ag^s. 

table  of  France,  the  Boorbon, 

n. 

[CHAEL  ANOKLO. 

le  should  be  grateful  to  you. 

BENVENTTO. 

)een  ;  you   shall  hear  pres- 

re  I  served  as  bombardier, 
ngelo.     His  Holiness 
alking  with  his  Cardinals 
tastion,  while  I  stood  above 
ilconets.     All    thought  and 

and  all  desire  of  fame, 

;d  up  in  the  delightful  music 

•y.     I  saw  far  off, 

my's  trenches  on  the  Prati, 

ilier  in  scarlet  cloak  ; 

im  with  due  aim  and  range, 

iidalgo  in  two  pieces. 

dry  that  wept  for  him   in 

lelighted  beyond  measure 
►lay  of  gunnery,  and  amazed 
I  in  scarlet  cut  in  two, 
jnediction,  and  absolved  me 
omicides  I  had  committed 
le  Apostolic  Church, 
irait  thereafter.     From  that 

1  in  very  high  esteem 
n. 

ICHAEL  ANOELO. 

,ho  absolved  Pope  Clement  ? 
!ak  of  Art. 

BENVENUTO. 

Of  what  you  will. 

ICHAEL  ANGELO. 

seen  our  friend  Fra  Bastian 

1  of  fortune  he  became 
giiet  ? 

BENVENUTO. 

Faith,  a  pretty  artist 
ys  in  stamping  leaden  seals 


MICHAEL  AXOELO. 

He  has  grown  fat  and  lazj^ 
As  if  the  lead  clung  to  hua  like  a  sinker. 
He  paints  no  more   since  he  was  sent  to 

Fondi 
]^  Cardinal  Ippolito  to  paint 
The  fair  Gonzaga.    Ah,  yon  should  have 

seen  him 
As  I  did,  riding  through  the  city  gate. 
In  his  brown  hood,  attended  by  four  horse- 
men. 
Completely  armed,  to  frighten  the  bandittL 
I  think  he  would  have  frightened  them 

alone. 
For  he  was  rounder  than  the  O  of  Giotto. 

BBNYSNUTO. 

He  must  have  looked  more  like  a  sack  d 

meal 
Than  a  great  painter. 

MICHAEL  AKOELO. 

Well,  he  is  not  great» 
But  still  I  like  him  greatly.     Benvenuto^ 
Have  faith  in  nothing  but  in  industry. 
Be  at  it  late  and  early  ;  persevere. 
And  work  right  on  through  oensuxe  and 

applause. 
Or  else  alMuidon  Art. 

BSNYEKUTO. 

No  man  works  harder 
Than  I  do.    I  am  not  a  moment  idle. 

MICHAEL  AKOELO. 

And  what  have  yon  to  show  me  ? 

BENVENUTO. 

This  gold  tingf 
Made  for  his  Holiness,  —  m^  latest  work. 
And  I  am  proud  of  it.    A  smgle  diamofid» 
Presented  by  the  Emperor  to  the  Pope. 
Targhetta  of  Venice  set  and  tinted  it ; 
I  have  reset  it,  and  retinted  it 
Divinely,  as  you  see.     The  jewellers 
Say  I  've  surpassed  Targhetta. 


MICHAEL  ANGELO. 


A  pretty  jeweL 


Let  me  see  it 


BENVENUTO. 

That  is  not  the  expression 
Pretty  is  not  a  very  pretty  word 
To  be  applied  to  such  a  pn  itone. 
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MICHAEL  ANGELO 


Giv^n  by  an  Emperor  to  a  Pope,  and  aet 
Bj  BenveDuto  I 

MICRAKL  ANOKLO. 

MesM'r  KenTenoto, 
I  lone  all  patience  with  you  ;  for  the  f^fiM 
That  f  i(m1  hath  gireu  yon  are  of  such  a  kind, 
They  fthuiilil  lie  put  to  far  more  noble  uaeii 
Than   netting  diainondji   fur  Um   Pope  of 

Rume. 
You  can  du  (greater  thinpi. 

BKNVFNrrO. 

Tli«*  ( tod  who  made  me 
Knows  whr  he  made  me  what  I  am,  —  a 

gtilcUmith, 
A  mere  artihii'r. 

MirRAKL  AXGRLO. 

Oh  no  ;  an  artist, 
Richly  endowed  by  nature,  but  who  wrapA 
Hill  tiilcnt  in  a  napkin,  and  consumen 
His  life  in  vanities. 

HKNvrjfrro. 

Michael  Angelo 
Mav  5a V  what  B«'nreniito  would  not  bear 
From  any  otht-r  man.    He  speaks  the  truth. 
I  kni>w  niv  lifi>  is  wx^tcil  and  couiiumed 

a 

In  vnnitii'H  ;  but  I  bavr  Ix'ttrr  bourn 
And  hi^hc'f  lUipiRitinnn  than  you  think. 
Once,  whrn  a  priAoniT  ut  St.  Anp*lo, 
Fajitinf;  and  pniyiiif^  in  the  miilnif^ht  dark- 

n^•»^, 
In  A  I'i'li'stial  vi<(ion  I  l»ob«*1d 
A  rriii-itiz    iu   the   sun,  i>f   tho  mmo  snl>- 

As  io  till*  Mill  it*ii*If.      And  Mnrc  that  hinir 
Tbfn*  it  a  <i|ili*iidnr  miiiid  nlNuit  my  brail. 
That  iii:i_\  In*  M>«*n  nl  ^iinriM*  and  at  siiii<M*t 
AInivi-  iiiv  ^hiiilftw  nil  till*  !;Rt!«4.     And  now 
I  know  (liat  I  am  in  thi*  f;nu*i'  of  ftod, 
And  III  •III*  hriiff -flirt  h  ran  iLinu  nic. 

Mil  11  \l  1.   ANiiFM*. 

NiHii-  but  nnn.  — 
N '•!»•■  l-Nf   \fiirHi  If.  will  I  an*   voiir  y^atest 

f.-   ■ 
H«*   tli.it    n  oiM-itn    )iini«t  If    i^    safp    frtiin 

•  ■•li-  r  -  ; 
Hi-   >%«-ir'>   a   riKht  tif   mail   that    nunc  can 

Ji;»'r«'t' 

hi  NVt  NT    H», 

I  alw  .1'       1^1    i!    •  ;.• 


At  least,  forpt  not 
Man  mist  KaT^ 

himself 
To  think  of. 


O 


That  I  know  foil  welL    Sm 
I  hare  been  seat  for  into  Ft 

l^w 
The  LUies  thai  ilhii 
And  cmny  ib  mine  rqaipMS  tht  ■■ 
Of  a  moat  nMrrelkwa  goldn  nlMi 
For  the  king's  table  ;  Mid  han  m  m 
A  statue  of  Mars  Amipotaat  §m  Ik 

tain 
Of  Fontaineblcao, 
I  go  a  icoldsmith,  to 
And  so  farewell,  grant 

me 
As  one  who,  in  the  midst 
Had  also  his  anbitaoOi  aad 
To  better  things. 


XIOIABL  A 

Do 


oranhsi 


SCKSVK  n.  —  MirVABL,  AyaBu» 
dffain  to  lAr  Hiriae  C««i 


Sow  in  what  eircle  of  kia 
Would   the   great 

this  man  ? 
Wbrthor  in  PhlegellMM.  Ikn 
( >r  in  the  tb^rr  belt  of 
I  know  not,  but  moat  tmrrly 
Who  walk  in  leaden  cP 

one 
\Vb(H<«  ivLMions,  like  a 
UiivudTi*  hi4  better  nature. 
That  flfspicable  thing,  a 
Hvdtitb  not  cloak 
I'omr  Imrk,  mx  thoogbta^ 

adise. 


IV 
lk\    SEII\STtAMO-DKL 


Nkmr  I.  —  MirNAVL   A 
TIA.HO  DBL 

Mil  II A KL  AJIUBIiU,  I 

Who  M  It  ? 


f^ 


MICHAEL  ANGELO 
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FRA    SEBA8TIAN0. 

Wait,  for  I  am  out  of  breath 
ibing  your  steep  stairs. 

MICHABL  ANOELO. 

Ah,  my  Bastiano, 
went  up  and  down  as  many  stairs 

0  still,  and  climbed  as  many  ladders, 
Id  be  better  for  you.  Fray  sit  down, 
die  and  luxurious  way  of  living 

»ne  day  take  your  breath  away  en- 
tirely, 
3a  wUl  never  find  it. 

FBA   SEBASTIANO. 

Well,  what  then  ? 
ronld  be  better,  in  my  apprehension, 
'ailing  from  a  scaffold. 

MICHABIi  ANGELO. 

That  was  nothing, 
not  kill  me  ;  only  lamed  me  slightly  ; 
[uite  well  ag^in. 

FRA    SBBASTIAHO. 

But  why,  dear  Master, 

10  you  live  so  high  up  in  your  house, 
you  could  live  below  and  have  a  g^ar- 
deu, 

o? 

MICHAEL  AKOELO. 

From  this  window  I  can  look 
.ny  gardens  ;  o'er  the  city  roofs 
e  Campagna  and  the  Alban  hills  : 

11  are  mine. 

FBA    8SBA8TIANO. 

Can  you  sit  down  in  them, 
nmer  afternoons,  and  play  the  lute, 
g,  or  sleep  the  time  away  ? 

MICHAEL  AVOELO.  ' 

I  never 
in   the  day-time  ;  scarcely  sleep  at 
night ; 
not  time.     Did  yon  meet  Beovemto  j 

1  came  up  the  stair  ?  ; 

FRA    ^EBAJrnAjrO. 

I 

Uh  ran  against  roe  ' 
!  first  landing,  ^>\n^  at  full  Kpeed  ; 
d  like  the  Spanish  captain  in  a  play, 
his  long  rapier   and    his   short   red 
cloak.  1 


Why  hurry  through  the  world  at  luoh  « 
>t  be  too  long. 

MICHAEL  ANOXLO. 

It  is  his  nature,  <« 
A  restless  spirit,  that  oonsomes  itself 
With  useless  agitations.     He  o'erleaps 
The  goal  he  aims  at.     Patience  is  a  plant 
That  grows  not  in  all  gardens.     You  avt 

made 
Of  quite  another  clay. 

FRA   SEBASTIANO. 

And  thank  God  for  it 
And  now,  being  somewhat  rested,  I  will 

tell  yon 
Why    I    have  climbed    these  formidabla 

stairs. 
I  have  a  friend,  Francesco  Bemi,  here, 
A  very  charming  poet  and  companion, 
Who  greatly  honors  yon  and  all  your  doingiy 
And  yon  must  sop  with  us. 

MICHAEL  AVOXLO. 

Not  I,  indeed* 
I  know  too  well  what  artists'  suppers  are. 
You  must  excuse  me. 

FRA   SEBASTIAIIO. 

I  will  not  vxcuse  joii« 
You  need  repose  from  your  incessant  work  ; 
Some  recreation,  some  bright  hours  of  pleir 
sure. 

MICHAEL  AVOEftO. 

To  me,  what  yon  and  other  men  eell  ple»> 

sure. 
Is  only  pain.     Work  is  my  reereation, 
The  play  of  faculty  ;  a  delight  like  thai 
Which  a  bird  feeU  in  flying,  or  a  fish 
In  darting  through   the  water,  —  noibSaf 

more* 
I  eannot  go.    The  SibvUine  leaves  of  life 
Grow  precious  now,  when  only  few  renuiia. 
I  cannot  go. 

FRA    SEBAimAVO. 

B#rmi,  perhtaps,  will  reed 


A  eanio  of  the  Orlando 


,  perliapSt  wi] 
InAajnorato. 


MIAffACL  AVOELO. 


That  is  another  r^Mum  Un  not  going. 
If  a«gltt  is  UAitm»  and  inUAerMe, 
It  is  a  poet  nmi^mg  km  own 
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MICHAEL  ANGELO 


PRA    SBBAaTIAIfO. 

Bemi  thinks  •omewbat  better  of  your  Tenet 
Thiui  yuu  of  his.    He  lajs  that  jou  speak 

things. 
And  other  poets  words.  So,  praj  joa,  come. 

MICRABL  AMGBLO. 

If  it  were  now  ttie  Itnprovisatore, 
Luigi  Puici,  whom  I  used  to  hear 
With  lieuvennto,  in  the  streets  of  Florenee, 
I  might  l>e  tempted.      I  was  younger  then. 
And  singing  in  the  u|)en  air  was  pleasant. 

FKA  SERASTlASro. 

There  is  a  Krvuchman  hvn*,  named  Rabe- 
lais, 
Once  a  Fmnciiioan  friar,  and  now  a  doctor, 
Anil  sccrctarv  to  the  ciuliajtiiv  : 

*  • 

A  learned  timii,  who  H|M*:ikii  all  languagi's, 
And  witticbt  of  men  ;  who  wrote  a  book 
Of  the  Adventurt'H  of  itar^.intua, 
fio  full  of  strange  conceit*  one  roars  with 

laughter 
At  every  page  ;  a  jc»vial  boon-companion 
And  lover  of  much  wiuc.    IK*  too  is  coming. 

MirHACI.  ANOEUK 

Fhen  rou  will  not  want  me,  who  am  not 
witty, 

And  have  no  scnne  of  mirth,  and  love  not 
wine. 

i  should  In*  like  a  di*R<l  man  at  vour 
han(|iiet. 

Why  should  I  M.*ek  thisi  F*reiu*liiiiaii,  Rabe- 
lais ? 

And  wherefore  jjo  in  hmr  Kraiii*e«eii  liemi. 

When  I  h:fcvi>  lUnte  Alighieri  here. 

The  greatest  of  all  |Mieti  ? 

FKA  firHAflTIAN<». 

.Vnd  the  dullest  ; 
And  only  to  be  rv.-id  in  epiMNlen. 
liui  tliiv  ii  p^iAt.     iVtrarea  in  our  poet. 

Mil  IIAI  I     AMi»  IJ*. 

Pi-tmnM  in  fur  wiiriii'ii  .iiiil  fur  Invert, 
.Villi  f-ir  !liii-i'  niift  .\li.iti.  whi>  drli)«h( 
Til   «.iiiil<r    iliiwii    Itiii^  );anlen    walk«    in 

^iitniiifr, 
Tiiiklini:  till  ir  little  ftiiiirii't«  all  day  long, 
A»  la|»-4lii;;H  till  tiirir  1n*I1». 

rni  ■>!  iit"Ti  t^ii. 

I  liitr  IVtrarca. 
llo«  «weitly  of  hU  absent  lovc  he  ungii. 


I 


WheD   joanwrinf   ia   Ika 

dauMs  I 
''I  seem  to  hmt  bar, 

and  bivaMS 
And  leaves  and  biidi 


I 


Murmuring  flee  wJiaag  tkm 

MiniABt,  A 

Enoagfa.     It  is  all  sccmuig; 
If  you  would  know  how  ■ 

earnest. 
Read  here  this 

thunders 
In  Paradise  agaiaal 
And  the  corruptiooa  of  tho 
The  heaven  aboat  him 
I  beg  you  to  take  noCe  of 
About*the  Papal  scab,  fa 
Your  olBee  and  yoorsolf. 


Ehsa 


'*  Kor  I  be  made  the  flnra 
To  privileges  veaal  mad  warn 
Whereat  I   ofleD 

ftiel-  — 
That  is  not  poetry. 

mCHAU.  ASCI 

W^ftbil, 


r«A 

Vituperation  ;  gall  that 
From  Arvtino*s  pea. 


mriiAn.  AvonA. 

\  profligate,  whom  your  Fi 
DeHcribeA  a*  having  ooa  fool  m 
.\nd  the  other  in  the  hospital ; 
Hy  tlattering  or  maligaia^  as  1 
His  purp«Mie  at  the  lioMu      Ha 

me 

With  ea«y  nrrogaaee  of  my  LmI  Jai 
In  such  familiar  tooe  Um 
'Ilie  great  event  alrmdy 
.\nd  he  was  present*  aail 
lufonne^l    me 

{Miinted. 


raA 

WliAt  uniui^uming.  ■ 
These  critics  are  '     K 
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g  his  shafts  at  you  hrings  hock  to 
mind 

Kscon  archers  in  the  souare  of  Milan, 
ng  their  arrows  at  Duke  Sforza's 
statue, 

onardo,  and  the  foolish  rahhle 
rious  Florentines,  that  at  your  David 
'    stones    at    night      But    Aretino 
praised  you. 

MICHAEL  AVOBLO. 

aises  were  ironical.     He  knows 
D  use  words  as  weapons,  and  to  wound 
seeming  to  defend.     But  look,  Bas- 
tiano, 

»w  the  setting  sun  lights  up  that  pic- 
ture ! 

FRA  SSBASTIAlfO. 

irtrait  of  Vittoria  Colonna. 

MICHAKL  ANOBIX). 

kes  her  look  as  she  will  look  here- 
after, 
she  becomes  a  saint  I 

FRA  SEBA8TIANO. 

A  noble  woman  ! 

MICHAEL  AlfOELO. 

hese   old   hands  can    fashion    fairer 

shapes 
.rble,  and  can  paint  diviner  pictures, 
I  have  known  her. 

FRA  SEBASTIANO. 

And  you  like  this  picture  ; 
ret  it  is  in  oils,  which  you  detest. 

MICHAEL  ANOELO. 

I  that  barbarian  Jan  Van  Eyck  dis- 
covered 
.se  of  oil  in  painting,  he  deg^raded 
rt  into  a  handicraft,  and  made  it 
painting,  merely,  for  a  country  inn 
ayside  wine-shop.      *Tis  an  art  for 

women, 
r  such  leisurely  and  idle  people 
u  are,  Fra  Bastiano.     Nature  paints 

not 
Is,  but    frescoes  the   great   dome  of 
heaven 

sunsets,  and    the    lovely   forms   of 
clouds 
lying  vapors. 


FRA  BXBA8TIAK0. 

And  how  soon  they  fade  I 
Behold   yon   line  of   roofii   and    belfriea 

painted 
Upon  the  golden  background  of  the  sky. 
Like  a  Byzantine  picture,  or  a  portrait 
Of  Cimabue.    See  how  hard  the  outline, 
Sharp-cut    and    dear,    not    rounded  into 

shadow. 
Yet  that  is  nature. 

KIOHAXL  AKOnX). 

She  is  always  riffht. 
The    picture    that   approaches    sculpture 

nearest 
Is  the  best  picture. 

FRA  SEBASTIANO. 

Leonardo  thinks 
The  open  air  too  bright     We  ought  to 

paint 
As  if  the  sun  were  shining  through  a  mist. 
'T  is  easier  done  in  oil  than  in  distemper. 

MICHAEL  AKOXLO. 

Do  not  reyive  again  the  old  dispute  ; 

I  have  an  excellent  memory  for  forgettingy 

But  I  still  feel  the  hurt     Wounds  are  not 

healed 
By  the  unbending  of  the  bow  that  made 

them. 

FRA  BKBASTIAKO. 

So  say  Petrarca  and  the  ancient  proTerb. 

MICHAEL  AirOELO. 

But  that  is  past     Now  I  am  angry  with 

you, 
Not  that  you  paint  in  oils,  but  that,  grown 

fat 
And  indolent,  you  do  not  paint  at  all. 

.      FRA    SEBASTIAlfO. 

Why  should  I  paint  ?    Why  shoold  I  toQ 

and  sweat. 
Who  now  am  rich  enough  to  live  at  ease. 
And  take  my  pleasure  ? 

MICHAEL  ANGELO. 

When  Pope  Leo  died| 
He  who  had  been  so  lavish  of  tne  wealth 
His  predecessors  left  him,  who  received 
A  basket  of  gold-pieces  every  morning, 
Which  every  night  was  empty,  left  behind 
Hardly  enough  to  pay  his  nineraL 
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rRA  HKRAsTiANO.  I  Ulien  poor,  faiborioMg 


I  can*  for  ImiiijuetA,  not  for  funerals. 
As  did  hU  llolineM.     I  have  forbidden 
All  tapvrs  at  my  burial,  and  procession 
Of  priests  and  friars  and  monks  ;  and  hare 

provided 
The  c<»st  thereof  be  given  to  the  poor  1 


You  strove  in  rivalrj  wilk 
And  Raphael  Sauio. 


He  is  bat  dost 


While  I  an  liriag  aad  •■joraff  JUt* 


ijoyMMi. 
And  so  am  vielor.  Odo  fiw  nft  • 
A  doien  dead 


MK1IAKL  Anar.u>. 

Ton  have  done  wisely,  but  of  that  I  speak 

not. 
Ghiberti  left  behind  him  wealth  and  chil* 

dren  ; 
But  who  tonUy  would  know  tliat  he  had  1  »•  doth  bat  sleep  ;  for  how  cm  ki  k 

lived,  vi'ho  lives  immortal  in  tW  kenrtiaf 

If  he  had  m-ver  made  those  gatei  of  bronso     He  only  drank  the  preeioM  viw  df 
In   the   old   liaptijitery,  —  those   gates   of     The  outbreak  of  tlie 

bronze,  '  !  vinUge 

Worthy  ti»  be  the  gates  of  Paradise.  :  ^>  »»  trodden  to  bii 

His  wealth  is  scattered  to  the  winds ;  his  '  men. 

tfhililreii  -  The  gods  have  given  him 

Are  long  since  dead  ;  but   those  celestial  were 

pitvH  Nor  coald  be  foes,  although 

Survive,  mid  kwp  his  name  and  memory     ^^'*»"  »»  dUtorted  shadows  of 
^n-en.  i  Have  striven  to       *"* 

FKA   HKIIAHTIANO.  ^  WOrked 

Rut  whv  ^hiMiM  I  fatigue  mvself  ?    I  think     t, "5""^ '?**  7_  j- t-:- _      n^ 

T...t  .n  ...in.,  it  is  ,K;::.ib.e-to «.«»      s:.isTt?e:5h^^^^^ 

llave  berii  alrriMiv  pointed  ;  and  if  not,  **  .  ^  ■■■tn«M  ^^ 

Why.  then-   an-  '|Kiint<  rs  in  the  world  at     j^^    t^e^ieL 

pr«*M*nt  I 

Who  can   arcomplish  more    in   two  short     J  h^^e  b^t"woidsol 

m       »        II  •    4  11  r  or  bis  great   geuoa : 

Tlinn  1  roulii  in  two  year^  ;  so  it  m  wrll  *  ■'*  •  ' 

Thnt  .Hdiiie  line  is  roiitentrd  to  do  uuthinir,       tv  ^  1     i-     ^  •     •* 
All  .1     f  1 1  •      •!  '^        That  he  lived  in  it. 

And  ii'a\e  tlu*  hfld  to  uthfrs. 


MI*  iiAKi.  AUtir.ijy.  ir         1 

i )  Masphrmer  !  .  "^*  ■*  *••*  ■■•  ■ 

Nut  with«itit  nrisnii  do  thr  |i«hi|»I«'  roll  you  *^'  *'<»ine  with  me. 
S-b:io(iaii  di'I  I*iiiiiiUi,  fur  tli«»  feud  MirliAli.  Asai 

Of  all  the  ru|ial  bulls  \s  hravv  U|»on  vou,  ^  . 

And  wr:.,.,  J ....  lik.-  «  .».r..„.i:  ^^.^^  j  .^  ^  ^^^ 


rii\  hrii\i«iiiM».  rearhe«l 

MiiH-rininlia !  A    tini.'    »f    life    whcs    du^    mI 
Shaqt    i«»   tin*    viiirgrir  of    .swn-t    wilir,  uiid  *hortrne«l, 

..li.irp  And  evm  the  huusrs  of  owr  lUniHl 

'Pii-  w   r.|^  \.Mi    -iH-ak,  lN>rau»e  the  heart  That  used  to  lie  so  nonr.  •••■1  ll»  • 

Hltlilli   \<iU 

Is  swci't  until  till'  iiifi*.  '**  saBAanaj 

Tlirn  wi*  iini«t  sup  wil 
m:-  II  \i  I.   tMii  p».  lati^h 

Il«i«i  fliaii^ed  you  an.*  At  thoM-  who  toil  for 
Fr«»iu  till'  SilMtti.iiin  1  iiiii-i*  kut'w,  livi's 
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OS  martyrdom^  that  they  may  live 
longer  in  the  months  of  men  1 
,  good-night. 

MICHASL  ANOEU). 

Good-night,  my  Fra  Bastiano. 


X  —  Michael  Awoelo,  returning  to  his 
work. 

MICHAEL  ANOELO. 

rill   men  speak  of  me  when  I  am 
gone, 

Ul  this  colorless,  sad  life  is  ended, 
am   dust?    They   will   remember 
only 

rinkled  forehead,  the  marred  coun- 
tenance, 

deness  of  my  speech,  and  my  rough 
manners, 

tver  dream  that  underneath  them  all 
was  a  woman's  heart  of  tenderness  ; 
rill  not  know  the  secret  of  my  life, 
I  up  in  silence,  or  but  vaguely  hinted 
»uth  rhymes,  that  may  perchance 
survive 

ittle  space  in  memories  of  men  I 
ne  performs  his  life-work^  and  then 
leaves  it ; 

that  come  after  him  will  estimate 
iuence  on  the  age  in  which  he  lived. 


PALAZZO    BELVEDERE 

*8  studio.  A  painting  of  Danai  with 
-tain  bffore  it.  Titian,  Michael  An- 
^  and  Giorgio  Vasari. 

MICHAEL  ANOELO. 

i  have  left  at  last  your  still  lagoons, 
^ity  of  Silence  floating  in  the  sea, 
}me  to  us  in  Rome. 


TITIAN. 

I  come  to  learn, 
have  come  too  late.  I  should  have 
seen 

in  my  youth,  when  all  my  mind  was 
open 

fir  impressions.     Our  Vasari  here 
roe    about,    a   blind    man,   groping 
darkly 


Among  the  marvels  of  the  past.    I  Umoh 

them. 
But  do  not  see  them. 

MICHAEL  ANOELO. 

There  are  thinn  in  Rome 
That  one  might  walk  barefooted  here  from 

Venice 
But  to  see  once,  and  then  to  die  content. 

TITIAN. 

I  must  confess  that  these  majestic  rains 
Oppress  me  with  their  gloom.    I  feel  as 

one 
Who  in  the  twilight  stumbles  among  tombs^ 
And  cannot  read  the  insoriptioiii  carved 

upon  them. 

MICHAKL  ANGELO. 

I  felt  so  once  ;  but  I  have  nown  familiar 
With  desolation,  and  it  has  liecome 
No  more  a  pain  to  me,  but  a  delight. 

TITIAN. 

I  conld  not  live  here.  I  must  have  the  sea^ 
And  the  sea-mist,  with  sunshine  interwoven 
Like  cloth  of  gold  ;  most  have  beneath  my 

windows 
The  laughter  of  the  waves,  and  at  my  door 
Their  pattering    footsteps,  or  I  am  not 

nappy. 

MICHAEL  ANGELO. 

Then  tell  me  of  your  city  in  the  sea. 
Paved  with  red  basalt  of  the  Paduan  hills. 
Tell  me  of  art  in  Yenioe.    Three  great 

names, 
Giorgione,  Titian,  and  the  Tintoretto, 
Illustrate  your  Venetian  school,  and  send 
A  ^challenee  to  the  world.     The  first  is 

dead, 
But  Untoretto  lives. 

TITIAN. 

And  paints  with  fire, 
Sadden    and  splendid,    as    the    lightning 

paints 
The  cloudy  vault  of  heaven. 

OIOBOIO. 

Does  he  still  keep 
Above  his  door  the  arrogant  inscription 
That  once  was  painted  there,  —  *'  The  eolof 

of  Titian, 
With  the  design  of  Michael  Angelo  "  ? 
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TITIAN. 

Indeed,  I  know  not.    'T  wna  a  foolish  boast. 
And  does  no  barm  to  anj  bat  himself. 
Perhaps  he  has  grown  wiser. 

MICUASL  AJfOBLO. 

When  70U  two 
Are  gone,  who  is  there  that  remains  behind 
To  seise  the  pencil  falling  from  jonr  fin* 

glTS? 

Gionnio. 

Oh,  there  are  many  hands  upraised  alreadj 
To  clutch  at  such  a  prize,  and  l&ardly  wait 
For  death   to   loose  your  grasp,  —  a  hun- 
dred of  them : 
Schiavooe,  Bonifazio,  Campagnola, 
Mi»retto,  and  Moroni ;  who  can  count  them, 
Or  measure  their  ambition  ? 

TITIAN. 

When  we  are  gone,  I 
Th^  generation  that  comes  after  us  ! 

Will  have  far  other  thoughts  than  ours. 

i  )iir  ruiiiii 
Will  iu>rT«>  to  build  their  palaces  or  tonilis. 
They  will  potscM  the  world  that  we  think 

ours,  I 

And  fashion  it  far  otherwiiu*.  I 

MKIIAEI.  ANi:FL4>. 

I  hear 
Vour  son  Orazio  and  your  nephew  Marco 
Mentioned  with  houor. 

TITIAN. 

Ay.  brave  lads,  brave  \tuU. 
Hut  time  will  show.     There  is  a  voiith  in 

Orip  I*.iul  Cii^liari,  i*alle<i  the  Vemneiie, 
Still   a  nil' re  stripltn|;,   but   tif   such    rare 

|tpniii!se 
Tlii&t  Hf  iniiHt  ;;ii:ird  our  laurels,  or  may 

liiM>  thrill. 

Mi<  n\f  I.  AKiiri.<i. 

1  lirsf  nn-  (;ihm1  titliii;;«  ;  for  I  Sometimes 

fi-.»r 
I'L^t,  wlif-M  Mt-ilif.  widi  im  nil  art  will  die. 
T  I*  liiit  :i  f.iiii-\ .      Nitiin*  will  pniviile 
(HliiTo  (n  takt-  <>iir  pl.ii'fH,      I  ri-joirt* 
T«>  M-r  ihr  ^kKiiii;;  Nprifi;;  furwTinl  III  tlie  race, 
K.ipT  an  wi-  Mi-n  ,  mid  .14  full  nf  hti|)e 
Aiiii  thr  «iibliiiir  Aud^A'ttv  nf  vuuth.  < 


Men  die  and  mn 

worid 
Goes  on  the  saina.  _ 

Of  men  that  livsy  or  hoifi 

live. 
What  is  a  single  life. 
That  we  should  tUak  bD 

standstill 
If  we  were  gone  ?    W« 

for  oUiera. 


iy 


And  now,  Maestro,  prmy  nam! 
Of  DanaC.  of  which  I 


} 


TrriAX,  Jravimg  hmek 
What  think  jou  ? 

MICBAXL  AMI 

That 
To  lock  neh  beaatT  ia  n  . 
And  hide  it  from  all  ajaa. 


Was  beautifuL 

MICBABL 

And  more,  thai  yam 
And  saw  the  showery  Jow 

pus 
Desoend  in  all  his  splendor* 


TrrLA*. 
Such  words  are  fall  of  a 
Mir: 

Tliese  golden  hues  fi 
sets. 


V 


Possibly. 

MKiiABL  ayn 

Or  frtim  suashi: 
< )»  the  lagoons,  or  the 
Nature  reveals  henelf  in  nil 
The  pAvements  and  iKe 
Hint  at  the  nature  of  the 
Uril  Uvu  fri>m  the  II 
( )f  l*.itiua  iiAve  yoar 
An*  the  white  stooes  of 
Kerirrted  in  your 
Aud  thus  the  works  of 
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]g   of  his    suiToundings  and   his 

vbits. 

rmost  that  can  be  reached  by  color 

iccomplished.     Warmth  and  light 

id  softness 

ogether.     Never  yet  was  flesh 

by  baud  of  artist,  dead  or  living, 

3h  divine  perfection. 

TITIAN. 

I  am  grateful 
nuch  praise  from  yon,  who  are  a 
aster ; 

lostly  those  who  praise  and  those 
ho  blame 

thing  of  the  matter,  so  that  mainly 
msure  sounds  like  praise,  their 
raise  like  censure. 

MICHAEL  ANOELO. 

*ul !  wonderful  1  The  charm  of 
)lor 

es  me  the  more  that  in  myself 
is  wanting.     I  am  not  a  painter. 

OIOBOIO. 

^iichele,  all  the  arts  are  yours, 
alone  ;  and  therefore  I  may  ven- 
ire 
.  question  to  you. 

MICHAEL  ANOELO. 

Well,  speak  on. 

OIORQIO. 

hews  of  the  Cardinal  Famese 

Eule  me  umpire  in  dispute  between 

lera 

)  tbe  greater  of  the  sister  arts, 

or  sculpture.     Solve  for  me  the 
}ubt. 

MICHAEL  ANOELO. 

e   and   painting   have   a   common 

Dal, 

>soever  would  attain  to  it, 

er  path  he  take,  will  find  that  goal 

hard  to  reach. 

GIORGIO. 

No  doubt,  no  doubt  ; 
evade  the  question. 

MICHAKL   ANOELO. 

When  I  stand 
nee  of  this  picture,  I  concede 


That  painting  has  attained  its  uttermost ; 
But  in  the  presence  of  my  sculptuied  fig- 
ures 
I  feel  that  my  conception  soars  beyond 
All  limit  I  have  reached. 

OIOBGIO. 

You  still  evade  me. 

MICHAKL  ANGBLO. 

Giorgio  Vasari,  I  have  often  said 

That  I  account  that  painting  as  the  best 

Which  most  resembles  sculpture.      Here 

before  us 
We  have  the  proof.    Behold  these  rounded 

limbs  I 
How  from  the  canvas  they  detach  them* 

selves. 
Till  they  deceive  the  eye,  and  one  would 

say, 
It  is  a  statue  with  a  screen  behind  it  I 

TITIAN. 

Signori,  pardon  me  ;  but  all  such  questions 
Seem  to  me  idle. 

MICHABI«  ANGRLO. 

Idle  as  the  wind. 
And  now.  Maestro,  I  will  say  once  more 
How  admirable  I  esteem  your  work. 
And  leave  you,  without  further  interrup- 
tion. 

TITIAN. 

Tour  friendly  visit  hath  much  honored  me. 


Farewell. 


GIORGIO. 


MICHAEL  ANGBLO  tO  GIORGIO,  going  Oltf. 

If  the  Venetian  painters  knew 
But  half  as  much  of  drawing  as  of  color. 
They  would  indeed  work  miracles  in  art, 
And  the  world  see  what  it  bath  never  seea 


VI 


PALAZZO  CESARINI 

Scene  I.  —  Vittoria  Colonna,  §eaud  in  an 
arm-chair;  Julia  Gonzaoa,  standing  near 
her, 

JULIA. 

It  grieves  me  that  I  find  you  still  so  weak 
And  suffering. 
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VITTOKIA. 

Xo,  not  sufferinn^ ;  only  dying. 
Death  is  th«  chillntfjui  that  precedes  the 

dawn  ; 
We  shudder  for  a  moment,  then  awake 
In  the  briMul  suniihine  of  the  other  life. 
I  am  a  shadow,  merely,  and  these  bauds, 
These  cheeks,  these  eyes,  these  tresses  that 

my  husband 
Onoe  thought  so  beautiful,  and  I  was  proud 

of 
Because  he  thought  them  so,  are  faded 

quite,  — 
All  beauty  gone  from  them. 

Jt'UA. 

Ah,  no,  not  that. 
Filer  you  are,  but  not  less  beautiful. 

viTTi.>HlA,/o/f/iny  hrr  hands. 

O  gentle  spirit,  unto  the  third  circle 

Of   heaven   among  the   blessed  souls  aa- 

cended. 
Who  living  for  the  faith  and  dviug  for  it, 
Have  pmo  tti  their  n*ward,  I  do  not  mourn 
F<ir  thee  tut  lieing  dead,  but  for  myself 
Tlut  I  am  still  alire.     A  little  longer 
Have  patience  with  me,  and  if  I  am  want- 

in^r 
To  thy  welUb«>iii^  as  thmi  art  to  mine, 
Have  patience  ;    I  will  come  to  thee  ere 

long. 

Jl'LIA. 

Do    n<it    f^ve   way    to    these    foreboding 
thoughts. 

VITTOKIA. 

Hand  nil*  the  inirmr.     I  would  fain  behold 
What  rhang*'  i-uuieH  nVr  our  featun*fl  when 

Wl>  till*. 

l*hnrik  vmi.     And  now  sit  down  beiiidc  mo 

ht-n-. 
H«'w  ^lail  I  am  tlint  yiui  have  eume  to^^lay, 

AIm>\i'  ;i11  iitlii-r  ti.i\«>,  and  at  thi'  hour 
Whi-ii  Hiii^t  I  iit'«-«l  \iiii. 

l>ii  Villi  eviT  need  me? 


Well  I  remember  ;  bat  b 
Something  nnreal  that 
Something  that  I  hava 
Or  heard  of 


Tm 

HaTe  passed  aiiiee  thmn  ; 

have  happened 
In  thoee  ten  years,  and 

died  : 
Marco  Flaminio,  wkon  wa  aO 
And  loved  as  our  Catnllaa  ; 
The  noble  champion  aff  fim 

speech  ; 
And  Cardinal  IppoUto^ 


Oh, 


•peak  of 


I 


do  not 

death 
O'ercomes  me  now,  as  it  0*1 
I^t  me  forget  it  ;  for  my 
Serves  me  too  often  at  an  nUad  fci 
And  I  remember  thing*  I  apoali  §m 
WhUe  I   forget  tha  tUnga  I  m 

member. 


Forgive  me  ;  I  will  speak  of 
Tlie  gmid  Kra  Bemardina  ~ 
Has  ried  from  Italy,  and 
Keanng  Caraffa's  wratK 
That  lie  who  made  na  all 
Could  al»o  save  us  witkont  aid  af  on 

ofFai 


Reii^*  of  France,  the 
Tlukt  Lily  of  the  Lotre,  ia 


That  blow  from  Romo  ;  OljMfia 


X 


lianished  from  cooit 

doctrine. 
Tlierefore  be 

thought 
Locked  in  your 


of  tl 


Uut   S|ieak   no 

Vi»U. 


jrUA. 
I  wiOka 


Ye»,  I  am  verv 


MITiMCl  K. 

Alwa\H,  niiil  iiii'^t  iif  alt  ti»-4l:iv  and  nnw. 

■ 

n<i  \tiii  ri-iiM-iiiU  r,  •Iiili:i,  mlifii  we  walk«-4l, 

(hif  aftt-rriiNiii,  upun  t) a«tlf*  termcv 

At  ImIi-.i   iiu  iIii-  iIa}  U'fiirr  vuu  left  nio  ?    .  Mc»t  willingly.     Wl 
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VITTOBIA. 

Petraroa's 
mph  of  Death.    The  book  lies  on  the 

table, 
de  the  casket  there.    Read  where  you 

find 
leaf  turned  down.     T  was  there  I  left 

off  reading. 

juiJA  reads. 

>t  as  a  flame  that  by  some  force  is 
spent, 

ut  one  that  of  itself  consnmeth  quite, 

eparted  hence  in  peace  the  soul  con- 
tent, 

ashion  of  a  soft  and  lucent  light 

Those    nutriment    by   slow    gradation 
^s, 

eepmg  until  the  end  its  lustre  bright. 
|Mde,   but  whiter  than  the  sheet  of 
snows 

hat  without  wind  on  some  fair  hill-top 
lies, 

[er  weary  body  seemed    to    find    re- 
pose. 

3  a  sweet  slumber  in  her  loyely  eyes, 

iThen    now   the    spirit   was   no  longer 
there, 

Tas   what  is  dying  called  by  the  un- 
wise. 

1  Death  itself  in  her  fair  face  seemed 
fair." 

,  of  Laura  that  he  here  is  speaking  ?  — 
doth  not  answer,  yet  is  not  asleep  ; 
'  eyes  are  full  of  light  and   fixed  on 

something 
>Te  her  in  the  air.     I  can  see  naught 
ept  the  painted  anjrels  on  the  oeiung. 
U>ria  !    speak  I      What  is  it  ?     Answer 

me  I  — 
only   smiles,   and   stretches   out   her 

hands. 

[The  mirror  faUU  and  breaks. 

VITTORIA. 

I  my  confessor  I  — 
disobedient  to  the  heavenly  vision  f 
eara  I  my  Pescara  I  [Dies, 

JULIA. 

Holy  Virgin  ! 
*  body  sinks  together,  —  she  is  dead  ! 
'Kneels,  arul  hides  her  face  in  Vittoria^s  lap. 


SOBNE  n.  —  JUUA    GOMZAQA,  MiGHAXL   A» 

OEIX>. 

JUIilA. 

Hush  I  make  no  noise. 

mCHAXL  AMOKU). 

How  is  she  ? 


JUIiLA. 


Never  better 


MICHAEL  AKOKLO. 

Then  she  is  dead  I 

JULIA. 

Alas  I  yes,  she  is  dead  I 
Even  death  itself  in  her  fair  face  seems 
fair. 

MICHAEL  AKOELO. 

How  wonderful  I  The  light  upon  her  face 
Shines  from  the  windows  of  another  world. 
Saints  only  have  such  faces.  Holy  Angels  I 
Bear  her  like  sainted  Catherine  to  her 
rest  I  [Kisses  Vittoria's  hand. 


PART  THIRD 


MONOLOGUE 

MaceUo  de*  Corvt,    A  room  in  Michael  Av- 

OEL0*s  house. 

BIiCHABL  Ajtoelo,  Standing  btfort  a  modd  if 

8t,  Peter's, 

MICHAEL  ANOELO. 

Better  than  thou  I  cannot,  Bronellescbi, 
And  less  than  thou  I  will  not  I    If  the 

thought 
Could,  like  a  windlass,  lift  the  ponderous 

stones 
And  swing  them    to  their   places  ;  if  a 

breath 
Could   blow  this  rounded  dome  into  the 

air. 
As  if  it  were  a  bubble,  and  these  statues 
Spring  at  a  sig^nal  to  their  sacred  stations, 
Ajs  sentinels  mount  guard  upon  a  wall. 
Then    were    my  task    completed.     Now, 

alas! 
Naught  am  I  but  a  Saint  Sebaldus,  holding 
Upon  his  hand  the  model  of  a  ohnroh, 
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As  G«nuan  ariitU  pftint  him  ;  and  what 
years. 

What  wearj  yean,  uiut  drag  tbemielTet 
along, 

£re  thU  be  turned  to  stone  I     What  hin* 
drances 

Must    block    the    way ;   what  idle  inter- 
ferences 

Of  Cardinals  and  Canons  of  St.  Peter's, 

Who  nothing  know  of  art  beyond  the  color 

Of  cloaks  and  stockings,  nor  of  any  build- 
ing 

Save  that  of  their  own  fortunes  I  And  what 
then? 

I    mu«t    then    the    short-coming    of    my 
means 

Piece  out  by  stepping  forward,  as  the  Spar- 
tan 

Was  told  to  add  a  step  to  his  short  sword. 

[A  patise. 

And  ia  Kra  Rastian  dead  ?   Is  all  that  light 

Gone  out  ?  that   sunshine   darkened  ?  all 
that  uiii'iie 

And    uiorriment,   that  us«*d    to  make  our 

livr«i 

Less  mi'Liiiflioly,  swalluwt*d  up  m  silence 
Like  iiiiiilrigals  sung  in  the  street  at  night 
By  |»aH!ting  rfvellfnt  7      It   is  strange  in- 

tl«*fd 
Tliat  h«'  shuulddie  before  me.   TiM  against 
The  lawA  uf  natun*  ihat  the  yuung  should 

dii't 
And  the  ultl  live  ;  unleHA  it  In*  that  soiiir 
Ila\e  Itiiii*  bit*n  dead  who  think  thnnM'lves 

ah  VI", 
B«'raus«'   nut  buried.     Wrll,  what   mutters 

It. 
Sinrr  imu  (Imt  greater  light,  that  a-as  my 

N  fM't,  ainl  all  ii  darknrwi,  all  i*  darkno<i4  ! 
l)f:itli\  li;;)itningn  htrike  to  right  ami  left 

•if  iiif, 
An«l,  hk<-  a  niinrd   wall,  the  worltl  anmnd 

lit*' 
CniiiiMi-*!  au:i\,  anil  I  sni  h'ft  alunn. 
I    tia\i*    Mil    fnt'i)*!*!,  ami   w;iiit    mmr.      Mv 

•  •wn  t)i4Mi);ht4 
An*  Mkw  my  milr  t'iini|i:ininiiH,       th* nights 

"I  hiT, 
'I^Mt  liLf  a  lw*n«*«lirtii>n  frirUi  tin*  %ki*'% 
('unit'  til  iiir  III  iii\   Militufif  ami  «<Mitli«*  me. 

WIk'II   ||;i  !|    ATf    ••ill,    till      111!  •-^'•.Ilit     thiill^llt 

fif  IValli 
Follu««>  !)i*-Mi  like  tlu'ir  •iliadtiM  ;  BitA  with 
lilt- 111 


At  every  meal ; 

Umj  eleep  ; 
And  when  Hmt  wake 
And  itanding  Vy  their 

folly 
It  u  in  us  to  make  am 
Of  this  importanate 
lo  me  a  fnend. 
Hat  he  become 

dead. 


II 


•liMivfa 


foUowH^Belafri 


bO  my 


VIGNA  Dl   PAPA  CnrUO 

5SCKXB  I.  — Pora  Jrure  ID. 
JViiafaia  ^  Aegmm   I' 
Cardinait, 


Tell  me,  why  it  it  ve  are 

You,  Cardinals  SaiTiati  ami 
With  Michael    Angeler 

done, 
Or  left  undone*  Ihat  je 

him? 
When  one  Pope  diee» 
And  I  can  make  a  doiea 
But  cannot  make 


CAWMll.U.  aaLTIAll. 

Yonr  Holiness,  we  are  not 
We  but  deplore  his  ii 
He  is  too  old. 


Yon,CaidiMl 

Are  an  old  man.    Are  yon  i 

*Tis  the  oldoi  that  dxnwa  the 

furrow. 


CAUMSVAL  ■ 


Your  Holiness  re 
With  the  repairs 
Made  ooffenlams, 

lu^l 
Of  timber   and 

years 
The   bridgr 

gave  it 
To  llarciu  Higio. 


ben  he 
St. 


t.MaiT'bhri^ 


Is  there  no  other 


j'SasSay 
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he  that  sometime  had  in  charge 
r  of  Ancona  ? 


CABOINAIi  MARCBLLO. 


Aj,  the  same. 


JULXUS. 


me   tell  you  that  your  Bacoio 

o 

r  damage  in  a  single  day 

r  harbor  than  the  sea  had  done 

do  in  ten  years.    And  him  you 

k 

>lace  of  Michael  Anselo, 

I  the  Basilica  of  St.  reter ! 

it  thinks  himself  a  stag  discovers 

rhen  he  comes  to  leap  the  ditch. 

CARDINAL  MABCBLLO. 

•t  build  ;  he  but  demolishes 
of  Bramante  and  San  Gallo. 

Jtruus. 
lid  more  grandly. 

CARDINAL  MARCELLO. 

But  time  passes  ; 
year  goes  by,  and  yet  the  work 
pleted.     Michael  Angelo 
iculptor,  but  no  architect, 
re  faulty. 

JVLIUS. 

I  have  seen  his  model, 
approved   it.     But  here  comes 
u*tist. 
him.     He  may  make  Persians 

3U, 

irdens  on  your  backs  forever. 
—  The  same:  Michael  Anoblo. 

JULIUS. 

^ard,   dear   Maestro.     In   these 

ens 

nies  of  our  court  are  banished. 

jside  me  here. 

ael  anoelo,  sitting  down. 

How  g^raciously 
less  commiserates  old  age 
rmities  ! 

JULIUS. 

Say  its  privileges, 
ct.     The  buildiug  of  this  palace 


And  laying  oat  of  these  pleasant  garden 

walks 
Are  my  delight,  and  if  I  have  not  asked 
Your  aid  in  this,  it  is  that  I  forbear 
To  lay  new  burdens  on  you  at  an  age 
When    yon   need    rest.      Here  I    escape 

from  Rome 
To  be  at  peace.    The  tomolt  of  the  city 
Scaroe  reaches  here. 

XICHABL  ANOBLO. 

How  beaotifnl  it  is. 
And  quiet  almost  as  a  hermitage  I 

JULIXTflL 

We  live  as  hermits  here  ;  and  from  these 

heights 
Overlook  ul  Rome  and  see  the  yellow  Tiber 
Cleaving  in  twain  the  city,  like  a  sword. 
As  far  below  there  as  St.  Mary's  bridge. 
What  think  you  of  that  bridge  ? 

MICHABL  ANOBLO. 

I  would  advise 
Tour  Holiness  not  to  cross  it,  or  not  often  ; 
It  is  not  safe. 

JULIUS. 

It  was  repaired  of  late. 

jaCBABL  AKGXLO. 

Some  morning  you  will  look  for  it  in  vain  ; 
It  will  be  ^ne.    The  current  of  the  river 
Is  undermming  it. 

JULIUS. 

But  yon  repaired  it. 

mCHAXL  ANOXLO. 

I  strengthened  all  its  piers,  and  paved  its 

road 
With  travertine.     He  who  came  after  me 
Removed  the  stone  and  sold  it,  and  filled  in 
The  space  with  gravel. 

JULIUS. 

Cardinal  Salviati 
And  Cardinal  Marcello,  do  you  listen  ? 
This  is  your  famous  Nanni  Baccio  Bigio. 

MICHAEL  ANGBLO,  CLStde, 

There  is  some  mystery  here.    These  Cai^ 

dinals 
Stand  lowering  at  me  with  unfriendly  eyei. 
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JI'LIl'll. 

Now  let  us  cuiiiv  tu  what  conceriu  us  more 

Thuu  bridge  ur  ganlens.  Some  cotuplainta 
an*  luiuie 

Couccrniiijr  the  Three  Chapels  in  St.  Fe- 
tter's ; 

Certain  i*ii|»|>oMMl  dvfevtii  or  ini|)erfection8, 

You  fiouhtlvss  can  explain. 

MRIIAKL  ANURLO. 

This  is  no  longer 
Tlie  gulden  agi>  of  art.     Men  have  become 
Iconoclasts  and  critics.     They  delight  not 
In  what  an  artist  <1och,  but  set  themselves 
To  censure  what  they  do  nut  comprehend. 
You  will  not  sec  them  U^aring  a  Madonna 
Of  Cimahue  tu  the  church  in  triumph. 
But  tearing  down  the  statue  of  a  I'ope 
To  cast  it  into  cannon.     Who  are  they 
lliat  bring  complaints  agaiudt  me  ? 

JIUL'S. 

Deputies 
l>f  the  Commissioners  ;  and  they  complain 
Of  iiisuflicient  li;;ht  in  the  Three  Chapels. 

Xlf  IIAKL  ANfjrLO. 

Your  Holiness,  the  iiisuflicient  light 

Is  some w lie rr  el.si*,  and  nut  in  the  Three 

Cha|»olH. 
Who   are     the   deputies   that   make   com- 
plaint V 

ji  urs. 

The  Cardinals  Salviati  and  Marcello, 
III" re  pn'M-nt. 

Mlt'llAKI.  ANiiit^i.  riMiwj. 

With  {N•rllii«^i«ln,  Mi»nsignur:, 
Wluit  Li  it  ye  «iiiiipliiin  ut' '.'  I 

I 

t    \III>INA1.    MAIU  I  I.IJI 

We  regret 
Ykii  h.i\t-  di'parti'il  fri'iii  Hnuiiaiite'ft  plan, 
Aiiii  fri'iii  >.ih  (i:il!ii\. 

\tU   II  II   I       \Ni.l  lA*. 

>iii«-i-  tlii'  ancient  time 
Ni'  ;:r'  .iti  r  ar-  li.ti  •■(  Ua"  1i\i  d  iMi  eiirth 
T}i  III  I.t.'.-.iii  llr  iiii.iiili-.      Ili!i  iii'^ti^u, 
Witi.i-ii!      •  ••i.fiiii-ih,     .Mlii|ili-,      rlrur,      well- 

li^'l.i..!. 
Ml  ri!«  .ill  pr.tiHi  ,  aiiii  ti>ili-)i:trt  fniin  it 
Wi^ii!-1  ^x-  >l<|>Ai:iii^  Iziini  ihe  truth.     San 


Building  nboitt  with 

Out  of  this  plmn ;  Ml  ia 

comerB 
For  infinite  rib«ldricifl« 
For  rogues  and  robben ;  to 

church 
Was  shut  at  night*  uaH  tvt  i 

men 
Could   find  tbem  oat.     it  «m 

then. 
That  left  tbechureh  in 


CAWMVAI. 

Excuse    me ;    but  in 

Chapeb 
Is  but  a  single  window. 


MICHABL 


eC  Ife 


Perhape  you  do  not 

ing 
Above  there  are  to  go  three 


c, 


How  should  we  kauwT     Y< 
us  of  iL 


I  neither  am  obliged,  nor  wiU  I  hiw 
To  tell  yuur  Kminenee  or  any  elbir 
What  I  intend  or  ought  to  dk    Yei 
Is   to  pru\ide    the    meuH,  ami  m 

thieves 
Do  not  lav  hands  npoa  ibea.     IWi 
Must  all  he  left  to 


l-A«I>IirAL 


You 


Sir 
do   ftirget    youncU^  I 

rudely 
In  pn*seuct*  of  hi*  llv 
Who  are  his  Cardinals 


Xl4  IIAKL  Ascoaio, 


IdoHt 


I  am  deHO«'nde<l  frota  the  C 
Lnikt*<l  with  the  Impoffial 

Matilda. 
Who  gave  the  Chareh  Sail 

mi  my. 
I,  tiNi,  AMI  proud  to  give  aaia 
'J'he  LiUif  uf  these  handiw  wed 
Iteniuiiin  t«i  nit*.     My 
Was  TimIoU  uf  Chittsi 
I  am  nut  used  lu  have  i 


I 

ii 
Ce 
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ire  a  mason,  hired  to  build 
wall,  and  paid  on  Saturdays 
in  hour. 

L/IBDINAL  8AI.TIATL,  Osidt, 

No  wonder  that  Pope  Clement 
down  in  presence  of  this  man, 

ihould  do  the  same  ;  and  always 

ie  him 

lis  hat,  lest  he  unasked  should 
it! 

MICHAEL  ANOELO. 

3  could  die  of  grief  and  shame, 
This  labor  was  imposed  upon 

seek  it ;  and  if  I  assumed  it, 

)t  for  love  of  fame  or  love  of  g^ain, 

le  love  of  God.     Perhaps  old  age 

me,  or  self-interest,  or  ambition  ; 

doing  harm  instead  of  good. 

,  I   pray  your  Holiness,   release 

* 

'rom  me  the  burden  of  this  work  ; 
)  back  to  Florence. 


JULIUS. 


m  living. 


Never,  never. 


MICHAEL  Al^OELO. 

Doth  your  Holiness 
r  what  the  Holy  Scriptures  say 
;vitable  time,  when  those 
I   out  of    the  windows   shall   be 
rkened, 
klmond-tree  shall  flourish  ? 


JULIUS. 


That  is  in 


;ea. 


MICHAEL  ANOELO. 


And  the  grasshopper 
k  burden,  and  desire  shall  fail, 
nan  goetb  unto  his  long  home, 
f   Vanities,  saith  the   Preacher  ; 


JUIJUS. 

Ah,  were  to  do  a  thing 
s  to  dream  of  doing  it, 
d  not  want  for  artists.     But  the 
'n 

y  out  in  act  their  great  designs 
in  number  ;  aye,   they   may   be 
inted 


Upon  the  fingers  of  this  hand.    Year  place 
Is  at  St  Peter's. 

MICHAXL  AKGKLO. 

I  have  had  my  dream. 
And  cannot  carry  out  my  great  conoeptioOi 
And  put  it  into  act. 

JULIUS. 

Then  who  can  do  it  ? 
You  would  but  leave  it  to  some  Baooio 

Bigio 
To  mangle  and  deface. 

MICHAEL  AKOELO. 

Rather  than  that, 
I  will  still  bear  the  burden  on  my  shonlders 
A  little  longer.     If  your  Holiness 
Will  keep  the  world  in  order,  and  will  leave 
The  builaing  of  the  church  to  me,  the  work 
Will  go  on  better  for  it     Holy  Father, 
If  all  the  labors  that  I  have  endured, 
And  shall  endure,  advantage  not  my  soul, 
I  am  but  losing  time. 

JULIUS,  laying  hU  hands  on  miohael  akgxlo^b 

thoulder8» 

You  will  be  gainer 
Both  for  your  sonl  and  body. 

MICHAEL  AUGELO. 

Not  events 
Exasperate  me,  but  the  funest  conclusions 
I  draw  from  these  events  ;  the  snre  decline 
Of  art,  and  all  the  meaning  of  that  word  ; 
All  that  embellishes  and  sweetens  life. 
And  lifts  it  from  the  level  of  low  cares 
Into  the  purer  atmosphere  of  beauty  ; 
The  faith  in  the  IdeaJ  ;  the  inspiration 
That  made  the  canons  of  the  church  of  Se- 
ville 
Say,  "  Let  us  build,  so  that  all  men  here- 
after 
Will  say  that  we  were  madmen.''      Holy 

Father, 
I  beg  permission  to  retire  from  here. 

JUUUS. 

Go  ;  and  my  benediction  be  upon  you. 
Scene  HL  —  Pope  Julius  an<f  <A€Cabdikaia 

JULIUS. 

My  Cardinals,  this  Michael  Angelo 
Must  not  be  dealt  with  as  a  oommoo 
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He  eomes  of  noble  blood»  and  for  hii  ereit 
Bean  two  bull'ii  horns  ;  mad  he  ha*  given 

lu  proof 
That  ho  can  toss  with  them.    From  this 

da  J  forth 
Unto  the  end  uf  time,  let  no  man  otter 
The  name  of  liaccio  Bigio  in  my  presence. 
All  great  achievemenu    are   the   natural 

fruitii 
Of  a  great  character.     As  trees  bear  not 
Their  fruits  of  the  same  size  and  quality* 
But  each  one  in  its  kind  with  equal  ease, 
80  are  great  deeds  as  natural  tu  great  men 
A.  mean  thiog.  are  to  .mall  od«s.    By  hU 

work 
We  know  the  master.     Let  us  not  perplex  | 

him. 


Ill 


BINDO   ALTOVITI 

'1  ttrprt  in  Homt.  IliNDO  Altoviti.  Mianding 
at  the  door  <^f  kit  houu.  MicUABL  Asumui, 
pacing. 

ItlMX). 
Good-mum ing,  Messcr  Michael  Angelo  I 

MK'IIAKL  AN«:»  ui. 

Good-morning,  MrsM-r  Hiiulo  Altoviti  I 


Florenee    ■ 

tombs ; 
Silenee  and  solitude  are  m 


Ah  yea  ;  and  often  I 

You  wrote  npon  yoor  rtatw  aff 

There  in  the  Sacristy  ol 

<•  Grateful  to  me  i«  alc«p  :  In  be 
More  grateful,  while  tba 

endure  ; 
To  see  not,  feel  not*  b  n 
Therefore  awake 

whispe 


ef« 


What  brings  you  furth  hu  early  ? 

XirHARL   AX'iriiO. 

Tlio  same  rrason 
lluit  ki-«*]>9  you  standing  sentinel  at  yuur 

diHir,  — 
l*h(*  iiir  nf  tills  dflii'iiMiK  siiinmrr  iimnung. 
Wluit  lU'viK  ha\«*  Villi  fruui  KloriMivt.*  ? 


Niithin^  now  ;  ' 
Till'  •i.'Lii.i*  nlil  t:il<*  fif  vifilriii'f  and  wnni);. 
Siiii  f  till'  4|i«.i«triiUH  fl:i\  at  Miinti*  Miirlo, 
Wiicii    ill  |in^'«''«ii>>ii,  ihnui^h  San  (fiillu*s  ■ 

Hfir*')i*-.i<i<'tl.    I'lotlit'il    ill     r:i::^,    t»ii   iturrv 

riiilii>|Mi  >tri>//i  and  tiif  j^immI  Valnri 
AiiikI  th>-  si|i>ii!'<  nf  .III  lllii;riti-fiil  |in*|ili* 
W'l-ri-  Ifl  Ik-*  jiri-miiiTs  «iii«ii  tin-  stn-t'Li  of 

h  li»rffiri', 
Hii)«*  i^  ii>i  iii<iri-,  and  liU-rty  no  nmrr. 
l>ukr  l't»siuio,  the  t)r.»nt,  n'i);iui  Nii|irrnie. 


HicHAnL  asoi 
Ah,  Messer  Bindo,  tbn 
The  fallen  fortnoea,  and  tba 
Of  Florence  are  to  mm  n 
Deeper  than  worda^  and 

spair. 
I,  who  have  worthippnd 

cradle. 
Have  loved  her  witb  the 
And  clothed  her  with  ail 
That  the  imagination  < 
<  >r  the  heart  eon jnre  npi» 
And  trodden  in  the  da 
Of  an  adrenturvr  I     It  is  a  grirf 
Too  great  fur  me  lo  bvar  in  mj  eUs 

I  SA V  no  news  from  Fluttnue :  I  aa  1 

m 

For  IWnrenuto  writes  thml  he  bssbi 
To  be  my  guest  in  K4Mae. 

Tboae  aw  fSid  1i 


He  hath  been  numy  yean  awaj 


l*ray  you»  come  in- 

MirRAn. 

I  Imw 
And  yet  I  will  Ise«fraa 
I»  filie«l  with  works  of 

tminie 
N  tif  ^iiumelf.    Tell  an. 
That  works  in  soeb  an 
.\nd  with  such  power 


bttti 

T 
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MICHAEL  ANOELO. 

renuto  ?     T  is  a  masterpiece  I 
ae  as  much,  and  even  more, 
itiques  about  it ;  and  yet  thej 
best  one  sees.     But  you  have 
;dit 
high.      The  light  comes  from 

«^, 

s  the  expression.     Were  these 

lows 

not  beneath  it,  then  indeed 

aaintain  its  own  among  these 

cs 

masters,  noble  as  they  are. 

and  study  it  more  closely. 

ophesied  that  Benvenuto, 

3  follies  and  fantastic  ways, 

w  his  genius  in  some  work  of 

i  amaze  the  world,  and  be  a 

lenge 

3er  artists  of  his  time. 

[They  go  in. 


IV 


IN    THE  COLISEUM 

NOELO  and  TouASO  de*  Caya- 

LIERI. 
CAVALIERI. 

»u  here  alone,  Messer  Michele  ? 

MICHAEL  ANOELO. 

3  am. 

CAVALIERI. 

You  are  already  master, 
dl  other  men. 

MICHAEL  AlfGELO. 

Nay,  I  know  nothing  ; 
ly  own  ignorance,  as  some 
*  hath  said.     I  am  a  school-boy 
not  learned  his  lesson,  and  who 
is 

nd  silent  in  the  awful  presence 
it  master  of  antiquity 
these  walls  cyclopean. 

CAVALIERI. 

Gaudentius 
yas,  I  remember.     His  reward 


Was  to  be  thrown  alive  to  the  wild  beast* 
Here  where  we  now  Are  standing. 


MICHABL  ANOELO. 


CATALISEI. 


Idle  tales 


But  yon  are  greater  than  Gaudentius  waii 
And  your  work  nobler. 

jaCHASL  AVGBLO. 

Silence,  I  beseech  you. 

CAVALIXBI. 

Tradition  says  that  fifteen  thousand  men 
Were  toiling  for  ten  years  incessantly 
Upon  this  amphitheatre. 

mCBABL  AMOBLO. 

Behold 
How   wonderful    it    is  I      The    queen    of 

flowers, 
The  marble  rose  of  Rome  I    Its  petals  torn 
By  wind  and  rain  of  thrice  five  hundred 

years  ; 
Its  mossy  sheath  half  rent  away,  and  sold 
To  ornament  our  palaces  and  churches, 
Or  to  be  trodden  under  feet  of  man 
Upon  the  Tiber's  bank  ;  yet  what  remaina 
Still  opening  its  fair  bosom  to  the  sun. 
And  to  the  constellations  that  at  night 
Hang  poised  above  it  like  a  swarm  of  beet. 

CAVALIBBI. 

The  rose  of  Rome,  but  not  of  Paradise  ; 
Not  the  white  rose  our  Tuscan  poet  saw. 
With  saints  for  petals.     When  this  rose 

was  perfect 
Its    hundred    thousand    petals    were    not 

saints, 
But  senators  in  their  Thessalian  caps, 
And  all  the  roaring  populace  of  Roime  ; 
And    even    an    Express   and   the  Vestal 

Virgins, 
Who  came  to  see  the  gladiators  die, 
Could  not  give  sweetness  to  a  rose  like  this. 

MICHABL  ANOBLO. 

I  spake  not  of  its  uses,  but  its  beauty. 

CAVALIBRI. 

The  sand  beneath  our  feet  is  saturate 
With  blood  of  martyrs ;  and  these  rifted 

stones 
Are  awful  witnesses  against  a  people 
Whose  pleasure  was  the  pain  of  dying  men 
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HICHABL  AVUBLO. 

Tomaflo  Caralieri,  on  my  word, 

You  should  have  been  m  preacher,  not  a 

painter  ! 
Think  you  that  I  approve  such  cruelties. 
Because  I  marvel  at  the  architects 
Who  built  these  walht,  and  curved  these 

noble  arches  ? 
Oh,  I  am  put  to  shame,  when  I  consider 
How  mean  our  work  b,  when  compared 

with  theim  I 
I.«ook  at  these  walU  alwut  us  and  above  us  ! 
They  have  lieeu   shaken   by  earthquakes, 

have  been  macle 
A   fortress,  and    been    battered    by   long 

sieges  ; 
The    iron    clamps,  that   lield    the    stones 

together. 
Have  l)een  wreiicheii  from  them  ;  but  they 

stiind  eri'ot 
And  tiriii.  a.H  if  they  had  been  hewn  and 

hiillowrd 
Out  of  the  solid  rock,  and  were  a  part 
Of  the  found  at  iuiis  of  the  world  itself. 

C'AVALIFKl. 

Your  work,  I  say  again,  is  nobler  work, 
In  so  far  a»  it  a  riid  and  aim  are  nobler  ; 
And  this  is  but  a  ruin,  likt*  the  n*st. 
Its  vaulted  pa>*(:i^^'H  are  made  the  caverns 
Of  mblM'nt,  aiifl  are  haunted  by  the  ghosts 
Of  murdered  mi*n. 

SflfllAKL  AMi»|^i. 

A  thou«^uid  wild  tliiwent  bI«Mim 
From  everv  chink,  and  the  birdd  build  thfir 

nff.iA 
Among  the  ruined  areheii,  and  >ugg«'At 
Ni'w  tiiiiii:;htH  nf  U'aiity  to  the  architfct. 
Now   Irt   uft  climb  the  broken  stairs  that 

Irad 
Into  tlii*  forridors  alKivt*.  and  Mudy 
Till'  iiiirvi-l  :tnd  till"  in>>t»Ty  of  that  art 
In  M  hit  11  I  am  a  pupil,  nut  a  mahlrr. 

All   iliiii;;^  iniiHt  havf  an  i  nil  ;  the  world 

.:*.lf 
Muo!  }i.i\i'  :iii  vtu\.  ao  in  a  dn-nm  I  viw  it. 
1  t.i  Ff-    I  .iri.«'    .1    i^'r*  .it    li.iii'i   mit    uf    lira\rn. 

;ii  <i  s-ii.  Iii'il 
Tlif   •irili.    :ii..i    !iti>|.|M(l    it   in    ilii   omirM'. 

1  !|f    HI'. is 

I^  ij-«'i|.  a  \  t«!  •Mt.ir:ii-t.  iiitii  tiji-  .i}i\«^  : 
1  Iti     flirt  «t^    .iiifl    lilt'    U«*lds    slid    od,  aimI 


IV 


And    the 


1 


Like  wooded  ialaada  ia  Um 
Were  hurled  forth  f 

the  living 
Were  mingled  with 

were  dead,  — 
All  beinjf    dead ; 

cities 
Dropped  out  like  jeweb 

crown. 
Naught  but  the  core  of  tbe 

mained, 

A  skeleton  of  stone.     Aad  owir  it 
The  wrack  of  matter  drifted  Uht  a  e 
And  then  recoiled  upoa  itself,  aatf  fd 
liack  on  the  empty  worid,  ikaft  wi 

weight 
Reeled,  stagvered,  righted. 

long  plunged 
Into  the  darkness,  as  a  shi^ 
liy  A  great  sea,  throws  as  Ik 

first 
On  either  side,  then  settles  aad 
Into  the  dark  abyss,  with 


CATAU 

Rut  the  earth  does  not 


Who 
There   are   great   tiulhs 

shining  tents 
Outside  our  walls, 

seen 
In  the  gray  dawn,  they  will  he 
When  the  light  widens  into 
.\  certain  man,  Copemiews  Iw 
Sometime    professor  here    is 

wl.iii|iered 
It  is  the  earth,  and  not  tha  SM 
What  1  beheld  was  only  in  a 
Yft  drt*ams  nometimes 
lif'ini;  un«ulMtaatial 
As  vet  uuseeib 


V 
MACFLIO   DK*  CORfl 

Mil  iiirL  .\!iiiBu«,  fiaa-TBaRTD  Cte 


MICHArL   ASfflBUk 

Si.  Ii4<nvrnut«i,  vou  rvtatn  oan 

To  thr  Ktemal  City.     T  is  ih 

1  To  which  all  graTitalna.    Qam 


MICHAEL  ANGELO 


577 


•e  than  here.    There  may  be  other 
ties 

ise  us  for  a  while,  but  Rome  alone 
ily  satisfies.     It  becomes  to  all 
native  land  by  predilection, 
by  accident  of  birth  alone. 

BENVKNUTO. 

just  arrived,  and  am  now  lodging 
ido  Altoviti.     I  have  been 
he  feet  of  our  most  Holy  Father, 
w  am  come  in  haste  to  kiss  the 
inds 
kiraculoos  Master. 

MICHA2L  ANOELO. 

And  to  find  him 
ery  old. 

BENVENUTO. 

You  know  that  precious  stones 
•ow  old. 

MICHAEL  ANGELO. 

Half  sunk  beneath  the  horizon, 
not  gone.     Twelve  years  are   a 
ng  while. 
01  France. 

BENVENUTO. 

It  were  too  long  a  tale 
ou  all.     Suffice  in  brief  to  say 
^  received  me  well,  and  loved  me 
ell; 

i   the  annual  pension  that  before 
e 

oardo  had,  nor  more  nor  less, 
my  residence  the  Tour  de  Nesle^ 
;  river-side. 

MICHAEL  ANOELO. 

A  princely  lodging. 

BENVENUTO. 

return  I  did  now  matters  not, 

B  are  other  things,  of  grater  mo- 

ent, 

»  speak  of.     First  of  all,  the  letter 

)te  me,  not  long  since,  about  my 

ist 

o    Altoviti,   here   in  Rom&     You 

id, 

nvenuto,  I  for  many  years 

30wn   you   as   the  greatest  of   all 

jldsmitbs, 


And  now  I  know  you  as  no  less  a  scalp- 
tor."  '  *^ 

Ah,  generous  Master  I  How  shall  I  e'er 
thank  you 

For  such  kind  langoage  ? 

MICHAEL  ANOELO. 

By  believing  it. 
I  saw  the  bust  at  Messer  Bindo's  house. 
And  thought  it  worthy  of  the  ancient  mas- 
ters, 
And  said  so.    That  is  alL 

BSNYXNUTO. 

It  is  too  much  ; 
And  I  should  stand  abashed  here  in  your 

presence, 
Had  1  done    nothing   worthier   of   your 

praise 
Than  Bindo's  bust. 

MICHAEL  ANOELO. 

What  have  yon  done  that 's  better  ? 

BXNVBKDTO. 

When  I  left  Rome  for  Paris,  yon  remem- 
ber 
I  promised  yon  that  if  I  went  a  goldsmith 
I  would  return  a  sculptor.    I  have  kept 
The  promise  I  then  made. 

MICHAEL  AKOELO. 

Dear  Benvennto^ 
I  recognized  the  latent  genius  in  you, 
But  feared  your  vices. 

BENVENUTO. 

I  have  turned  them  all 
To  virtues.  My  impatient,  wayward  nature, 
That  made  me  qmck  in  quarrel,  now  has 

served  me 
Where  meekness    could    not,  and  where 

patience  could  not. 
As  you  shall  hear  now.    I  have  oast  in 

bronze 
A  statue  of  Perseus,  holding  thus  aloft 
In  his  left  hand  the  head  of  the  Medusa, 
And  in  his  right  the  sword  that  severed  it ; 
His  right  foot  planted  on  the  lifeless  corse  ; 
His  face  superb  and  pitiful,  with  eves 
Down-looking  on  the   victim  of  his  tod- 

geance. 

MICHAEL  AKOELO. 

I  see  it  as  it  should  be. 
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HBNTRNC'TO. 


As  it  will  be 
When  it  i«  placed  upon  the  Ducal  Sqaare» 
Half-way  between  your  David  and  the  Ju- 
dith 
Of  DoiuUello. 

MirHARL  AKOKLO. 

Kival  of  them  both  t 

BKXVKSCTTO. 

But  ah,  what  infliiite  trouble  hare  I  had 
With  Baudinellu,  and  that  stupid  beast, 
The  major-domo  of  Duke  Cosiiiio, 
Francesco  Kicci,  and  their  wrt* tclied  agent 
Gorini,  who  came  crawling  round  about  me 
Like  a  black  spider,  with  his  whining  voice 
That  sounded  like  the  buzz  of  a  mosquito  ! 
Oh,  I  have  wept  in  utt4*r  desperation, 
And  wifthed  a  thousand  times  I  had   not 

li-ft 
My  Tour   de  Neslc,  nor  e*er   mtumed  to 

Florence, 
Kor  thought  of  Perseus.     What  malignant 

falM'hoiMis 
They  told  the  (a rand  Duke,  to  impede  my 

work, 
And  make  me  <le8porate  t 

MirilAFI.   ANcriX). 

Tlip  nimble  lie 
Jn  liko  the  s«*con<1-lianfl  ii{Min  a  clfH'k  ; 
W'v  M'v  it  fly,  wliili*  tht'  hoiir-hnmi  i»f  truth 
St^-iiis  to  Atand  i«till,  and  v«*t  it  hkivi'S  un- 

sfi'n. 
And  wiiiH  lit  last,  fur  the   clock  will    not 

fttriki* 
Till  it  liHh  n-arhcfl  the  gt>al. 

nfNvrjfin*. 

My  olistiiiATT 
StiMv]  mi*  in  KtiMtl,  and  hflpt*d  nie  tu  oVr- 

rutii*' 
Til**  liinilniiii-i-4  that  fiivv  mid  ill-will 
l*iit  ill  my  Di.i\ . 

m:*  II  \i'i.  ANi:i  i<i. 

Will* II  :i II \  thing  \%  done 
I'l  it|i]i-  «.••!•  ini?  t]\4'  |iitii-iit  il-'iii;;  **f  it, 
N>ir  th::.k  \^••y^    ^n*at  uiinM   )m*   tin*   \**^n  tu 

r   1*1 
If  !t  h.ni  I  >•*  Ui  u  (iiiiif        As  jti  :i  biiildiiig 
Mi'tif  t*-^t-*  till  Mtiiii*-.  :inil  M.iiitiii);  lUv  fiMiii- 

•  l.lt:>ll 

All  M  iiiM  tir  Wanting,  H<i  in  liuiiiaii  life 


That  mad«  it  poawbla.  kat  m 
And  borMd  in  the 


^Vho  never  Tet  Bpakc 
Speaks  well  of  toia  ; 

Duke 
That,  though   I    omI 

enough, 
I  neTer  eould  east  thi^ 


E«« 

UofaqtlM 
and  jal  ht  !■ 


And  proved  Scr  BandinelJo  a 
That  is  the  wisest  «mj. 


4 

F 


HswTnn 

Aadak^lfaa 

\S*hnt  a  wild  scene  it 
A  night  of  wind  mad 

furnace 
With  pine  of  Serristori,  131  the 
Caught  in  the  rafttn  o 

ened 
To  send  the  buminr  roof 
And  from  the  gatSoa 

rain 
Poured  in  upoa  0%  mad  half 

fires. 
I  was  beside  myself  with 
A  shudder  came  npoa  no,  tkni 
I  thought  that  I  was  dywf  .  mmi 
To  leave  the  work  whtm^  mad  lo 

self 
Tpon  niv  bed,  as  mm  wIm  Ims  •• 
And  as  1  lay  there,  a  defoeaed  • 
Appeared  Itefore  me.  and  with 
Like  one  who  doth 
licd  forth  to  death,  eir 

vrnuto, 
Thv  Work  is   spoiled  I 

rdy  !  •• 
Then  with  a  cry  no  1o«d 

rvarhed 
'n>i*  hravfn  cif  fire,  I  hiwiiWd  lo 
And  niikhe«l  hark  to  my 

nil   fttCMld 

iWwildpnMl  anil  despoad.^  . 
Intii  thr  furnace. 
Hulf  iii«iltrn  tioly. 
I  fcni  tlu*  tire  with 
Sutiu   uiailf*  the 
sparkle. 


H 
lii 


-fba 


la 
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iwed  a  bright  flash,  and  an  ezplo- 

n, 

underbolt  had  fallen  among  us. 

ring  of  the  furnace  had  been  rent 

and  the  bronze  was  flbwing  over  ; 

straightway  opened  all  the  slnices 

he  mould.     The   metal  ran  like 

ra, 

and  heavy  ;  and  I  sent  my  work- 

»n 

;k  the  whole  house,  and  bring  to- 

ther 

;r  plates  and  pans,  two  hundred 

them, 

them  one  by  one  into  the  furnace 

jr  the  mass,  and  in  a  moment 

Id  was   filled  !     I  fell   upon  my 

ees 

ked  the  Lord  ;  and  then  we  ate 

i  drank 

;  to  bed,  all  hearty  and  contented. 

0  hours  before  the  break  of  day. 
was  quite  gone. 

MICHAEL  ANOBLO. 

A  strange  adventure, 
d  have  happened  to  no  man  alive 
my  Benvenuto. 

BENVKNUTO. 

As  my  workmen  said 
-domo  Ricci  afterward 
inquired  of  them  :  "  'T  was  not 
nan, 
press  great  devil." 

MICHAEL  ANOELO. 

And  the  statue  ? 

BENVENUTO. 

1  every  part,  save  the  right  foot 
IS,  as  I  had  foretold  the  Duke. 

IS  just  bronze  enough  to  fill  the 

>uld  ; 

)p  over,  not  a  drop  too  little. 

jpon  it  as  a  miracle 

by  the  hand  of  God. 

MICHAEL   ANGELO. 

And  now  I  see 
have  turned  your   vices  into  vir- 

BENVENUTO. 

efore  do  I  prate  of  this  ?     I  came 
of  other  things.     Duke  Cosimo 


Through  me  invites  you  to  return  to  Flor- 
ence, 

And  offers  you  great  honors,  even  to  make 
yon 

One  of  the  Forty-Eight,  his  Senators. 

MICHASL  ANOELO. 

His  Senators  I      That  is  enough.      Since 

Florence 
Was  changed  by  Clement  Seventh  from  a 

Republic 
Into  a  Duaedom,  I  no  longer  wish 
To  be  a  Florentine.    That  dream  is  ended. 
The  Grand  Duke  Cosimo  now  reigns  su- 
preme ; 
All  liberty  is  dead.    Ah^  woe  is  me  I 
I  hoped  to  see  my  country  rise  to  heights 
Of  happiness  and  freedom  yet  anreacbed 
By  other  nations,  but  the  cumbing  wave 
Pauses,  lets  go  its  hold,  and  slides  again 
Back  to  the  common  level,  with  a  hoarse 
Death-rattle  in  its  throat.    I  am  too  old 
To  hope  for  better  days.     I  will  stay  here 
And  oie  in  Rome.    The  very  weeds,  that 

grow 
Among  the  broken  fragments  of  her  rains, 
Are  sweeter  to  me  than  the  garden  flow« 

ers 
Of  other  cities ;  and  the  desolate  ring 
Of  the  Campagna  round  about  her  walla 
Fairer  than  all  the  villas  that  encircle 
The  towns  of  Tuscany. 

BKMVJBirUTO. 

But  your  old  fiienda  I 

MICHAEL  ANOELO. 

All  dead  by  violence.     Baccio  Valori 
Has  been  beheaded  ;  Crtiiociardini  poisoned ; 
Philippo  Strozzi  strangled  in  his  prison. 
Is  Fmrence  then  a  place  for  honest  men 
To  flourish  in?     What  is  there  to  pre- 

vent 
My  sharing  the  same  fate  ? 

BBNVKHUTO. 

Why,  this  :  if  all 
Your  friends  are  dead,  so  are  your  enemieib 

MICHASL  AjrOSLO. 

Is  Aretino  dead  ? 

HBMVKirUTO. 

He  lives  in  Venice, 
And  not  in  Florence. 
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XKHAKL   ANnKLO. 

T  IB  the  Mune  to  me. 
This  wretohfd  nioiintehank,  whom  tlatteren 
Cftll  the  Divine,  as  if  to  make  the  word 
Unpleasant  in  the   mouths  of  those   who 

speak  it 
And  in  the  ears  of  those  who  hear  it,  sends 

me 
A  letter  written  for  the  public  eye. 
And  with  such  viihtle  and  iufcmal  malice, 
I  wonder  at  Wm  wickedness.     T  is  ho 
Is  the  expn'AA  );n*at  devil,  and  not  yon. 
Some  years  aj^o  he  told  me  how  to  paint 
The  scenes  of  the  l.Ast  Jud>^ienL 

BBMVKyrTO. 

I  remember. 
MirHABL  Avarut. 

Well,  now  he  writcii  to  me  that,  as  a  Chris- 

tiiin, 
He  is  afthumed  of  the  tinlNiunded  freedom 
With  which  I  represent  it. 

HKNVRNrTO. 

Ih-poerite  I 

MH'IIAKL  A3«r:ru). 

Ho  s:iv<«  I  kIiiiw  mankind  th»t  I  am  want- 

iii^ 
In  piety  and  r<'Ii;:it>n.  in  pmportitm 
Ah  I  pn>fi><i!i  |MTfft'ti(in  in  mv  art. 
I*n»fi'»«s  |N>rfri*ti«»n  ?     Why,  't  is  only  men 
Kike  Hupanlini  wlm  an-  Mitittii>d 
With  whiit  thev  dn.      1  m-ViT  am  nintcnt, 
Itiit  alwavH  M*e  the  laUir  of  niv  luiml 
Kali  !»hiirt  of  my  cnnci'iitidii. 

t\rs\  FM  T«». 

I  |H«n»eiTe 

Th«»   rii:i1ii-i*  of  thin  rrfatnn*.      Ilif  wi»iild 

t:iiiit  yiiti 
With  lit-rf'V,  :iihI  in  a  tiiii«*  like  thin  I 
T  iH  inf.iiiiiiii'*  ! 

Mf  ll\l  I.     \Mi|-|ii. 

I  n-pn-siMit  till'  anifi'U 
\\  .(l.-'Ut     thi-ir    li«M\riily    k1"''>*   ^''*^    ^1**-* 

••  nil! « 
\Vi!r."i»l  .1  tr.ii-r  i»f  i-ikrtlity  iinMli'i^ty. 

Ill  >\  I   SI    |i». 

ItuP  >lii>li-  :i-iil.i>it\   * 

Mi>  ii.\r I.  AS',»  141. 

Ihi-  h)-»tht*n 
Vrili<!  thfir  iM.ina  with  <ii>nie  dru|K.'rjr, 


And  when  they 

Tbej  made  her  by  her 

Appear  half  cloChfid. 

Chnstian, 
I)o  so  subordinate  belief  •• 
That  I  have  made  the  Terj 
Of  modesty  in  martyrs  nnd 
A  spectacle  at  which  all  OM 
With  half-ATertcd  ejet 


B-tl. 


He  is  at  home  there,  ami  he  fl*fkft  ti  h 
What  men  arert  their  eyca  Desiii 

E  laces  ; 
e  Last  Judgment  chi^y,  I  i 


HirHAKL  ATO 

Bnt  divine  Providence  will 
The  boldness  of  njr 

punished  ; 
And  the  more  marrelloae  it  ii^  At 
"T  is  sure  to  prove  the  wmm  of  mj 
And  finally,  if  in  this 
I  had  pupfued  the  i 

me 
Conceminf^  heaven  and  heD 
In  that  ftame    letterp 

world, 
Nature  would  not  be  fot«ed.M 
To  feel  ashamed  that  she  t 
With    such    great    tnleat ; 

mvself 
A  vrr}'  itlul  in  the  world  of  mmL 
He  taunts  me  also  with  the 
Of  .lulium  still  nnftnishc«L  fee  tt» 
That  men  persuaded  the  iaaae  eld 
It  was  of  evil  an|^ry  to  boiU 
His  t«imh  while   he  was   firi^; 

s|H*aks 
>  Of  hi*apH  of  pild  this  ^spe 

me. 
And  imIU  it  rubbery  ;— that  ■ 

^■lyv 
What  pnim|)tcd  saeh  a  letter  ? 

He  in  a  ch'ver  writrr, 

Ttt  ilraw  hin  pen,  and 

Of  i-vi*ry  Imaeiit  man,  as  si 

Thi'ir  nipit'r^  on  ocmsiQS«  hot  le 

Hi'w    skilfully  they  do  It.      iU 

Itiwrd 
The  ailvii*r  be  gn«% 

fur  it. 


ha 


jM 
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>ald   have  seen    another  style  of 

ence. 

t  his  wounded  yanitj,  and  the  wish 

lis  name  in  print.     So  giye  it  not 

snt's  thought ;  it  will  soon  he  for- 

;otten. 

mCHAJCL  AVOELO. 

3t  think  of  it,  but  let  it  pass 
rude  speech  thrown  at  me  in  the 
treat, 
threw  stones  at  Dante. 

BKmrENUTO. 

And  what  answer 
take  back  to  Grand  Duke  Cosimo  ? 

I  not  ask  your  labor  or  your  service  ; 
lur  presence  in  the  city  of  Florence, 
ich  advice  upon  his  work  in  hand 
may  ask,  and  you  may  choose  to 
five. 

MICHAZL  ANOELO. 

Lve   my  answer.     Nothing  he  can 

)ffer 

3mpt  me  to  leave  Rome.     My  work 

s  here, 

ly  here,  the  building  of  St.  Peter's. 

ther  things  I  hitherto  have  done 

lUen  from  me,  are  no  longer  mine  ; 

passed  on  beyond  them,  and  have 

eft  them 

!8tones  on  the  way.     What  lies  be- 

fore  me, 

still  mine,  and  while  it  is  unfinished 

shall  draw  me  from  it,  or  persuade 

me, 

aaises  of  ease,  or  wealth,  or  honor, 

«hold  the  finished  dome  uprise 

ite,  as  now  I  see  it  in  my  thought. 

BENVENUTO. 

II  you  paint  no  more  ? 

mCBAEL  ANOELO. 

No  more. 

BENVENUTO. 

T  is  well, 
ire  is  more  divine,  and  more  like 
N'ature, 

^shions  all  her  works  in  high  relief, 
at  is  sculpture.     This  vast  ball,  the 
Earth, 

loulded  out  of  clay,  and  baked  in 
fire  ; 
'omen,  and  all  animals  that  breathe 


Are  statues  and  not  paintings.    Even  the 

plants, 
The  flowers,  the  fruits,  the  grasseSy  were 

first  sculptured, 
And  colored  later.     Painting  is  a  lie, 
A  shadow  merely. 

XICBAXL  AKGBLO. 

Truly,  as  ^oa  say, 
Scolptore  is  more  than  painting,     it  is 

greater 
To  raise  the  dead  to  life  than  to  create 
Phantoms  that  seem  to  live.    The  most 

majestic 
Of  the  three  sister  arts  is  that  which  builds ; 
The  eldest  of  them  all,  to  whom  the  others 
Are  bat  the  handmaids  and  the  servitors, 
Being  but  imitation,  not  creation. 
Henceforth  I  dedicate  myself  to  her. 

BSmrBKUTO. 

And  no  more  from  the  marble  hew  those 

forms 
That  fill  us  all  wiUi  wonder  ? 

MICHAXL  AirOELO. 

ManTBtatnes 
Will  there  be  room  for  in  my  work.   Their 

station 
Already  is  assigned  them  in  my  mind. 
But  things  move  slowly.    There  are  hin- 
drances, 
Want  of  material,  want  of  means,  delays 
And  interruptions,  endless  interference 
Of  Cardinal  Commissioners,  and  disputes 
And  Jealousies  of  artists,  that  annoy  me. 
But  I  will  persevere  until  the  work 
Is  wholly  finished,  or  till  I  sink  down 
Surprised  by  Death,  that  unexpected  gnesty 
Who  waits  for  no  man's  leisure,  but  steps  in. 
Unasked  and  unannounced,  to  pnt  a  stop 
To  all  our  occupations  and  designs. 
And  then  perhaps  I  may  go  back  to  Floir> 

ence  ; 
This  is  my  answer  to  Duke  Cosimo. 


VI 
MICHAEL   ANGELO'S   STUDIO 

MiCHAEii  Anorlo  and  Ubbimo. 

MICHAEL  ANOELO,  pausing  in  his  Mxnk, 

Urbino,  thou  and  1 1       1        old  men. 
My  strength  b 
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vhhino. 


Eccellenxa, 
Th«t  ii  impcMsible.     I>o  I  not  see  you 
Attack  the   marble  blocks  with  the 
fiirv 


As  tweuty  years  m^  ?  '      And  am  not  yet  an  artist. 


Thaa  Emperors,  or  PkipM.  or  Cavii 
One  most  be  chosen  for  it.  I  hati 
Your  oolo^grinder  sia  and  tvnntj  j 


MICHAEL  ANflKLO.  | 

'T  in  an  old  habit.  I  Some  k 

I  muAt  Imve  learned  it  early  from  my  nurse     That  see  not ;  hut  in  eretr  Ueck  i 
At  8«*ti);iianu,  the  Ktone-maiion*B  wife  ;  ble 

For  the  fin»t  bounds  I  heard   were  of  the  -  I  see  a  statue,  —  see  it  na  dislii 

vhiiH-I  As   if  it  stood  bcfotv 

Chip|nii(;  away  the  stone.  feet 

In  attitude  and  action.     I  haiv  snij 

i-KHiNo.  To  hew  away  the  stone  walls  that  ■ 

At  every  stroke     The  lorely  appariticm,  and  rifl  it 

You  strike  ftre  with  your  chisel.  '.  To  other  eyes  as  mine  aimed j  mt  il 

:  But  I  ^row  old  and  weak.    Wkii  v 

MirilAKL   AViiRLO.  do 

Aye,  because     When  I  am  dead*  L'rbiao  ? 

The  marble  is  too  hard. 

cnaiiKiL 

rKHi.N'u.  Beml 

h. ,    .  I  muiit  then  serre  another 

IS  a  block 

That  To]M»lino  sent  ymi  from  Carrara. 

Ho  is  a  juil^i'  of  iiiarbli.'. 


Ritter  w  servitude  at 

^o  mauv  vears  hast  thon 

1  n>membcr.  Kiit  rather  as  a  friend  than  M  n  Hff 

^\ith  It  ho  iM'iit  mr  Minirtliiti^  uf  his  mak-  We  have  f^rown  old  tnaffbiff     IJb 

»">r.  —  think 

A  Mi'n-ury,  with  Imiu  JuhIv  mul  short  lep.,  s^i  meanlv  of  this  Mirhael  Ai^eb 

As  it  by  niiy  |HK.il.ility  X^  t.>  imaVnoe  he  wuuld  let  Iksa  m 

A  iiu-sHi>n,;or  uf  the  ^'(hU  I'tHiId  h.ivf'  shtirt  When  he  is  five  fiwm  scrriee  T    11 

l*'>:^-  purse. 

It   w.-ti    iMi   iiiurv  like    Men'ury  than   ynu  Two  thousand  eiowns  in  cold 

lint  rat  lit- r  like  tliosf  little  ]il:i»t«*r  ti^iin-s  '                                    CnaniO. 

Tii.tt  |H  ililliT^  l^iuk  ulxiiit  tho  \illa^e!t  Two 

.\%  iiii:i:;i-%  iif  <«.iiiit4.      Hut  liifkilv 

K->r  'Iii|Mi!iiiii,  tlii-rt'  an*  iiiaii\  ]N-ti|iI«« 

\\  }iii    <-•  i<    iiii  (litTi'n'iii'r    )M-tMri*n    wlmt    is 

Aii'l  wh.it  is  imh  itimnI.  nr  imt  rit-ii  i^imnI  :  ^  l>ei:ipir  m  a  buspilaL 

**i  til  it  j r  :irl,-.t^  ••!:iiiil  ill  tlii-ir  i"»tri«iii 

( Ml  tii<-  ^.lllt••  lf\el  Mitli  tlif  \*vni,  tir  liij^her.  raatuci. 


■ICHABL   AJN 

Ay,  it  will  make  tiwe  tick    TWn  d 

die 


Ok 

t    ll|!|N<l. 

II. .W   I>.t  ilrn/;i  l.riK'li.-.l  !  MICHAlt  AVoniA 

I  eannt»t  luive  them  wiik  me  •■  A 

M:     II  M  I      «S'.M  I*.  II,. Y 


I'lMir  Ti|Hiliiiit !     'pLit  I  aim  umlrrtakiaip.     TWhstf 

far  M  wdl  I 


All  ri.>  n  ir<*  ii>'t  I-"!m  :ir:i.its,  imr  Hili  Ubur      lUat  nirii  «ill 
V.'er  iiiaLi-  tii«  III  .krt.«i«  puckela* 
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kissing  the  hand  qf  aacHABL  anobix). 
erous  master  I 

MIGHAXL  ANOBLO. 

Hush  I 


UBBINO. 


My  Providence  i 


MICHAEL  ANOBLO. 

word  more.    Go  now  to  bed,  old 

nan. 

uut  served  Michael  Angelo.      Re- 

nember, 

)rward  thou  shalt  serve  no  other 

naster. 


VII 
fE    OAKS    OF    MONTE    LUCA 
BAEL  Anoelo,  alone  in  the  woods, 

MICHAEL  ANGELO. 

11  it  is  among  these  ancient  oaks  I 
imd  undulations  of  the  air 
he  leafy  boughs,  and  let  them  fall 
^ree  a  sound.     Such  sylvan  quie- 
udes 
old   age.     These  hug^  centennial 
»aks, 

ly  have  heard  in  infancy  the  trum- 
pets 

)arossa's  cavalry,  deride 
brief  existence,   that   with   all   his 
trength 

not  stretch   beyond   the  hundredth 
rear. 

tie  acorn,  turbaned  like  the  Turk, 
with  my  foot  I  spurn,  may  be  an 
>ak 

,er,  feeding  with  its  bitter  mast 
rce    wild-boar,   and   tossing   in   its 
irms 

ulled  nests   of  birds,  when  all   the 
nen 

•w  inhabit  this  vast  universe, 
nd    their   children,  and    their  chil- 
Iren's  children, 

e  but  dust  and  mould,  and  nothing 
nore. 

h  openings  in  the  trees  I  see  below 
ne 
ley  of  Clitumnus,  with  its  farms 


And  snow-white  oxen  grazing  in  the  shade 
Of  the  tall  poplars  on  the  river's  brink. 
O  Nature,  gentle  mother,  tender  nurse  t 
I,  who  have  never  loved  thee  as  I  ought, 
But  wasted  all  my  years  immured  in  cities, 
And   breathed  the  stifling  atmosphere  of 

streets. 
Now  come  to  thee  for  refuge.  Here  is  peace. 
Yonder  I  see  the  little  hermitages 
Dotting  the  mountain  side  with  points  of 

light. 
And  here  St.  Julian's  convent,  like  a  nest 

Of  curlews,  clinging  to  some  windy  cliff. 

Beyond  the  bro^,  ulimitable  plain 

Down  sinks  the  sun,  red  as  Apollo's  quoit, 

That,  by  the  envious  Zephyr  blown  aside. 

Struck  Hyacinthus  dead,  and  atained  the 

earth 
With  his  young  blood,  that  blossomed  into 

flowers. 
And  now,  instead  of  these  fair  deities. 
Dread  demons  haunt  the  earth ;  hermits 

inhabit 
The  leafy  homes  of  sylvan  Hamadryads ; 
And  jovial  friars,  rotund  and  rubicund. 
Replace  the  old  Silenus  with  hb 


Here  underneath  these  venerable  oaks. 
Wrinkled  and  brown  and  gnarled  like  them 

with  age, 
A  brother  of  the  monasterysits. 
Lost  in  his  meditations.     What  may  be 
The  questions  that  perplex,  the  hopes  thai 

cheer  him  ?  — 
Grood-evening,  holy  father. 


MONK. 


God  be  with  yoa 


MICHAEL  AKOELO. 

Pardon  a  stranger  if  he  interrupt 
Your  meditations. 

MONK. 

It  was  but  a  dream.  — 
The  old,  old  dream,  that  never  will  come 

true  ; 
The   dream  that  all  my  life  I  have  been 

dreaming. 
And  yet  is  still  a  dream. 

MICHAEL    ANOELO. 

All  men  have  dreams, 
I  have  had  :  1       i         of  them  came 

tmei 
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lliey  wen*  but  vniiity.     Sonietimei  I  think     Who  sits  at  table  with  hia 
'llii'  happiiiifiis  uf  man  lieii  iu  pursuing,  ,  Cuning  the  Spaniarda  aa  a  raee  af  J< 

N«it  iu  |>uMM.*ssiug  ;  for  the  things  possessed  '  And  miscreant  Moon*      And  «iU 
i^me   luilf  their   value.     Tell   me  of  your  |  soldiery 

dreuiu.  Think  you  he   now  dafoads  tha  I 

MONK.  City  7 

The  yearning  of  my  heart,  my  sole  desire. 
That  liki'  the  bheaf  of  iluseph  btantU  up> 

right. 
While  all  the  other*  bend  and  bow  to  it ; 
The  pH»!ituii  that  turmenti   me,  and   that 

hreathi'!! 
New    meaning    into   the   dead    forms  of  ;  Are  only  German  Lotbe 

pniver,  j 

Is  that  with  mortal  eves  I  may  behold  "°''"«  ^ro§Mimg  kdmm(f. 


MOKK. 

With  legicms  of  bright 


MICBASL  AVOBIA 

N»  be  calls 
And  yet  in  fact  theae  brigfai  aapi'r  i 


The  Ktenial  Citv. 


MKIIAKL  ASiiV.Uy. 

Rome  ? 

MONK. 


lleaTea 

XirUAKL  ASiaEIA 

What  further  would  tou 


M03KK. 

TbeCaa 


There  is  but  one  *  *ae  ^ap 

The  r.M  an-  iiifnly  iiamrs.     1  think  of  it  "  ^'"'"K  "»  *•"■"''  «*•»  COMh*.  to  Higk  I 
As  |L.-  t'tK-ltiul  City.  paveU  with  gold,         '■  kumael  a^oua 

And  seutiiielUMl  with  aueeU.  «•        i  ■«        ■•      . 

Slen  do  not  go  to  nraoiae  m 

Mil  ii\r.L  am;kL(>.  i 

^^  oiilfl  it  were.  '  ,p,  .  .         , 

I  have  just  tl.-,i  fn»m  it.      It  in  In-haguered     ^*    catacomba.    the    coo^ 
liv  S|uuii.<ih  tnK.i.si.  led  hv  the  Duke  of  Alva.     ^         ^'liurches  ; 

'  :  1  lie  cervniomes  ol  the  Holy 

Ml  INK.  '  In  all  their  pomp,  or,  at  tba  C| 

Hut  »till  fur  me  't  in  th.-  Ceh-stial  Citv,  [  T^*/'**!^  "!•  ***  «^^?*  ^       ^ 

And  I  wuuUl  MM.  it  one..  In-fun.  1  die'  '^*  ^^  ^  ******     ""*  *  •**^  ■«•  sae  * 


Mil  HAKL  ANiiFl>U.  -^                                                           .            -            --. 

r     I     .            .11  '  Tlu'iie  iMjmpous  ceremoaica  of  tbt  Ck 

An*  but  an  empty  show  to  bia  vkal 

^,,j^^^  The   acttm   iu   them.    Stay 

Wrrf.  it  a  cniM  cuuvent, 

'Ilijil  li:itl  iNtn  laid  Ufioii  iiir,  I  etiuld  U-ar  ^'»»'  *»*'  **"*  K«"   *» 

It.  much. 

Or  f:tll  with  it      It  in  a  muitix  ;  ^^'bat  would  youfurtbcr? 
I  iiiii  ii.iili-ii  li.kitil  .'tiiii  fiMit.:iiiil  1  am  dyitig  ! 


Mi<  iiAr  I.  AN«ir  u>. 


MOJIK. 

I  wuuldaae  tbtp 

What  wuul.i  ym  iM.  ill  Kfiiii?  Of  the  Last  Judgment  in  tboSiilM( 

MivSK. 


lli»  HoliueM.     Tlie  Aiiuikr  of  inoenae  awl  of 


lla«  biai-kcned  it  already. 

MUSIK« 


Mil  ii%ri    4N>.i  :i>. 

Hull  tli.tt  u.i^  ..:,.!•  till-  ('.irii:it.il  C :i ra fT;i  V 

Vt.i    Wiiii'.'l    i-itt    svv    ii    iit.in    tif    fiiiir^oiirv  Woo  Ml 

>•  ttv  Thf'M  I  would  hear  Allofri**  Mb 

W  ith  KUhki'ii  i-\i  «,  buriiiii^  Itke  carbuutlvs.     Sung  by  the  IV^mI 
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MICHAEL  ANOELO. 

A  dismal  dirge  I 
old,  old  man,  and  I  have  lived 
s   for  thirty  years  and  more,  and 

lOW 

ing  of  the  wheels  of  that  great 

3rld, 

isies,  its  discords,  and  its  strife. 

e  I  say  to  you,  remain  content 

your   convent,  here  among  your 
oods, 

)nly   there   is   peace.     Go  not   to 
ome. 

IS  of  old  a  monk  of  Wittenberg 
it  to  Rome  ;  you  may  have  heard 

him  ; 

le    was   Luther  ;   and   yon  know 
bat  followed. 

[^The  convent  bell  rings. 

MONK,  rising, 

convent  bell ;  it  rings  for  vespers. 
)  in  ;  we  both  will  pray  for  peace. 


VIII 

THE   DEAD   CHRIST 

Anoelo^s  Stttdio.    Michael  An> 
ritk  a  Ughtt  working  upon  the  Dead 
Midnight, 

MICHAEL  ANGELO. 

,  why  is  it  I  cannot  portray 

1  and  features  ?     Do  I  stand  too 

jar  thee  ? 

:hou  hold  my  hand,  and  draw  me 

Lck, 

thy  disciple,  not  thy  master  ? 

who  knows  not  what  old  age  is 
ke 

itience   till  it  comes,  and  he  will 
low. 

id  skill  to  fashion  Life  and  Death 
tep,  which   is   the    counterfeit   of 
eath  ; 

member  what  Giovanni  Strozzi 
adcrneath  my  statue  of  the  Night 
<oreDzo,  ah,  so  long  ago  ! 

to  me  is  sleep  !     More  grateful 

)W 

nras  then  ;  for  all  my  friends  are 

3ad  ; 

is  dead,  the  noblest  of  them  all. 


I  saw  her  face,   when  the  great  soulptor 

Death, 
Whom  men  should  call  Divine,  had  at  a 

blow 
Stricken  her  into  marble  ;  and  I  kissed 
Her  cold  white  hand.     What  was  it  held 

me  back 
From  kissing  her  fair  forehead,  and  those 

lipe, 
Those  dead,  dumb  lips  ?    Grateful  to  me 

is  sleep  I 

Enter  Gioboio  Vababl 

QIOBOIO. 

Good-evening,  or  good-morning,  for  I  know 

not 
Which  of  the  two  it  is. 

MICHAEL  AKOBLO. 

How  came  70a  in  ? 

OIOBOIO. 

Why,  by  the  door,  as  all  men  do. 


A||5»^ni^ 


^  MICHAEL  AKOXLO. 

Must  have  forgotten  to  bolt  it. 

QIOBOIO. 

Probably. 
Am  I  a  spirit,  or  so  like  a  spirit. 
That  I  could  slip  through  Dolted  door  or 

window? 
As  I  was  passing  down  the  street,  I  saw 
A  glimmer  of  light,  and  heard  the  welU 

known  chink 
Of  chisel  upon  marble.    So  I  entered. 
To  see  what  keeps  you  from  your  bed  so 

late. 

MICHAEL  AiroxLO,   comxng  forward  with  iks 

lamp. 

You  have  been  revelling  with  your  boon 

companions, 
Giorgio  Vasari,  and  yon  come  to  ma 
At  an  untimely  hour. 

OIOBOIO. 

The  Pope  hath  aent  me. 
His  Holiness  desires  to  see  again 
The  drawing  you  once  showed  him  of  Um 

dome 
Of  the  Basilica. 

MICHAEL  AiroXLO. 

We  wiU  look  for  it 
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MicHAKL  AKomuK  Uaim^faB  tkt 

LitmhmMk 
An  empty  tbeAtre, — iu  lightoi 
The  muiie  ftilent,  mad  thm  wtUn  gt 
And  I  alone  sit  muakag  cm  tW  ««• 
That  once  bare  been,     I  ■■  w 

Death 
Oft  plncke  me  by  the  cloak,  to  ei 
him  ; 
j  And  some  dav,  like  this  hmm^  tkt 
oioKaio.  I  down,  " 

I>u  not  hide  it  from  me.     And  mr   last   epark  of  life  wSk 
liy  our  long  friendship  and  the  loTe  I  bear  tmffaithea. 

you,  I  Ah  me  t  mi  roe  !  what  darkaneef  t 

Refuse  me  not  I  i  bo  near  to  death,  and  jet  aoh^hm 


aioMuo. 

What  is  the  marble  group  that  glimmen 

there 
liehiud  you  ? 

MirBAKL  ANOKLO. 

Nothing,  and  yvt  everything,  — 
Ai  one  may  Uike  it.     It  is  my  own  tomb 
That  I  am  building. 


TRANSLATIONS 


Id  *ri-nr(Unc«  vtth  tb*  pUn  <i»t#nBlii«d  upon  for  tfaia 
Mitiitii.  the  TrmiiaUtiMM  arr  vullwUd  from  the  mfpmntm 
vuluuif*  |>ut  furtti  hjr  Mr.  Luiifffrllow  Aud  r»-«rrmiiffr«l 
Itrrc.     Afl  kti.>«ii  lutbe  Biugr4pliu.-Al  8li«'ich,  traitalaiiiK 

t>lA>ri|  411  iib|MrUuil  p«rt  in  the  «li*Trk»piiicut  «(  Mr. 
>>iirf(rU>j«r*a  ihiwrri.  ItcfMrv  111*  li«tl  b«icuu  to  write 
til  >«»  |N«-iiii  •bull  •!  iMue  Alioatod  hiM  povCic  rallioK, 
aiil  Willi-*  Ik*  W4M  t>iM>iii|{  litiiiarlf  Willi  atutly  umI  pruwf 
rtprraMii,  lie  ««•  ftiiiliii|f  jui  outirt  for  Itia  nrtrical 
tiiijNiKlit  Mfl  riu  >ti->ii  ill  tliH  tr«ii«i«ltoa  uf  lyrics  mhI 
|kAiitijrml  vrrv^,  aiiJ  •mvamihiaII/  uf  rpiv  Mid  ilrauAlic 
frj||iuf*iita.  Tftaks  tliu«  PAil)  iH>iruu  UAaaad  ium1>  into 
pl*%UMit  Arrti'Atiuiu,  aul  t>*  llir  rml  of  la%  lif<>  tir  IimiimI 
Ml  ever  ffntrful  (»-rupAij«ju  m  m -Attiiitf  tii«>  fi'rvi^pi 
lliuuntit  irf  iitb^r  turn  III  iii-iul<l«  of  Itii  otru.  Il  lua 
iNfu  il^rmnl  luiMt  rifi^-lwiit  I  i  ifr-iiiii  tiirw  trMwlAtiiNii 
'•>  th«  «ipvi>r»l  |iU>r»tiirr«  fr  nii  «r.i.  I,  tii^^  *r»>  <lrrlVff^l, 
t>ill->«iiif  III  •M'h  (roup  •  i-iinni  il>^i--»l  -ir-lfr  of  i-oih- 
)«j«itMii,  aa  far  ••  miwuIiI*.  An  tin-  r.r*t  iinmt  iiii|vr- 
t«iit  •■•rk  IU  tUia  Ai*]  1  tiy  Mr  l^-ii4!>-ll  •«  «  m  lu  • 
traiiKlAliiw  frmn  lii«  i*|*Mii«ii,  Ihr  i(riiu|i  !r>>iu  i:i>'  l.ivr- 
•t'lri-  «i(  HpMU  lake*  ^rtx-^lfii-  *. 

Tlif  aii-ivaaivr  piri^i-  atiiifi  of  t'  'fJit  if  Vin-t'/t.^  in- 
ili<-at«*a  X\i^  iiD|HTtMiov  att»  )i**l  In  it  by  Mr  I^'liif- 
fi-M--*,  «ii-l  biitli  tbr  Ir^atiiirut  alii  li  tl  rvcv.«i*<l  at  |.ia 
bill  !•  anl  til*-  f--riitai  •tal«>rii^iii  -if  bii  tii^orv  i^f  Irana- 
Uii  •II  batr  ati  .i.t*-rr<t.  r>ir  tii^  ••nilraal  wbirii  tlivjr 
ai?  >r-l  1  I  Ml  :atf  r  ;  i  i^ u.^iit  «:■  i  |irai-ti  #. 

X\.-    |r-f«i*   tl  t-.>*   rioiik.    \iX^\    H-iwilMiii  ('•iliri*. 

A   l<  •■!     *.    In.^;.    Iirailra    «     lir.rf     tinl-iv     uf     lloll    J-Tfr 

Mil 


AI.  I  •     i.f  ■  .'lAr*.  trniaCi  <n  nf  X\i»  p"ui  wiiH'b 

i!i  1  III  !!••■  I. >■(•■•.    ■    1.t4.l|r<t    lb'    (xlliiWItlf    ri*- 

!•  %'  %'       ,  t:  '  tr  ti-i^At'-r  '•  I  k«k 

I'  .'  t  f  t  .;•  !  (i;i'  M  rk  i«  ti»  plar«>  in  lli* 
^•a  It  !  t  ."  1  «rr«  f  ;«|>4iii«)i  lita-ratiirr  ilir  nmal  Iwau* 
'  .    *•:   i-i' I.    ■■!    t!.»l    laiitfitatfi-       TN'    i<ri(iiial    la 

I*  i.:*l  ■.;:.  i:r  trAiitiAl.  u.  IStl  :ii  II. »  rMin.alr  i«f 
:  .  •'  k*.  irMt  »'.  h'f  irrwt  III  ifir  H|LAiikafi  i<<iKii*  t>ia 
*  '■  '  •!  :.  *.  tir!rr  r 'r  \i,-  iii.jirrir.  ti-iua  uf  tlia 
tr«i  •.•*    r 

"  t  .  •■  ,■•'  il   »•*.  ■  *  trai.alkl.iitf   wrll   l.ri   tn  tt-^   |Hi«irr 
•   r-i.  trr-^      '.r,..^    \'.m   «  ••  U  .f    a   f -r^.i^n   a-.llHir 

■       .'»:    1     «>«.••    t     :.r    «»    |Tr«rPtr    Hi*    aitril    nf  tiia 

«      '•*         :   >■        *      I'ra*     rp>|ilia.t«a    uf     a 

<  .««   !«•    m^.  r.r   r'l  til  tlt^  i'ltivr     -  bi'W 

.1  al    .     '''.%    :■■    rii.  ■mIIib;,    tlir    Kfiflttil 

t»    ■•ra   .'.    .1,    a;..,r    (  i*.:.!!.^  .t  •!•  a  iir*    iaii^uafv,  la  • 


■  •  ».       J:    ' 
■I  '■•r.iik; 
»  •••      .•■ 


qun4loa  wbirh 
uf  (liServui 

IIm  iQMiiiiiat*  BMrblo  laa  loffM 
bpiiift,  iitajr  bi>  m»A  mK  oaly  !• 
Uul  llir  ti-ulpCor  c 
ami  cipmaitm  o(  tte  ki 
r«l>  Ibia  ilefffvt  M  Ur  fti 
fTvM  Um  nfid  tnitll  if 
«la»p»r,  aitil  makiDf  Ika 
li«  pruducc*  a  ■Uwe**  lufcl  Stti 
to  thr  atatiM  uiur*  of  tte  will  ■ 
tbau  b*  cwttld  hav«  4oa*  ay  ^ 
lb*  trmaaUlor.  Aa 
and  vaprvaauM  is  a  |«od 
rr|»rvapDt«d  ID  Iba  Uao  I 
lf>ta^f>.  b«.  loA.  at  linaa  BMy 
llir  riftfl  truth  ol 
fM  aa  aurb  a  d«tc«t 
ri>iii«  antbffUkahDimUL 
"  ll>  thia  |»nnrip|a  I 
Inc  iranaLaiifnk  I 
•4  tti»  urifinal,  «ba«  il 
thr.r  apir-.t . 
o>M-aaMinall> 

r|-ith*i,  ••r  a  mat*  foreibU  tmim 
1  iia«r  i»ccaaii#d  la  Bf 

UIDV   " 

Il  m»y  ba  addad  thai  tto 
tlif  rtai-i  uivir*  a»il  rbvwia  aC 
^Lififkl  what  ba  wgariliai  m  i 
att*rwanl  adnptad  a  mmth 
iti«li«-alpd  b*  Um  rwipiil  fraa 
«»raiua  uC  iVmiU      - 

"  I  f.41(i«  b*f«  la* 
Tbal  With  tby 

Briid'albal 

in  Mirrwaaiva  voli 
Iwri-xlii  ala  and 
!••  hia  |wu.  aai^ 
•  ■>lwiti#.    tarliidlM    ■«! 
Ai  a  fltliiitf  praluda  Iu 
a  tranalalMio.  vbirh  w 
\\w  i-iaili  imiHia 
at  Ibau 
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PRELUDE 

t  treasures  that  men  seek. 
Deep  buried  in  sea-sands, 
anish  if  they  hut  speak. 
And  elude  their  eager  hands,  • 

}  ye  escape  and  slip, 
0  songs,  and  fade  away, 

^hen  the  word  is  on  my  lip 
To  interpret  what  ye  say. 

^ere  it  not  better,  then, 
To  let  the  treasures  rest 
id  from  the  eyes  of  men 
Locked  in  their  iron  chest  f 

have  but  marked  the  place. 
But  half  the  secret  told, 
hat,  following  this  slight  trace. 
Others  may  find  the  gold. 


ROM   THE   SPANISH 

PLAS  DE    MANRIQUE 

;  the  soul  her  slumbers  break, 
ought  be  quickened,  and  awake  ; 
)  to  see 

oon  this  life  is  past  and  gone, 
eath  comes  softly  stealing  on, 
ilently  I 

y  our  pleasures  glide  away, 

>arts  recall  the  distant  day 

cnany  sighs  ; 

loments  that  are  speeding  fast 

iieed     not,    but    the     past,  —  the 

ist, 

highly  prize. 

*d  its  course  the  present  keeps, 
'd  the  constant  current  sweepe, 
'e  is  done  ; 

lid  we  judge  of  time  aright, 
1st  and  future  in  their  flight 
i  be  as  one. 

•  one  fondly  dream  again, 
lope  and  all  her  shadowy  train 
lOt  decay  ; 
ig  as  were  the  dreams  of  old, 


Remembered  like  a  tale  that 's  told, 
They  pass  away. 

Our  lives  are  rivers,  gliding  free 
To  that  onfathomed,  Doundless  sea. 
The  silent  grave  ! 
Thither  all  earthly  pomp  and  boast 
Roll,  to  be  swallowed  up  and  lost 
In  one  dark  wave. 

Thither  the  mighty  torrents  stray, 
Thither  the  brook  pursues  its  way, 
And  tinkling  rill. 
There  all  are  equal ;  side  by  side 
The  poor  man  and  the  son  of  pride 
Lie  calm  and  still. 

I  will  not  here  invoke  the  throng 

Of  orators  and  sons  of  song, 

The  deathless  few ; 

Fiction  entices  and  deceives. 

And,  sprinkled  o'er  her  fragrant  leaves. 

Lies  poisonous  dew. 

To  One  alone  my  thoughts  arise. 

The  Eternal  Troth,  the  Good  and  Wise, 

To  Him  I  cry, 

Who  shared  on  earth  our  oommoo  lot, 

Bat  the  world  comprehended  not 

His  deity. 

This  world  is  but  the  ra^^ged  road 
Which  leads  as  to  the  bright  abode 
Of  peace  above  ; 

So  let  as  choose  that  narrow  way, 
Which  leads  no  traveller's  foot  astray 
From  realms  of  love. 

Oar  cradle  is  the  starting-plaoe. 
Life  is  the  ronninf  of  the  race, 
We  reach  the  goal 
When,  in  the  mansions  of  the  blest, 
Death  leaves  to  its  eternal  rest 
The  weary  soul. 

Did  we  bat  ose  it  as  we  ought, 

This  world  woald  school  each  wandering 

thought 
To  its  high  state. 

Faith  wings  the  soul  beyond  the  sky. 
Up  to  that  better  world  on  high. 
For  which  we  wait. 

Yes,  the  glad  messenger  of  love. 
To  guide  us  to  our  home  above. 
The  Saviour  came ; 
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liuru  aniid  iiiortAl  carpA  and  ft>art, 
11«*  8uffi*rt*il  ill  this  vale  uf  loan 
A  death  uf  hIiuuu*. 

B«*hoM  of  what  drliisive  worth 
Thv  buhblt'st  we  |iuriiu«*  on  earth. 
The  hha|M*!i  w«*  chaxp 
Amid  a  worhl  of  tn*achery  f 
Tlifj  Taninh  ert*  di'uth  hhutA  the  eye, 
And  leavi*  no  trace. 

Time  ntcalii  thi'iii  from  usi,  ohaiices  Rtrange, 

I>isui5truus  acciili'iit,  aud  change, 

Tliat  coine  tt»  nil  ; 

Kvi'u  ill  thi*  iiioHt  «>xah«*d  vtate, 

lU'h'utli'ss  itwiTps  the  strukt  of  fati*  ; 

The  Ktruli^fst  fill  I. 

Tel!  ine,  thi*  rhariiis  that  Itivem  Reek 
In  th«'  elr.'ir  vyv  and  blushing  cheek, 
Tlie  hnes  tiiat  plav 
OVr  n»sy  lip  an«l  brow  of  iinow, 
Whi*n  lim'irv  a^'  upproaches  blow, 
Ab:  when*  are  thev  ? 

The  running*  skill,  the  ctirioii!i  artx. 

The  ^biriiiu^  >trin^th  that  youth  imparts 

In  lifrV  tir««t  sta;:e  ; 

'lli«'»e  shall  l>i-i  iiiiif  a  heavy  weij^ht, 

WhiJi  Tiiiir  hwitip»  wide  his  outward  gate 

To  wearv  a;:e. 

The  iitible  bl<NK|  of  (H*thie  nnriie, 
ll«'rm"«  i-iiibl.i/iim-il  hi^h  to  fame, 
III  b>ii|L:  array  ; 

Hnw.  in  the  I  111  want  rourne  of  time, 
Tlic  l:iii(liii:iik<«  of  that  race  nubliine 
Wen-  hWfjit  away  f 

Kline,  till*  dtx'^tded  slave*  of  bi*tt« 
I'rii-trite  aiifl  trampled  in  the  du»t, 

Sh:iil  ri««-  liii  iii«ir«-  : 
(h!i>-r'«.  I<\  ^'iilt  and  rriiiie,  iiinintain 
Thi-  HI  iiTi  III  ••II.  tli.it,  without  a  stain* 
I'hrir  I  ith<  { •«  I'ori- 

W  imUIi  aii'l  t)i«-  IiIl;1i  e-^I.tti'  nf  pride. 

With  wl.it  tiiitiiiH  1\   ««|Hi  (1  they  ^biie, 

||.i\%   •kiHid  ib-|Ml t  ' 

itci  till!  liii*  ohiiiiiM\  |i)iint<iiiiH  stay, 

'J  hi'  \.i<«N  4.1  .1  nll^t^l-s^  thc\, 

Of  til  LIi   lit  .tr; 

Tlir*t'  jj^ft*  III  Kiirtiifii''*  li:imN  aref<iiin«l; 
III  r  •■.«ift  ri  tiiUiii^  vkhi-i-1  turuA  ntuiid, 
Ai.<l  Oii-y  are  ^•■n>   ? 


I 


No  n-st  the  ineoiMtaBt 
But  changing,  mad  witboot 
Still  burriea  un. 

Kyen  could  the  Imad  oi 
lu  cilded  Uublea,  tiU  tbe 
Reclaimed  its  |*i«y. 
Let  none  on  such  poor 
Life,  like  an  empty 
And  where  are  tbey  ? 


•  nI?; 


I-juthly  detim  and  le 

Are  iNiMions  springing  t\ 

They  fiulv  and  die  ; 

But,  in  the  life  beyond  tbe 

They  Heal  the  iwiuurtal  apirit** 

Kterimlly  ! 


The  pleaAurea  and  deli^t^tat 
In  treai'herons  Bniilea  life'* 


What  are  they  all 
But  the  Heet  courwn  of  tb* 
And  death  an  aubutb  ia 
Wherein  we  fall  ? 


Nt>  foe,  no  dangcnmi 
Bruok  no  delay,  but 
With  lotMiened  rein  ; 
And,  when  the  fatal  ■ 
We  utrire  to  rhivk  our 
But  btrive  in  vain. 


Couhl  we  new  rhanai  to  agv  i 
And  fiishitin  with  a  cuaniDf  art 
The  human  face. 
Ah  »e  ean  rlothe  tbe  tool 


And  uiiiLe  the  gluriuua  apint  bi^^ 
With  heawnly  grace* 


I 


lluw  busily  earh  pawing 
>htiuld  we  ezrrt  tbal  magic 
What  anitir  nhow, 
Tti  deek  the  ftrnMial  alare  of  d^ 
Yet  leave  the  frrvbora  toal 
In  w«*ed»  of  woe  I 

Miiiinnhfi.  tbe  powerful  aad  Ihffi 

Kaiii(»u4  in  bi»tonr  and  ia 
<  )f  tiMea  time. 
Saw,  by  the  Ktem  d 
'Hinr  kiiiplmnt  lc«l, 
Thfir  rui-i-  niiblime. 


Whti  i«  the  champioa  T 
.  TuntilT  Mid  prirtt, 
i  On  these  abail  fall 
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he  hand  of  Death, 

tays  the  shepherd's  breath 

aU. 

3f  the  Trojan  name, 
rlory  nor  its  shame 

•  eyes  ; 

e's  g^eat  and  glorious  dead, 
lave  heard  so  oft,  and  read, 
es. 

it  now  to  know 
ed  so  long  ago, 
y  rolled  ; 

hall  be  of  yesterday, 
livion  sweeps  away, 
old. 

e  King,  Don  Juan  ?    Where 
•rince  and  noble  heir 

he  courtly  gallantries  ? 
f  love  and  high  emprise, 
le  ? 

d    joust,    that    charmed    the 

ad  gorgeous  panoply, 
;  plume, 

;hey  but  a  pageant  scene  ? 
e  garlands,  gay  and  green, 
le  tomb  ? 

the    high-born    dames,   and 

k 

tire,  and  jewelled  hair, 
veet? 

be  gentle  knights,  that  came 
and     breathe     love's     ardent 

•  feet  ? 

;  song  of  Troubadour  ? 
he  lute  and  gay  tambour 
)f  yore  ? 

;  mazy  dance  of  old, 
robes,  inwrought  with  gold, 
wore  ? 

next  the  sceptre  swayed, 
le  royal  court  displayed 
and  pride  ; 

winning  smiles  arrayed, 
s  various  pleasures  laid 
reside  I 


But  oh,  how  false  and  fall  of  guile 
That  world,  which  wore  so  soft  a  smile 
But  to  betray  I 

She,  that  had  been  his  friend  before, 
Now  from  the  fated  monarch  tore 
Her  charms  away. 

The  countless  gifts,  the  stately  walls, 

The  royal  palaces,  and  halls, 

AU  filled  with  gold ; 

Plate  with  armorial  bearings  wrought. 

Chambers  with  ample  treasures  fraught 

Of  wealth  untold ; 

The  noble  steeds,  and  harness  bright. 
And  gallant  lord,  and  stalwart  knight. 
In  nch  array, 

Where  shall  we  seek  them  now  ?    Alas  I 
Like  the  bright  dewdrops  on  the  grass, 
They  passed  away. 

His  brother,  too,  whose  factious  zeal 
Usurped  the  sceptre  of  Castile, 
Unskilled  to  reign  ; 
What  a  gay,  brmiant  court  had  he, 
When  all  the  flower  of  chivalrj 
Was  in  his  train  I 

But  he  was  mortal ;  and  the  breath 
That  flamed  from  the  hot  forge  of  Death 
Blasted  his  years ; 

Judgment  of  Grod  I  that  flame  by  thee. 
When  raging  fierce  and  fearfully, 
Was  quenched  in  tears  I 

Spain's  haughty  Constable,  the  trae 
And  gallant  Master,  whom  we  knew 
Most  loved  of  all  ; 
Breathe  not  a  whisper  of  his  pride. 
He  on  the  gloomy  scaffold  died, 
Ignoble  faU  I 

The  countless  treasures  of  his  care, 

His  villages  and  villas  fair. 

His  mighty  power. 

What  were  they  all  but  grief  and  shaina» 

Tears  and  a  broken  heart,  when  came 

The  parting  hour  ? 

His  other  brothers,  proud  and  high, 
Masters,  who,  in  prosperity, 
Might  rival  kings  ; 
Who  made  the  bravest  and  the  best 
The  bondsmen  of  their  high  behest. 
Their  underlings  ; 
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What  WM  their  pnispt'ruus  estate. 
When  hi^h  exalted  and  elate 
With  power  and  pride  ^ 
What,  but  a  tnuiMf  nt  gleam  of  lif^ht, 
A  flame,  whieh,  (glaring  at  iti  height. 
Grew  dim  and  died  ? 


So  many  a  duke  of  royal  uune, 
Marauiii  and  eount  of  spotle^  fame, 
And  liaron  brare. 

That  uii^ht  th«*  a  word  of  empire  wield. 
All  these,  1)  Death,  hast  thou  concealed 
In  the  dark  grave  ! 

Their  deeiU  of  merey  and  of  arms. 
In  peaceful  dayii,  or  war's  alarms. 
When  thou  dost  show, 
O  Death,  thy  stem  and  angrT  face. 
One  stroki*  of  thy  all-powerful  mace 
Can  overthrow. 

Unnumbered  hosts,  that  threaten  nigh, 
Pennon  and  standard  flaunting  high. 
And  Aug  displsyed  ; 
High  bHttleinents  intren'*hed  around, 
Hastiun,  and  moated  wall,  and  mound, 
And  palisadv. 

And  coTfreil  tn*nrh,  secure  and  deep. 

All  the»«*  cannot  one  victim  ki*fp, 

O  IVath.  from  thf<*. 

When  thou  do^t  buttle  in  thv  wrath. 

And  thy  strong  sluifU  pursue  thrir  path 

Unerringly. 

O  World  !  so  few  the  year^  we  lire, 

Wuiild  that  tbi*  life  which  thou  dost  give 

Wi»re  lifi»  iiitliMNl  ! 

Aboi  !  thy  Mirruws  fall  so  fast. 

Our  happtr^t  hnur  is  when  at  last 

Thi*  Miiil  ia  frt*i*d. 

Our  d:o^  un*  rorprwl  «»Vr  with  crirf. 

Ami  ftiirriiWH  iit-ither  few  ut>r  biirf 

Viil  ail  in  ^liMiiii  ; 

I.t-ft  ilfHf>!;4tt'  i>f  n-al  giMMl, 

\N  itliin  tlii^  i-hi'i'rb'HH  M>lituilr 

Nil  plrX'«iir«-'«  liiiMitll. 

T)i\  |'jl^'riiii:i^'f  IwjjiiiH  iii  tfar^. 
An*!  •  iiii«  in  liitt«T  diiulit^  untl  fears. 
Or  liark  ib-*p:iir  ; 
Mtflw^t  «'•  ni.iiiv  ti'iU  npjN'ar. 
I'lijt  h»-  »l,'i  Jiii;^i-r^  liiii^p<tt  brri* 

Knows  UiukI  uf  lAie. 


'  Thy  goods  an  boii|pfat  with 
By  the  hot  swcmt  of  loU 

[  And  weary  hearts ; 

I  Fleet-footed  is  the 
But  with  a  lingering'stsp 
Its  form  departa. 


ppvoncn  of 


And  be,  the  good  mna** 
To  whom  all  hearta  thnt 
As  Virtue's  son, 
lioderic  Maariqae,  he  w 
Is  written  on  the  scioU  of  Fi 
Spain's  champion  ; 


His  signal  deeds  and  _ 
Demand  no  ponpoos  m 
Ye  saw  his  deeds  I 
Why  should  their  pi 
The  name,  that  dwella  on 
No  minstrel  needs. 


To  friends  a  friend  ; 

The  vassals  of  this 

And  ffudal  fief  I 

To  foes  how  stem  a  foe  wa 

And  to  the  Taliant  and  tbe 

How  brave  a  chief  I 


What  pradenre  with  tW  old 

Wlmt  grace  in  youllifal 

In  all  how  sage  t 

lieuignant  to  the  serf 

He  showed  the  base  and  faUtf 

A  lion's  rage. 


His  was  (KHavian's 
The  ru'«h  of  Ui 
At  battlr's  call  ; 
His,  Scipio*8virtne  ;  kis«  tlw 
And  the  imlomitable  will 
I  Of  Hannibal. 


; 


His  was  a  Trajan's 

A  Titus*  noldr  charitioa 

And  righteous  laws  ; 

llif  .inn  of  Hector,  aad  tbe 

i  >f  Tully,  to  maintain  tW 

In  truth's  just 


di 


Tl«r  elemrney  of 
Aurrliu«'  eouote 
Firm,  gt'iitlr.  ftiill 
Thr  rl«M|uenrv  nf 
Ami  'llicodosiuft'  liwo  to 
And  generous  will  ; 
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field  and  bloody  fray, 
ider's  vigorous  sway 
command  ; 

of  CoDstantine  ;  ay,  more, 
at  love  Camillus  bore 
I  land. 

•  well-filled  treasury, 

I  no  pile  of  riches  high, 
ve  plate  ; 

the  Moors,  and,  in  their  fall, 
ower  and  castled  wall 
estate. 

bard-fought  battle-g^und, 

ds  and  gallant  riders  found 

I  grave  ; 

tha  warrior's  hand  did  gain 
and  the  long  vassal  train, 

uest  gave. 

old  his  halls  displayed 
ed  and  exalted  grade 
had  gained, 
dark,  disastrous  hour, 
nd  bondsmen  of  his  power 
lustained. 

I  deeds,  not  left  untold, 
n  warfare  which  of  old 
to  share, 
;  leagues  he  made  that  more 

•  regions  than  before 
DU  were. 

the  records,  half  effaced. 

th  the  hand  of  youth,  he  traced 

's  page  ; 

resh  victories  he  drew 

)g  character  anew 

age. 

ivalled  skill,  by  great 

an  service  to  the  state, 

adored, 

in  his  liip^h  dignity, 

est  kniijht  of  chivalry, 

tlie  Sword. 

his  cities  and  domaiiui 
tvrant's  galling  chains 
power  ; 

rce  battle  and  Moekade, 
wn  banner  was  displayed 
v  tower. 


By  the  tried  yalor  of  his  hand, 

His  monarch  and  his  native  laind 

Were  nobly  served  ; 

Let  Portugal  repeat  the  story. 

And  proud  Castile,  who  shared  the  gloiy 

Uis  arms  deserved. 

And  when  so  oft,  for  weal  or  woe, 

His  life  upon  the  fatal  throw 

Had  been  cast  down  ; 

When  he  had  served,  with  patriot  zeal^ 

Beneath  the  banner  of  Castile, 

His  sovereign's  crown ; 

And  done  such  de%ds  of  valor  strong, 
That  neither  history  nor  song 
Can  count  them  all ; 
Then,  on  Ocaiia's  castled  rock. 
Death  at  his  portal  came  to  knock, 
With  sudden  call. 

Saying,  **  Good  Cavalier,  prepare 
To  leave  this  world  of  toil  and  care 
With  joyful  mien  ; 
Let  thy  strong  heart  of  steel  this  day 
Put  on  its  armor  for  the  fray, 
The  closing  scene. 

"  Since  thou  hast  been,  in  battle-fltrife. 

So  prodigal  of  health  and  life. 

For  earthly  fame. 

Let  virtue  nerve  thy  heart  again  ; 

Loud  on  the  last  stem  battle-plain 

They  call  thy  name. 

**  Think  not  the  struggle  that  draws  near 

Too  terrible  for  man,  nor  fear 

To  meel  the  foe  ; 

Nor  let  thy  noble  spirit  grieve, 

Its  life  of  glorious  fame  to  leave 

On  earth  below. 

"  A  life  of  honor  and  of  worth 

Has  no  eternity  on  earth, 

'T  is  but  a  name  ; 

And  yet  its  glory  far  exceeds 

That  base  and  sensual  life,  which  leads 

To  want  and  shame. 

"  The  eternal  life,  beyond  the  sky. 
Wealth  cannot  purchase,  nor  the  high 
And  proud  estate  ; 
The  soul  in  dalliance  laid,  the  spirit 
Corrupt  with  sin,  shall  not  inherit 
A  joy  so  great. 
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'*0  l)t':it)i,  tu»  iniirp,  no  inorr  dolay  ; 

Mv  spirit  Idiipi  t4i  tli'«*  away. 

And  Im*  at  n-^t  ; 

'IIh*  will  iif  IIi>avrn  my  will  nhall  be, 

I  Imiw  til  tin-  diviiif  dfi-rtM*, 

To  IiuiI'm  iM'hrot. 

**  Mv  MMiI  is  n*ailv  to  lU'part, 

Nil  (li«iu;;lit  rt'lH-N,  tlir  iilM-«li«*nt  lit'art 

Un'allifH  forth  no  si;;}!  ; 

Th«*  wi-*!!  nil  rartli  ti»  lini;rr  still 

Wt'M*     \:iiii,    mIii'Ii    *i  i!*    (i«Mi*H    suvon*i|;ii 

will 
Tliat  Wf  Nliiill  ilir. 

*'0  t!><iii,  that  for  our  hinn  ilidit  takr 
A  hiiinaii  fiiriii,  ami  hiiiiiMv  make 
Th_\  liiiiiH'  till  !■  irtli  : 
Thiiii.  that  III  t!i\  ili\>nitv 
\  hmii.iii  iialiii*'  (litUt  ally 

|(\  li.«>ll.il   hllth, 

**   \v.'\  III  til  it  I'll  III  ilnUt  kiifTiT  hrn* 
I'lriiM  ti!.  ami    iJ-iitv,  iiiiil  tf.ir, 

Il\   :■..   !■  •!■  •  p    -.^  ,::  ii-i-  ali«!H\ 
Aihl  ii->!  t  •:   II  •  r  •«  iif  iii\   uwii. 

Oh.  j.i:  l..:i  I...-'"' 

A*  tl.iM  tii«   •i\iii''  'A  irrior  iiravifl, 

"  !t'; ■■  •■  ;::itli.  riiij;  Ukiai  kit  abade 

L  }m''i  1ii«  iiiiiiii  ; 


**  Hut  the  pMMl  nionky  in  cdoutered  evil,         | 
Shall  pi  in  it  liy  liin  Uiuk  and  \k\\,  ■ 

11  in  iirayrn  and  ictin  ; 
And    till*    brave    knight,   wliiiae  arm   en- 

diin<H 

Fii*n*e  battle,  and  against  the  Mocirs 
His  standanl  rt'an. 

**  And  thou,  brave  knight,  whooe  baud  has 

{Miiin'il 
The  lifL'-hltHHl  of  the  I'ag-au  bordo 
OVr  all  till'  land. 

In  heavni  itlialt  thou  n'crire,  at  length, 
Tlir  giienloii  of  thine  earthly  utrengtli 
And  dauutli'Sfi  luuid. 

"(liernM  onward  by  thin  pn>inise  sure, 

Strung  ill  the  faith  eutirt*  and  pur« 

Thou  iio<t  profrss, 

I)i'|»art.  thy  ho|M*  iseertainty, 

Tlie  thinl,  the  In*  I  (or  life  on  high 

Slialt  thou  |»usde.vs.**  I 


Kncircled  by  hi*  family. 
Watched  by  affection'* 
So  soft  and  kind  : 


IliA  soul  to  Him  who 
(icid  lead  it  to  its  long 
Its  gloriouA  rest  f 
Ami,  though  the 
Its  light  shall  linger 
Bright,  radiant.  Unit. 


fMftkfjt 


mnkH 


SONNETS 


I 


THE  GOOD  SHEPHER 
(El  Diin  Pastdb) 


1 


BV   LOfE   DE   VWtkA 

Thm  At^  fiillowinc 

^|Ml^•l■ll•lt«■a  Ibf*  opfoail* 
ili4i  «n|iiiur.  luc  rvC«mpd  « 
til  I  «ii  *t  t  f  tk*  \tfhl.  «ill 
T^e   l«u   Lipe  «!•  VflfA 

SiiEi'iii'KD  !  who  with  lliine 

hung 
Hant  broken   the  Uamber    tkm 

Ita^Mfl  me. 
Who  ni:urst  thy  crook  fro^  tbe 

tr^e. 
On    whirh    thy    powerful 

stn*tiht*d  so  lun|f  ! 
Ijead    ine    to  mrrrv*s   rxtt" 

laiut  ; 
Kor  thoii  my  shepherd, 

filial t  Im<  ; 
I  will  tili4*y  thy  toirv,  aad  wait  I 
Th\    f*-«>t  all  branttfol 

tain«. 
Hrar.  Mii*|ihert1 !  ihoa 

art  dving. 
(Ml.  wa»h  awsT   ikese 

m 

till  HI 

Krjnii*r<»t  at  the  c«Niiritn 
Oh,    wait  *  tu  thrr   my 

Wait   for  me  f     Yet   wlij  *^%  j 

With  f**«t   naded  to  cW 
waiting  utill  fur  me  I 


«bo  for 
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II 

TO-MORROW 

(MaSana) 

BY   LOPE   DE   VEGA 

b  am  I,  that,  with  unceasing  care, 
1st  seek  after  me,  that  thou  didst 

» 

;h   unhealthy  dews,   before  my 

s  the  gloomy  nights  of  winter 
e? 

3  delusion,  that  I  did  not  greet 
t  approach  1  and  oh,  to  Heaven 
lost, 

latitude's  unkindly  frost 
led  the  bleeding  wounds   upon 
feet! 

y  guardian  angel  gently  cried, 
*oni  thy  casement  look,  and  thou 
t  see 
persists  to  knock  and  wait  for 

• 

ow  often  to  that  voice  of  sorrow, 
row  we  will  open,"  I  replied, 
n  the  morrow  came  I  answered 
"  To-morrow." 


Ill 
^E  NATIVE  LAND 

(El  Patrio  CiELo) 
KRANCISCO   DE   ALDANA 

nt  of  light !  my  native  land  on 

vitli   a   glory   that    shall  never 

I 

of    truth !    without   a  veil   or 
e, 

quiet  meets  the  spirit's  eye. 
Us  the  soul  in  its  ethereal   es- 

0, 
no    longer     for     life's    feeble 

tinclled  in  heaven,  its  glorious 

ence 

ving  eye  beholds,  yet  fears  not, 

h. 


Beloved  country  1  banished  from  thy  shore, 

A  stranger  in  this  prison-house  of  clay, 

The  exued  spirit  weeps  and  sighs  for 

thee  I 

Heavenward  the  bright  perfections  I  adore 

Direct,  and  the  sure  promise  cheers  the 

way, 
Thai,  whither  love  aspires,  there  shall 
my  dwelling  be. 


IV 
THE  IMAGE  OF  GOD 

(La  ImXgen  DE  Dios) 
BY  FRANCISCO  DE  ALDANA 

O  Lord  I    who  seest,  from    yon    starry 

height, 
Centred  in  one  the  future  and  the  past. 
Fashioned  in  thine  own  image,  see  how 

fast 
The  world  obscares  in  me  what  once  was 

bright  I 
Eternal  Sun  I  the  warmth  which  then  hast 

given. 
To  cheer  life's  flowery  April,  fast  de- 
cays ; 
Yet,  in  the  hoary  winter  of  my  days. 
Forever    g^reen    shall    be    my  trust   in 

Heaven. 
Celestial  King  t  oh  let  thy  presence  pass 
Before  my  spirit,  and  an  image  fair 
Shall  meet  that  look  of  mercy  from  on 

high, 
As  the  reflected  image  in  a  glass 

Doth  meet  the  look  of  him  who  seeks  it 

there. 
And  owes  its  being  to  the  gazer's  eye. 


THE  BROOK 
(A  UN  Arrovuelo) 

ANONYMOUS 

Laugh  of  the  mountain  I  —  lyre  of  bird 
and  tree  I 
Pomp  of  the   meadow  I   mirror  of  the 
morn  I 
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TIio  Htiul  of  April,  unto  whom  ar«  burn 
l*bo  roM*  and  jeMuimiup,  leaps  wild   in 

ther  I 
Althuu|rli,   wkvre'er   tby   deTious    current 

■trayx. 
The  lap  of  earth  with  ^Id  and  silver 

teems, 
To   me   thy   clear   proceeding    brighter 

see  mil 
Than   );ulden   sands,    that    charm    each 

iihephenl*H  f^uze. 
lluw  without   guile  thr  busom,  all  trans- 

p:irent 
As  the  pure  crystal,  lets  the  curious  eye 
Thy  M*rret.H  s<.*uu,  thy  sniouth,  round  peb- 
bles e«Mint  ! 
ilow.  without  malice  murmuring,  glides  thy 

current  ! 
()  sweet  siniplieity  of  ilayit  gone  by  ! 
'l*hou  NhunVt  the  haunts  of  man,  to  dwell 

in  limpid  fount  I 


ANCIKNT  SPANISH    HALLADS 

III  tlir  rliA|iCtr  with  thU  titlr  in  thUrt-Mer,  ImidM 
iUuitraliotia  fri-in  I'yruu  jiiiil  LiirkliAit  mrm  th#  thrv* 
loUowlng  •&aiu(iUb,  L-uutriUiWd  by  Mr.  hoagtmlkm. 

I 

Rio  Veki>k.  Hio  Wnlr  ! 

Many  a  etirp-«i-  i^  l»:itlH>(l  in  time, 
Bi*th  of  MiNiro  Aiitl  fkf  (if  Ciiriotians, 

Slaiu  with  ^Wll^(l^  niutt  rrui-ll\. 

And  thv  pure  aiul  i-r\'«i:il  waters 
Papplfd  :irf  \«itli  t'riiii*>nii  i^ori-  ; 

Fi*r  li«-twi'«-n  tilt'  MiMir»  ami  C'hrioti^ius 
Ijciiig  ha.<»  ItMMi  thf  tight  and  son'. 

Ihikri  and  I II t»  ffll  l>li*«-«Iiiig  nrar  thee, 

I^ird^  of  in;:h  miowii  wrrt*  <«lain, 
I*rri^h*'d  lii:ili\   :i  ImiVf  hi(I:«l^o 

Of  the  nuhlfhifii  iif  >|Kiin. 


lloN    N'l  Nil.  i   iHILt  i.f   Liiri. 

In  aii^'i  r  uml  in  prttlf. 
Kurpii  all  n'\rr«'tiiT  fur  f!i«*  king, 
And  thu.^iii  wr.uh  rt*pii«-d  : 


"Our  noble  aneeators.'* 
**  Ne'er  tueh  a  iribvto 

Nor  shall  the  kiii|( 
What  tbej  have 


i 
I 


•*  The  base-born  soul  wko 
Iday  bera  with  tlie« 

But  follow  me,  ye  e 
Ye  noblemen  of  Spain.' 


kirn 


Forth  followed  they  the 
They  marched  to  Glera's 

Out  of  three  thoosand  nallaal 
Did  only  three  re 


They  tied  the  tribute  to  tbeir 
They  raised  it  in  the  air, 

An<l  they  sent  to  tell  tkeir 
That  his  tax  was  mdy 

"  He  may   send  and  takn  bj 
they, 

"  This  paltry  sum  6i  gold  ; 
But  the  goodly  gift  off  libntT 

Cannot  be  boi^t  and  aoliL* 

111 

**0m  of  tiM  flaMi  If 
which  dMrribM  B«ff«wd»*B 
maUim  forth  *  with  thiw 
I  to  proUvt  ih»  ftorr  ■■ 
rroa  All  aklM.  Iha 
li«ro'a  lUBdAnL** 

.  I'lir  peasant  leaTct  kia  pifwgh 
t       'l*he  reaper  leaves  his  nook* 
I  Ami  from  his  hand  the 
I^ts  fall  the  paatofml 


The  young  set  ap  n  shovt  of  jay. 

Thf  nld  forget  their  ycttn^ 
The  fertile  man  gruws  atovt  of 

Nu  niure  the  ersren  fi 


All  rush  t«»  Bernard's 

And  on  liU'rtv  I  her  call  ; 

■  0  w 

Tbev  ranntit  brtHik  lo  wear  Ike 
\Vhen  thn-atened  hx  Ike 


•t 


*f 


Free  w««rr  we  bom, 
**  And  willingly  f 
'Ilir  duty  that  we  o 
Bv  the  divine  decree. 


*«  But  (Mid  forbid  tkal  we 
The  laws  of  fonrign 


*i'mtkmfkttfm 


VIDA  DE  SAN   MILLAN 
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imish  the  glory  of  our  sires, 
And  make  our  children  slaves. 

Oar  hearts  have  not  so  craven  grown. 
So  bloodless  all  our  veins, 
i  vigorless  our  brawny  arms. 
As  to  submit  to  chains. 

9a8  the  audacious  Frank,  forsooth, 
Subdued  these  seas  and  lands  ? 
all  be  a  bloodless  victory  have  ? 
No,  not  while  we  have  hands. 

le  shall  learn  that  the  gallant  Leonese 
Can  bravely  fight  and  fall, 
it  that  they  know  not  how  to  yield  ; 
They  are  Castilians  all. 

Wbb  it  for  this  the  Roman  power 
Of  old  was  made  to  yield 
ito  Numantia's  valiant  hosts 
On  many  a  bloody  field  ? 

>hall  the  bold  lions  that  have  bathed 
Their  paws  in  Libyan  gore, 
ouch  basely  to  a  feebler  foe. 
And  dare  the  strife  no  more  ? 

Lei  the  false  king  sell  town  and  tower. 

Bat  not  his  vassals  free  ; 

(T  to  subdue  the  free-bom  soul 

No  royal  power  hath  he  I " 

VIDA   DE   SAN    MILLAN 

BY  GONZALO  DE   BERCEO 

iTD  when  the  kings  were  in   the  field,  — 

their  squadrons  in  array,  — 
'ith  lance  in  rest  they  onwanl  pressed  to 

mingle  in  the  fray  ; 
it  soon  upon  the  Christians  fell  a  terror 

of  their  foes,  — 
bese  were   a  numerous  army,  —  a  little 

handful  those. 

nd   while  the   Christian  people  stood  in 

this  uncertainty, 
pward  to  heaven  they  turned  their  eyes, 

and  fixed  their  thoughts  on  high  ; 
nd   there    two    figures   they   beheld,   all 

beautiful  and  bright, 
ren  than  the  pure  new-fallen  snow  their 

garments  were  more  white. 


They  rode   upon  two  horses  more  white 

than  crystal  sheen. 
And  arms  they  bore  such  as  before    no 

mortal  man  had  seen  ; 
The  one,  he  held  a  crosier,  —  a  pontiff's 

mitre  wore  ; 
The  other  held  a  crucifix, —  such  man  ne'er 

saw  before. 

Their  faces  were  angelical,  celestial  forms 

had  they,  — 
And  downward  through  the   fields  of  air 

they  urged  their  rapid  way  ; 
They  looked  upon  the  Moorish  host  with 

fierce  ana  angry  look. 
And  in  their  hands,  with  dire  portent,  their 

naked  sabres  shook. 

The  Christian  host,  beholding  this,  straight- 
way take  heart  again  ; 

They  fall  upon  their  bended  knees,  all  rest- 
ing on  the  plain. 

And  each  one  with  his  clench^  fist  to 
smite  his  breast  begins. 

And  promises  to  Grod  on  nigh  he  will  for- 
sake his  sins. 

And  when  the  heavenly  knights  drew  near 

unto  the  battle-ground. 
They  dashed  among  the  Moors  and  dealt 

unerring  blows  around  ; 
Such  deadly  havoc  there  they  made  the 

foremost  ranks  along, 
A  panic  terror  spread  unto  the  hindmost  of 

the  throng. 

Together  with  these  two  eood  knights,  the 

champions  of  the  sky. 
The  Christians  rallied  and  began  to  smite 

full  sore  and  high  ; 
The  Moors  raised  up  their  voices  and  by 

the  Koran  swore 
That  in  their  lives  such  deadly  fray  they 

ne'er  had  seen  before. 

Down  went  the  misbelievers,  —  fast  sped 

the  bloody  fight,  — 
Some  ghastly  and  dismembered  lay,  and 

some  half  dead  with  fright : 
Full  sorely  they  repented  that  to  the  field 

they  came, 
For  they  saw  that  from  the  battle  they 

should  retreat  with  shaooe. 
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AnutkiT  Uiiii);  U'fvll  tlu'iii,  —  tbcy  drGamcd 

UOt  (»f  MU'h  WUt'S,  — 

'  I 

l*be  verv  Hrntws  that  Uie  MtHin  ihot  frum  , 

tlirir  twiLiif^iiif;  Ikiwh 
TurntMl    iNU'k  a^aiiiNt  tluMii  in  tlii'ir  Hi^ht 

mill  wnuiiiifil  tlu'iii  full  HOTv, 
And   eviTv  bluw  tkii-v   dt'alt   tkv    fuo  was 

|iai«l  ill  tlni|»!i  uf  ^orv. 
•         •■•••••• 

Nuw  \iv  tlint  Itori*  thi*  crtMtii  r.  and  the  |Mii»al 

iTdWH  had  t>n, 
Was  thf  i^hiritifil  A|KRttK*,  thi*  brut  her  of 

Siint  tidhn  ; 
Ami  ho  that  hrhl  thi*  i.* rue i fix,  and  won*  the 

niDiikihli  htHNi, 
Was  thi*  hoiv  Sjui  Millau  of  Co^Ila's  uvigli- 

burhuud. 


SAN  MMirri,,  Tin:  convent 

,>«N  Mil. I  It.  Ilk  1.A   Ilmha) 
h\    (.nN/AI.H    UK    lil.KCLO 

San  Miiii'Ki.  hk  i.a  Ti'Miia  is  a  convent 

\a.'«t  ainl  wiilf  ; 
The  M'A  f ncinlfi  it  artmnd,  and  groans  on 

I' ViTV  r>iih'  : 
It  is  a  viilil  and  dan^ToUH  |ilart\und  niany 

WIH'S  lH'ti<l>- 
Tlie  nioiik^  whd  ill  that  burial -iilart'  in  |ien- 

itoni't'  abidi-. 

Within  t)i(iM»  dark  inona^itio  walU.  amid  the 

<M'IMII   tifMMi, 

Of  |ii(Hi«,  f:i<>t  in:;  monks  tht-ri-  d\«ilt  a  Imlv 

br«ith<'rhiN>ii  ; 
To  tlif  M.idiiiiiia'<>  ^'lurrthrrt*  an  altar  hi^h 

«:i««  pLit'i-il, 
And   a  rii-li    ami    rih«tly  iiiin^  the  sacr%'d 

altar  ^rai-cil. 

Kxaltrd    liiu'h    ii]Min    a   thrum*,  the  Virifin 

^f«•llll  r  sriiilfd. 
Anil,  a*  tlii- rti«.tiiiii  i-*.  >»hr  lii'ld   within  hiT 

ariitt  lh«-  <  liit-l  ; 
Till-  k.rij.  .iiiij  u:-..    nii-n  nf  th«*    Kiuit   wrn* 

U"  I  •  I  iii;  !i\   III  r  ««nli'  ; 
Atti  till*  •!  -w  i«  o|  I    iik«*  a  ijui'vn  whnm  (»ud 

li  \\  %.k!i<  ::!.•  il. 

■ 

l>r*rtii.|;i!-;  ].•,«   }>i-tnr«-  \i*  T  f.M'f  a  ««m*rn  iif 

f.   i!  Ill  r*  fi  iiiu. 
Am-       I."',   i-r   I  in   f.-r  liir*.   't  >«  caJled   in 


From  the  featben  of  thm 

*t  was  fashicmad  bri^kl 

And  glUtentfd  like  the  bea 
all  its  stars  are  tlien. 


It  chan(H*d  that,  for  tlw 

the  lightiiinff's 
Forth   from  all  four  tlw 

riaines  consuming  btvlw ; 
The  8ai*re«l  n»lN*s  were  all 

and  hutv  book  ; 
And  hanllr  with  their  lires  thm 

m 

crumbling  walb  fofvook 


S  VI 

bir. 


I 
i 


Hut   thou)»h    the   desolatiog  tama  B|i 

fearfully  and  vikl. 
It  did  not  reach  the  Virgin  Qmi^  ilMi 

reai'h  the  (*liild  ; 
It  did  not  reach  the  feaibnj 

her  face  that  shone. 
Nor  injure  in  a  farthing^*s  woftk 

or  the  throne. 


The  image  it  did  not 

bum  the  s<,*reen  ; 
Kven  in  the  value  of  a  hair  tbij 

hurt,  I  ween  ; 
Not  even  the  imoke  did  mchthn 

jure  mnrp  the  shrint 
Than  the  bishoii  hight  Vam  Tnib 

hurt  bv  hand  of 


SONG 

Siir  \s  a  maid  of  artless 
ftrntU*  in  furtn,  and  fair  of 


Trll  nil',  thou  ancient 
Tliat  saile^t  on  the 

If  «hi|>.  I'r  Mail,  or  eTening 
lU*  half  »u  fair  as  sh*  I 


Tell  nip.  thou  pdlant  e 
Wh(>«i-  shining  arms  I  tve. 

If  nt •<«'!.  «ir  AWiird,  or  baltfe-iUd 
lie  tialf  so  fair  as  sb*  f 


Toll    m«*.    thini 
tiiK-k 

lirnrHtii  tlie  «hadowj 
If  tliN'k,  iir  v:de,  vt 

lie  half  so  fa«r  as  sh*  I 
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sTA  TERESA'S  BOOK-MARK 

ILLA  QUE    LLEVABA   POR  ReGISTRO  EN  SU 

Breviario) 
BY  SANTA  TERESA  DE  AVILA 

Let  nothing  disturb  thee, 
Nothing  affright  thee  ; 
All  things  are  passing  ; 
God  never  changeth  ; 
Patient  endurance 
Attaineth  to  all  things  ; 
Who  God  possesseth 
In  nothing  is  wanting  ; 
Alone  God  sufficeth. 


ROM  THE  CANCIONEROS 

aain  repository  of  tbese  poema  ia  Ochoa*8  Tesoro 
Romanceros  y  Cancioneros  EtpafloU*^  Paris, 
)ee  also  Antoidffin  Espnflola.  Mr.  Longfellow 
pd  hii  translatious  in  the  volume  entitled  After- 
873.  His  acquaintance  with  these  Spanish  pop< 
tgs  was  an  early  one,  for  there  is  an  entry  in  his 
,  when  at  Dresden,  February  1,  1829:  *^  At  the 
Library  in  the  morning  till  one  o'clock.  Pound 
-urious  old  Spanish  b<K)k,  treating  of  the  troub»- 
etry  of  Spain,  entitled  the  Cancionero  General." 

I 
SO  TRISTFUL,  EYES  SO  TRISTFUL 
(Ojos  Tristes,  Ojos  Tristes) 

BY   DIEGO   DE   SALDANA 

ES  so  tristful,  eyes  so  tristful, 
irt   so  full  of  care  and  cumber, 
as  lapped  in  rest  and  slumber, 
have  made  me  wakeful,  wistful  I 
:bis  life  of  labor  endless 
o  shall  comfort  my  distresses  ? 
jrulous  my  soul  and  friendless 
is  sorrow  shuns  caresses, 
have  made  me,  ye  have  made  mo 
»rulous  of  you,  that  care  not, 
s  so  tristful,  yet  I  dare  not 
to  what  ye  have  betrayed  me. 

II 

SOME   DAY,  SOME  DAY 

(Alguna  Vez) 

lY  crist6bal  DF.  GASTILLEJO 

Some  day,  some  day, 
O  troubled  breast, 
Shalt  thou  find  rest. 
If  Love  in  thee 


To  grief  give  birth, 
Six  feet  of  earth 
Can  more  than  he  ; 
There  calm  and  free 
And  unoppressed 
Shalt  thou  find  rest. 

The  unattained 
In  life  at  last, 
When  life  is  passed. 
Shall  all  be  gained  ; 
And  no  more  pained. 
No  more  distressed, 
Shalt  thou  find  rest. 

Ill 
COME,  O  DEATH,  SO  SILENT  FLYING 
(Yen,  Muertb  tan  escondida) 
BY   EL    COMMENDADOR   ESCRIVA 

Come,  O  Death,  so  silent  flying 

That  unheard  thy  comine  be. 

Lest  the  sweet  delieht  of  dying 

Bring  life  back  agam  to  me. 

For  thy  sure  approach  perceiving. 

In  my  constancy  and  pain 

I  new  life  should  win  again. 

Thinking  that  I  am  not  living. 

So  to  me,  unconscious  lying, 

All  unknown  thy  coming  be. 

Lest  the  sweet  delight  of  dying 

Bring  life  back  again  to  me. 

Unto  him  who  finds  thee  hateful. 

Death,  thou  art  inhuman  pain  ; 

But  to  me,  who  dying  gain, 

Life  is  but  a  task  ungrateful. 

Come,  then,  with  my  wish  complying, 

All  unheard  thy  coming  be. 

Lest  the  sweet  delight  of  dying 

Bring  life  back  agam  to  me. 

IV 

GLOVE  OF  BLACK   IN  WHITE  HAND 

BARE 

Glove  of  black  in  white  hand  bare. 
And  about  her  forehead  pale 
Wound  a  thin,  transparent  veil. 
That  doth  not  conceal  her  hair  ; 
Sovereign  attitude  and  air. 
Cheek  and  neck  alike  displayed. 
With  co<]uettish  charms  arrayed, 
Laughing  eyes  and  fugitive  ;  — 
This  is  killing  men  that  live, 
'T  is  not  mourning  for  the  dead. 
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TRANSLATIONS 


KROM   TlUi  SWEDISH   AND   DANISH 


Mr.  IjoogtHlow  apMit  th«  mimmrr  of  IKES  In  8wM«a, 
wh«ir»  ha  nrcu|iird  liitnM'if  with  th#  rtuilv  uf  Vtf  Lmi* 
guiM  mkI  lit^r«tur«>,  «iiil  with  trmrrl  anil  oN«i>rvaiiim« 
Of  BiTMliah  chATBct^r.  **  Thm  8w«NllBh  Umruas^."  h* 
wroto,  **  U  anft  mii1  inu«ii-*l.  with  an  Acnriit  lihi*  tiM 
lowUDd  Brotrh.  It  U  an  easy  UaffiMic«>  to  rfl«4,  but 
4ifl<*utt  to  cp^ak  with  conwrtn^u,  owiuk  to  aom^  fwn- 
■alical  pcK-uliaritiMi,  .  .  .  Bw<Nl«>n  haa  i-m*  crrat  poft, 
And  oq1|  unn.  Tiiat  m  T^ni^r.  lli^Lip  of  Wf  «!•>,  who  ia 
■till  liviiiff.  Hit  mililnt  wurh  la  Ftilhiofi  S'tgn^  a 
Wtul«*  |»v'in.  ftMiii'lMl  on  an  oM  t  mill  ion  **  Aft«T  hia 
rvtuni  t<i  AnKTifA,  Mr.  UmfffrUiiw  wroi^  an  artirlr  on 
th»  |HJviu  f'lr  tti^  S'ftth  A"^r\nt*i  AVri^ir,  ffirinf  in  It 
Ui»  lraii«latiini«  wlurli  art*  iila<*«st  flrnt  In  thl«  aM*tion. 

Hi*  fni*n<l  Mr.  Saiiiu-1  Wanl  four  yvvra  latvr  urfod 
Klra  t'»  tranalalf  aimihrr  uf  T«i;nf  r*a  Hwma.  of  wiiirh 
Mr.  Loiisffllow  hail  ntiown  him  a  tmrf  •p«rtin«'n  :  anJ 
la  rvply  Mr.  L<infffrll<iw  wr«>t«>.  iiiii|f>r  dat«  of  Ofti>ti#r 
91, 1S4I  :  "  II  •«  »tr«iiiri**  Whil^  ymi  ant  uririnc  iii^  to 
tranalata  .Viilfniri/jfttir-n^fi  |  Th*  <  hUdr^n  of  th^  IjotaVm 
Supp^"]  romK«  a  Mt«>r  frtmi  Bi*linp  T#irnrr  himiclf, 
•aylnff  that  of  all  thi*  traii«l«tiou«  be  haa  wf^n  of 
/ri/Airt/,  ray  fratfrn^ntii  ari*  th#  imly  att^mpta  Mliat 
bavv /ii//y  Mai«flf*i  hiui.*  *Th«>  imly  fault.*  h^  aay*, 
*that  1  ran  flnil  with  ymir  traii«Utiou  U.  that  it  i^  ii>it 
r«-fnii|rti».  I  takr  the  liiwrtv  of  urgiuK  you  toroninli*!* 
tbr  uah.  that  I  may  ba  aU«  to  aay  that  FtOkioj  haa 


PASSAGllS   FKOM  FRITHIOF'S 

SAliA 

BY   1.SAIAS   TKON^R 

I 

rKrrninr>    MnMKSIEAD 

TllKKF.  iiiilri  rxtcndiMl  .in>iiiifl  the  ftflds  of 

tlir  li«i|ii(**iU':ifl,  on  thn-f  sidrH 
V:iUrvA  itmi  tnouiitaiiiH  and  iulU.  I»ut  on  tlip 

fiMirthiiifi(>  w:i.H  tl'.f  iN'f:in. 
Birch  himnU  c'n>wn«M]  tin*  «inniniit<*.  litit  down 

till'  hlopo  «if  tlif  hilUififs 
Klouri«ih«*(i  tht'  j^ililrn  cum,  nnd  nian-hif^li 

ift:i«i  w:i\iiiL;  (li«*  r^r-flrlfl. 
I«akfs  full  iii.in%    in  niinilMT,  tlirir  niirmr 

lii-M  up  for  (lif  nimintuins 
llcltl  fi>r  tilt'   fiirf<«t<«  ii|i.  in   whi*M*  «if*|ith4 

tlif  Iiii;)i-litirnfi1  ri'infliM-ni 
llmil  thfir  kiiii;l\  M.ilk.ikrii!  «lnknk  of  a  hun- 
dred i>rtMikli-(o 
iiut  ifi  til'*  \  illi-\^  uhiih  unHinil.  tlii'n*  fiil 

■  •II  iLi*  ;:?•■•  n^vkiinl 
llrril^  viitli    «ii:niiii;  liiiifo   ami  luliii-ri  tliut 

l-ih^itl  f.ii  ttii-  inilk-|i;iil. 
'Mill    t<ii  «•■   «•■.!! N-rt-il.    iiiiH    hi>ri'   uml    nnw 

t(ii  n  .  HI  \*-  niniilM-rIi»*  t|iN'k<*  of 

>llP«'|i    W.lll     |l>-ti-i'i    Mliili,    .1-    (fi>>:|     M-f^I    till* 

n!ii:i  -i'Nikiii;;  •irr.i\  •  li«iiil». 
tl«»i'k-w«    »!  Ti- 111   ii'i  r  flit-   )ii-.L'.  i-;iU   «uiilt, 
wlif-ii  i\,  liUiMi  til  III  ii|itiii^<Cinii*. 


kimi  iMtor.raa  lis 


■■■■BaaaA 


complimaoUry  Is  tb*  BUIm^  •• 

.  .  .  After  thia 

tlie  Aq< 

•et  about  tha 

ber  fith     **  It  U  ftatvnlay 

rlork.    I  bava  Jiut  toUfcaJ  tka 

Jrea  nftkf  L^rfa  JTvMfr  .  ■■ 

wrute'llM  Iai4«arda«l  it,I 

That  It  la  with  tha 

riently  makea  maBifeat.     WWk 

nenil  that     The  poen  la 

part*  m  toucbinff  that 

I  waa  MiDded  with 

th^  pii^t  vtmac-  Too  ahall 

tinn  ti>  the  ToluHie 

mail*'  the  followioff 

■•  Ttie  trmaalatina  is  lilcnl, 
ln«tauie  bava  I  dopa %bm 
into  hi«  work  any 
menta  of  my  own. 
that  Ineaorahla  b«: 
feMOii.  tha  motioM  of  tb* 
thoaa  «rf  •  . 

and  perhapB,  aa  Dr.  Job: 
'  the  wnn>ler  ia  »«  thai  ■ha 
■Im  abouMdo  it  at  nU.'  ** 


Cuurspn  two  times  twrlrv,  all 

f:iAt  fvttrrcd 
Stampinff  Blood  in  the  Uaa  aff 

tii^^f^d  at  thmr 
Knott(*d  with  red  wc 

thrir  hcNifn  all  wUto  vilk 
Th*  hani|urt-hAll«  a  ho«a«    by 

tiiiilwrvd  of  haffd  fir. 
Nut  ftvp  hundrrd  mea  (at  tarn 

to  the  hundrtd) 
KilltMl  up  the  ruoniT  kalV 

for  drinking,  at  Yu 
'Hionmf^h  tlie  ball*  at  loogaa  it  w 

table  of  holm-oak* 
Pulihlifd  and  white.aBof  Bteal  ;  tht 

twain  uf  th^  lligb*aaat 
StiNid  at  the  end  thefwC,  tva 

out  of  an  elm-tjva  ; 
Odin  with  lordlj  look,  aad  Tt&f 

nun  «>ii  hit  fmntleL 
I«atf  ly  lii>twren  the  two, 

nkiu  it  was  ctial-lilark« 
Searlf't-red  wan  the   throat, 

were  iihodden  with  atlvae)^ 
Tlioi^ten  «al  with  hi* 

fitting  with  f  ■ladarak 
i  >ft.  « lit-n  the  nuMin  thnrnjek 

riew.  n-lated  the  old 
Wonder«  fn>in  distant 

and  eniiaea  of  W 
Far  a  war  «m  the  "^tae,  _ 

West,  and  %k^  Wkiia 


PASSAGES   FROM   FRITH lOFS   SAGA 
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ished  sat  the  listening  bench,  and  their 

glances  hang  on  the  graybeard's 
pSy  as  a  bee  on  the  rose  ;  but  the  Scald 

was  thinking  of  Brage, 
liere,  with  his  silver  beard,  and  runes  on 

his  tongue,  he  is  seated 
nder  the  leafy  beech,  and  tells  a  tradition 

by  Mimer's 
rer-murmuring  wave,   himself  a  living 

tradition. 
Idway  the    floor   (with    thatch    was    it 

strewn)  burned  ever  the  fire-flame 
lad  on  its  stone-built  hearth  ;  and  thor- 
ough the  wide-mouthed  smoke-flue 
ooiked  the  stars,  those  heavenly  friends, 

down  into  the  g^reat  hall. 
oimd  the  walls,  upon  nails  of  steel,  were 

hanging  in  order 
leastplate  and  helmet  together,  and  here 

and  there  among  them 
downward  lightened  a  sword,  as  in  winter 

evening  a  star  shoots, 
[ore  than  helmets  and  swords  the  shields 

in  the  hall  were  resplendent, 
Hiite  as  the  orb  of  the  sun,  or  white  as 

the  moon's  disk  of  silver. 
Iyer  and  anon  went  a  maid   round   the 

board,  and  filled  up  the  drink-horns, 
Iver  she  cast  down  her  eyes  and  blushed  ; 

in  the  shield  her  reflection 
lushed,  too,  even  as  she  ;  this  gladdened 

the  drinking  champions. 


II 


A   SLEDGE-RIDE  ON   THE  ICE 

INO  Ring  with  his  queen  to  the  banquet 

did  fare, 
n  the  lake  stood  the  ice  so  mirror-dear. 

Fare    not    o^er    the    ice,"  the   stranger 

cries  ; 
It  will  burst,  and  full  deep  the  cold  bath 

lies." 

The  king  drowns  not  easily,"  Ring  out- 
spake  ; 
He  who 's  afraid  may  go  round  the  lake." 

hreatening  and  dark  looked  the  stranger 

round, 
is   steel   shoes  with  haste  on  his  feet  he 

bouud. 


The  sledge-horse  starts  forth  strong  and 

free  ; 
He  snorteth  flames,  so  glad  is  he. 

''Strike   out,"  screamed    the  king,   "my 

trotter  good. 
Let  us  see  if  thou  art  of  Sleipner's  blood.'* 

They  go  as  a  storm  goes  over  the  lake, 
No  heed  to  his  queen  doth  the  old  man 
take. 

But  the  steel-shod  champion  standeth  not 

still. 
He  passeth  them  by  as  swift  as  he  wilL 

He  carves  many  runes  in  the  frozen  tide, 
Fair  Ingeborg  o'er  her  own  name  doth 
gude. 


Ill 


FRITHIOFS  TEMPTATION 

Spring  is  coming,  birds  are  twitterings 
forests  leaf,  and  smiles  the  sun. 

And  the  loosened  torrents  down?rard,  sing- 
ing, to  the  ocean  run  ; 

Glowing  like  the  cheek  of  Freya,  peeping 
rosebuds  'gin  to  ope. 

And  in  human  hearts  awaken  love  of  life, 
and  joy,  and  hope. 

Now  will  hunt  the  ancient  monarch,  and 
the  queen  shall  join  the  sport : 

Swarming  m  its  gorgeous  splendor,  is  as- 
sembled all  the  court ; 

Bows  ring  loud,  and  quivers  rattle,  stallions 
paw  the  ground  alway, 

And,  with  hoods  upon  their  eyelids,  scream 
the  falcons  for  their  prey. 

See,  the  Queen  of  the  chase    advances  I 

Frithiof,  gaze  not  at  the  sight ! 
Like  a  star  upon  a  spring-cloud  sits  she  on 

her  palfrey  white. 
Half  of  Freya,  half   of  Rota,  yet    more 

beauteous  than  these  two, 
And  from  her  light  bat  of  purple  wave 

aloft  the  feathers  blue. 

Gaze  not  at  her  eyes'  bine  heaven,  gaze 

not  at  her  golden  hair  I 
Oh  beware  !  her  waist  is  slender,  full  her 

bosom  is,  beware  I 
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TRANSLATIONS 


ft  broiKer, 


Look  nut  nt  thi*  n>M*  and  lily  on  hvr  chevk  But    wbvre    U 
that  !«liiftin^'  V^'*^y»  Lightning' 

Li  At  not  to  tbo  voici*  Ih'IovcU,  whi»|HTing  Who  thus  pnrta  joa,   wba 

like  the  wind  of  Miiv.  from  each  other  pnfftid  ht  I " 

Now  thi*  hiintsuian*H  band  i.H  n>aclv.     II ur^ 

rah  !  over  hill  and  dalt*  ! 
Horns  Tiniz,  and  the   hawkii  ri|;ht  upward 

tf»  thi*  hall  tif  Odin  sail. 
All  th«*  «1wi>1Uts  in  thi*  fun,':it  sv«k  in  fvar 

th«*ir  cavt-rn  homes, 
But,  with  K|M'ar   «iiit>trftrh(Ml  lN*forv   her, 

after  thfni  thu  Valkvr  couivs. 


I 


Tlien  thn'w  Frithiof  down  hU  niantlt*,  and 

u|KMi  thi*  j^rernHward  hpn-ad, 
And  the   auiinit  kinj;  mi  trustful  Liid  on 

Krithiiif's  knt*i>  his  head. 
Slept  in*  oatnily  :li  the  her«i  hU*e|Hrth,  after 

star's  alarm. 
On  his  bhield,  or  as  an  infant  sleeps  u|>ou 

its  nii»thi'r*s  arm. 

As  he  ^lunlUT!t,  hark  !  then*  sinpi  n  coal- 

l>lai'k  hint  U|N>n  the  Imu^h  ; 
**  Hapten,   F'rithinf,  slay  the  old  man,  end 

ymir  i(ii:irrfl  at  a  Mow  : 
Take  liiH  i|ii«-i  II,  fur  >)ie  i-  thine,  and  tmco 

tlif  i>rid:il  ki****  sin*  ^-i^e* 
Now  no  liiiiiiaii  e\e  UhnltU  thi*4*,  deep  and 

5ili'nt  is  the  ^rave." 

Frithiof  listen^  :  hark  !  tln-n-  ^in^^  a  finuw- 

wliite  hinl  ii|Nin  the  Ihiiil^Ii  : 
*' Thoii|;h    iMi     human    eye     liehi'Ms    thee, 

Hiliii's  eye  U-holtU  thee  nnw. 
C«iw:ird  !  Hilt   tliiiii  niiinler  sh*»'p,    and   a 

ill  friiirli  1^  «iltl  man  ulay  ! 
Wh.ttMH '•  r    thou    iriiin*Ht,    thou    raiist   nut 

iftiii  a  hi- n  1*1  fame  thiH  iftay." 

ThiM     tii>'     twii     MiHid-liirils    dul     warhle  : 

)  ritliixt  t>M>k  Iti^  \\:ir-*iHori(  i;imhL 
Willi   .1     l.'i'iili  r    liurl'-tl    it    trniii  him,  far 

]!.!•■   t  !i<      ^•li»illl\     \«ihm1. 

('••.iMm.k  k  i'lril  i:.'  <^  iliiMii  til  N.iHtnkUil.  hut 

•  •ti  1i.:!tt.  -iMi'olMi'il  ^^iip^", 
I.iL>-  ttif  ti'iii-  of  )i.ir|i«,  till*  iiilitr,  ••ouiidin^ 

\*\\  ii't-  ilic  «iiii.  ii|>H|irii)i;s. 

>tr;ii^'l.i  ill.  iiji  ;•■!.!  LiliL'  -iM-iki'li*!.  '•  Nweet 
hai  !••  •  ii  !■  •.   -litp."  lie  lanl  ; 

*' rii  .i-aitt!^  -(•••■|..  •■:  ••  ill  the  ••li.tiluw, 
^ cktiti-il  ^-i    I  t>:.i\r  iiLiu's  blade. 


••  It  nvaib  nut,**  Priikkil 

the  North  m*9  nthr 
Sharp,  O  monnreh  1  is  Um 

and  it  spcnks  not 
Murky  spiritji  dwell  in 

from  the  Niffelhrai 
Slumber  in  not  safe   beli 

locki  hut  anger 


•  b 


IV 

FRITIIIOrS 


No  more  sluiU  I 

In  its  upward  nociua 

The  smoke  of  the 

slat'e  : 
The  fates  dt*cree. 
<  >n  the  waste  of  the 
There  is  mj  fatherland. 


NofftUaad.    Urn 


•■yi 


thmw  l%hltt 


(lo  nut  to  the  strand, 
iCiuf;.  with  thy  bride. 
After  the  stars  spread 
the  skr. 

_  w 

PerhapA  in  tbe  sand, 
WzLsheil  up  br  tlii*  tide, 
'l*lie  bune.H  of  the  outlawed 

Tlien,  quoth  the  king, 

**  T  IN  mournful  tu~ 

A  mnii  like  a  whimpering 

The  deaih-Miiig  thry  sing 

Kven  niiw  in  mine  ear. 

Wliat    a%:iiU   it?     He   who 

le. 


THK  cmi.DRKN  OF  THE  LO 

nv   ISAIAA   TZCXtft 

l*i:NTl'(*twT,  day   of 

The  I'burt-h  of  the  vil 

lileainiii)*    «touii    in    the 

( >n  ihf  •pin*  of  the  krlfrvr 

I>ei-ki«l    with  .\  hrart'n    eork*  uie  h 
i  ilainrs  of  the  S 
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Glmnoed  like  the  tongues  of  fire,  beheld  by 

Apostles  aforetime. 
Clear  was  the  heaven  and  blue,  and  May, 

with  her  cap  crowned  with  roses. 
Stood  in  her  holiday  dress  in  the  fields,  and 

the  wind  ana  the  brooklet 
Murmured    gladness    and    peace,    6od*s- 

peace  !  with  lips  rosy-tinted 
Whispered  the   race  of  the   flowers,  and 

merry  on  balancing  branches 
Birds  were  singing  their  carol,  a  jubilant 

hymn  to  the  Highest. 
Swept    and    clean    was    the    churchyard. 

Adorned  like  a  leaf-woven  arbor 
Stood  its  old-fashioned  gate  ;  and  within 

upon  each  cross  of  iron 
Hung  was  a  fragrant  garland,  new  twined 

by  the  hands  of  affection. 
Even  the  dial,  that  stood  on  a  mound  among 

the  departed, 
(There  full  a  hundred  years  had  it  stood,) 

was  embellished  with  blossoms. 
Like  to  the  patriarch  hoary,  the  sage  of  his 

kith  and  the  hamlet. 
Who  on  his  birthday  is  crowned  by  children 

and  children's  children. 
So  stood  the  ancient   prophet,  and  mute 

with  his  pencil  of  iron 
Marked  on  the  tablet  of  stone,  and  mea- 
sured the  time  and  its  changes. 
While  all  around  at  his  feet,  an  eternity 

slumbered  in  quiet. 
Also  the  church  within  was  adorned,  for 

this  was  the  season 
When  the  young,  their  parents'  hope,  and 

the  loved-ones  of  heaven. 
Should  at  the  foot  of  the  altar  renew  the 

vows  of  their  baptism. 
X*herefore  each  nook  and  comer  was  swept 

and  cleaned,  and  the  dust  was 
Blown    from   the   walls   and   ceiling,   and 

from  the  oil-painted  benches. 
There  stood  the  church  like  a  garden  ;  the 

Feast  of  the  Leafy  Pavilions 
Saw  we  in  living  presentment.    From  noble 

arms  on  the  church  wall 
Grew  forth  a  cluster  of  leaves,  and  the 

preacher's  pulpit  of  oak-wood 
Budded  once  more  anew,  as  aforetime  the 

rod  before  Aaron. 
Wreathed    thereon    was    the    Bible   with 

leaves,  and  the  dove,  washed  with 

silver, 
Under   its   canopy   fastened,  had   on  it  a 

necklace  of  wind-flowers. 


But  in  front  of  the  choir,  round  the  altaos 

piece  painted  by  Horberg, 
Crept  a  garland  gigantic  ;  and  bright-ourl- 

ing  tresses  of  angels 
Peeped,  like  the  sun  from  a  cloud,  from 

out  of  the  shadowy  leaf-work. 
Likewise  the  lustre  of  brass,  new-polished^ 

blinked  from  the  ceiling. 
And  for  lights  there  were  lilies  of  Pentecost 

set  in  the  sockets. 

Loud  rang  the  bells  already  ;  the  throng- 
ing crowd  was  assembled 
Far  from  valleys  and  hills,  to  list  to  the 

holy  preaching. 
Hark  I  then  roll  forth  at  once  the  mighty 

tones  of  the  organ. 
Hover  like   voices   from  God,   aloft  like 

invisible  spirits. 
Like  as  Elias  in  heaven,  when  he  cast  from 

o£f  him  his  mantle. 
So  cast  o£f  the  soul  its  garments  of  earth  ; 

and  with  one  voice 
Chimed  in  the  congregation,  and  sang  an 

anthem  immortal 
Of  the  sublime  WalUn,  of  David's  harp  in 

the  North-land 
Tuned  to  the  choral  of  Luther ;  the  song 

on  its  mighty  pinions 
Took  every  living  soul,  and  lifted  it  gently 

to  heaven, 
And  each  face  did  shine  like  the  Holy  One's 

face  upon  Tabor. 
Lo  I  there  entered  then  into  the  church  the 

Reverend  Teacher. 
Father  he  hight  and  he  was  in  the  parish  ; 

a  Christianly  plainness 
Clothed  from  his  head  to  his  feet  the  old 

man  of  seventy  winters. 
Friendly  was  he  to  behold,  and  glad  as  the 

heralding  angel 
Walked  he  among  the  crowds,  but  still  a 

contemplative  grandeur 
Lay  on  his  forehead  as  clear  as  on  moss- 
covered  g^vestone  a  sunbeam. 
As  in  his  inspiration  (an  evening  twilig^ 

that  faintly 
Gleams  in  the  human  soul,  even  now,  from 

the  day  of  creation) 
Th'  Artist,  the  friend  of  heaven,  imagines 

Saint  John  when  in  Patmos, 
Gray,  with  his  eyes  uplifted  to  heaven,  so 

seemed  then  the  old  man  ; 
Such  was  the  glance  of  his  eye,  and  snoh 

were  his  tresses  of  silver. 


602 


TRANSLATIONS 


All  the  congtf  {^tion  arow  in  the  pews  that 

werv  II umbered. 
But  with  a  conliul  look,  to  the  right  and 

the  loft  hand,  the  oUI  man 
Nodding  all  Imil  and  peace,  disappeared  in 

the  inneruiiMt  chancel. 

Simply  and  lolemnlj  now  proceeded  the 

Chrixtian  Mr\'ice, 
Singing  and  prayer,  and  at  last  an  ardent 

discourse  from  the  old  map. 
Many  a  moving  word  ami  warning,  that  out 

of  the  heart  cutiie. 
Fell   like   the   dew  of   the   morning,   like 

manna  on  those  in  the  desert. 
Then,  when  all  was  tinishe<l,  the  Teacher 

reentered  the  chancel. 
Followed  therein  by  the  young.     The  boys 

on  the  right  had  their  places. 
Delicate    figures,  with    close-curling    hair 

and  cheeks  rosy -blooming. 
But  on  the  left  of  these  there  stood  the 

tremulous  lilies. 
Tinged  with  the  blushing  light  of  the  dawn, 

the  diftideiit  maidens,  — 
Folding  their  hands  in  prayer,  and  their 

eyes  cast  down  on  the  nave  me  nt. 
Nov  eaitie.  with  question  ana  answer,  the 

catechism.     In  the  lN*ginning 
Aniwen'd  the  child ri'ii  witb  t run bh^il  and 

faltering  voiiT.  but  the  old  niiiiiN 
Glances  of  kindiirHH  eiii-ouraf^ed  them  soon, 

anil  till*  fliM'triiicH  eterii.il 
Flowed,    like  the   w.itiT«  of   fountains,  so 

clear  from  lip*i  uii|Millutrd. 
(^ch   time  the  answer  wa.H  rlostMl.  ami  us 

oft  a4  they  named  the  K«*fleenii'r. 
I«4iwlv  loiitffl  ttM>  Ih)vs.  an«l  luwiv  the  m.iitl- 

eiiH  all  court **sie<l. 
Friend ly  the  Ti*ai*hiT  st«»ad,  like   an  angel 

of  li^bt  then*  among  them. 
And  to  the  I'hiMreii  e«|ilained  the  holy,  the 

hi(;hfHt,  in  few  wnnU. 
Tlionin^h,  \ft  <«iiii|ile  and  rlear,  for  sublim- 
it \  alwa\«  I*  rtiiiipli', 
li«>th  111  HI- run  111  and  m»iii;,  a  chiM  can  sei/e 

tifi  Its  iiHMnint;. 
K'iU    a<«    (III*    );ri'tii  -  irrowiiit;    bud    unfoUls 

wijt  n  >|iriiii;tii|f  :i|t|irM:irh(*«, 
I^'af  h\    !•  :ii'   |iiii-<  flirt li.  and,   warmed  by 

til'-  r.iii...iii  Hiiiithiiii', 
lilu^lii-o  with  p'lrfili*  aipi  );tild.  till  at  last  the 

|N  rfi-i'!t  il  liliiH^iitn 
0{M-|i-«   It^   ••■(•■rmis   rii.tlii-i*.  .iiid   riH-k»    with 

i:^  •  rii«iii  III  till   bn-i-<«'S, 


So  w&i  unfolded 

salvation. 
Line  by  line  from  the  aool  of 

fathers  and  molbew 
Stood  behind  them  in 

at  the  weU-w€Ha4 

Now  went  the  old  mmb 

—  and  strmightwrnj 
(So  did  it  leem  unto  me) 

fectionate  Teacher. 
Like  the  Lord's  Prophet 

as  Death  ami  at  < 
Stood     he,    the    God- 

•oul  -  seaieher, 

ing. 
Glanees,  sharp  as  a  aword,  solo 

to  him  wf 
Shot  he  ;  his  voice  waa 

the  thunder  afar 
So  on  a  sudden  transflgmod 

he  spake  ami  lie 


I 

t 


"ThU  U  the  &itb  of  tko  Fi 
faith  the  Apontlca  dslimaj. 
This   is   moreover  the  faitli 

baptised  joo,  vhSU  atill  jo 


Lay  on  your  mothen* 

the  portals  of  hoa* 
Slumbering  received   joa 

Church  in  iu  boaoB  ; 
Wakened  from  sleep  an  jo 

light  in  its  raaiaat 
Downwsird  rains  from  the 

on  the  thirshold  of 
Kindly  she  frees  yoa  acaia,  lo 

make  yoar  electioat 
For  she  knows  nanghl  of 

only  convictioo  <lceu«t^ 
This  is  th<*  hour  of  yoar  tria^  i 

point  of  riisteaer. 
Seed  for  the  coming  days  ; 

cation  departeth 
Now  fn>m  vour  lips  the 

ye,  Li* fore  ve  make 
Think  nt»t,  oh  tbtnk 

Cfivr  the  quratiomag  T 
Sharp  is  hi*  eye  to-day«  aad 

rents  upuB  falsehood- 
Rnter  not  with  a  lie  on  Lifr*a 

multitude  hears  to«, 
Br^ithen  and  sister*  and  nai 


u|Min  earth  is  aaa  ftoiy 
Stondeih   before  yonr  ai|[te  ••  A  v| 
the  Judge  evei  ~ 
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>ks  from  the  san  down  upon  yoa,  and 

angels  in  waiting  beside  him 
vre  your  confession  in   letters  of  fire 

apon  tablets  eternal. 
DS,  then,  —  believe  ye   in   God,  in  the 

Father  who  this  world  created  ? 
n  who  redeemed  it,  the  Son,  and  the 

Spirit  where  both  are  united  ? 
U  ye  promise  me  here,  (a  holy  promise  I) 

to  cherish 
1  more  than  all  things  earthly,  and  every 

man  as  a  brother  ? 
U  ye  promise  me  here,  to  confirm  your 

^th  by  your  living, 
heavenly  faith  of  affection  !  to  hope,  to 

forgave,  and  to  suffer, 
what  it  may  your  condition,  and  walk 

before  God  in  uprightness  ? 
d  ye  promise  me  this  before  God  and 

man  ?  "  —  With  a  clear  voice 
wered  the  young  men  Yes !  and  Tes  ! 

with  lips  soft^-breathiug 
wered   the   maidens  eke.      Then   dis- 
solved from  the  brow  of  the  Teacher 
ids  with  the  lightnings  therein,  and  he 

spake  in  accents  more  gentle, 
;    as  the  evening's  breath,  as  harps  by 

Babylon's  rivers. 

Hail,  then,  hail  to  you  all !     To  the 
heirdom  of  heaven  be  ye  welcome  I 

Idren  no  more  from  this  day,  but  by 
covenant  brothers  and  sisters  I 

y  —  for  what  reason  not  children  ?    Of 
such  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven. 

•e  upon  earth  an  assemblage  of  children, 
in  heaven  one  Father, 

ing  them  all  as   his   household,  —  for- 
giving in  turn  and  chastising, 

it  is  of  human  life  a  picture,  as  Scripture 
has  taught  us. 

st  are  the  pure  before  God  !    Upon  pur- 
ity and  upon  virtue 

iteth   the   Christian  Faith  ;  she  herself 
from  on  high  is  descended. 

rag  as  a  man  and  pure  as  a  child,  is  the 
sum  of  the  doctrine, 

ich  the  Divine  One  taught,  and  suffered 

and  died  on  the  cross  for. 
as  ye  wander  this  day  from  childhood's 
sacred  asylum 

>mward,  and  ever  downward,  and  deeper 

in  Age's  chill  valley, 
how  soon  will  ye  come,  —  too  soon  I  — 
and  long  to  turn  backward 


Up  to  its  hill-tops  asain,  to  the  8un-illa« 

mined,  where  Judgment 
Stood  like  a  father  before  you,  and  Pardon, 

clad  like  a  mother. 
Gave  you  her  hand  to  kiss,  and  the  loving 

heart  was  forgiven. 
Life  was  a  play  and  your  hands  grasped 

after  the  roses  of  heaven  I 
Seventy  years   have  I  lived  already  ;  the 

Father  eternal 
Grave  me  gladness  and  care  ;  but  the  loveli- 
est hours  of  existence. 
When  I  have  steadfastly   razed  in  their 

eyes,  I  have  instantly  Known  them. 
Known  them  all  again  ;  —  they  were  my 

childhood's  acquaintance. 
Therefore  take  from  henceforth,  as  guides 

in  the  paths  of  existence, 
Prayer,  with  her  eyes  raised  to  heaven, 

and  Innocence,  bride  of  man's  child- 
hood. 
Innocence,  child  beloved,  is  a  guest  from 

the  world  of  the  blessed. 
Beautiful,  and  in  her  hand  a  lily  ;  on  life's 

roaring  billows 
Swings  she  in  safety,  she  heedeth  them  not, 

in  the  ship  she  is  sleeping. 
Calmly  she  gazes  around  in  the  tarmoil  of 

men  ;  in  the  desert 
Angels  descend  and  minister  onto  her  ;  she 

herself  knoweth 
Naught  of   her  glorious   attendance  ;  but 

follows  faithful  and  humble. 
Follows  so  long  as  she  may  her  friend  ;  oh 

do  not  reject  her. 
For  she  cometh  from  God  and  she  holdeth 

the  keys  of  the  heavens. 
Prayer  is  Innocence'  friend  ;  and  willingly 

flieth  incessant 
'Twixt  the  earth  and  the  sky,  the  carrier- 
pigeon  of  heaven. 
Son  of  Eternity,  fettered  in  Time,  and  an 

exile,  the  Spirit 
Tugs  at  his  chains  evermore,  and  stroggles 

like  flame  ever  upward. 
Still  he  recalls  with  emotion  his  Father's 

manifold  mansions. 
Thinks  of  the  land  of  his  fathers,  where  blos- 
somed more  freshly  the  flowerets. 
Shone  a  more  beautiful  sun,  and  he  played 

with  the  wing^  angels. 
Then  grows  the  earth  too  narrow,  too  cloae  ; 

and  homesick  for  heaven 
Longs    the     wanderer    again  ;    and    the 

Spirit's  longings  are  worshq)  ; 
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Wumhip  iH  t'alK-d  liiit  iiiustt  beautiful  hour, 

liiiii  itK  ttin^uc  i.s  eutrt^aty. 
Ah  !  whi'U  thr  iiitiriittf  hunlen  of  life   de- 

M'l'iitii'tli  u|Nin  us 
Cruhh-^s  to  rarth  i>ur  hti|N*,  ami.  undrr  the 

f-arth,  ill  thi*  ^ravi-yanl, 
Thfii  it  i-*  pMNl  ti»  pray  uiitu  (roil  ;  fur  hU 

.Mir  row  in;;  chilitrt'ii 
TuniH  ill*  iit'Vr  fnuii  lii.tdiMir,  hut  IIv  hvalfl 

ami  hdpH  ami  t*«»iiMiIr-»  tliciii. 
Yi't  is  it  iNttiT  tfi  pray  when  all  things  ore 

prii.H]M'rou^  with  iis. 
Pray    in    furtunatc   «lay>,    f«>r    life's    most 

iM'autiful   Tortuni' 
Kuft'ls  Ufiin*   till*    KttTnarH  throne  ;  and 

with  liamls  intrrftihlrd, 
i'Riisfs  thankful  and  uiuved  the  only  ^^iTer 

tif  hh'ssin;;**.' 
Or  du  \r  know,  yr  rhililn'n,  one  hlessing 

tliat  I'tintis  nut  fmni  Ili'avenV 
What  h:iN  ni:tnkind  ftir-««Nith,  the  poor  !  that 

it  Ikih  not  n't-rivi'il  ? 
'I'hi*nfort'.  fall  in  the  dust  and  pnty  I     The 

M'r:iph<*  adoriii;; 
(.'t»\ir  xkV.U    pini«iiis   six   their  face   iu  the 

^liiry  I'f  Him  who 
Ilun^  Li-^  ni:iMinr\  jH'mli'nt  on  nau^^ht,  when 

til'-  vrnrifl  III-  t'r«':itfd. 
K^rth  «i' •-I:iri-th  hi^  n  .::ht.  and  the  lirina- 

nitiii  utirr-*  h"»  ;:l<»r). 
Haoi'A    Mi»Mim    aiid     dif.   ami    Ktant    fall 

ilownw:ird  from  h<-.i\rn. 
I>«iwnwanl    liki-    w:tliir<-il    havrs  ;    at    the 

V.K^t  *itr«>kf  i>f  niiiiiiii^ht.  niilh-nniunis 
I«.'iv  tlii'ui.M'lvi-s  duMii  :il    hio  ti-i-t.  and    lie 

!««-i'H  tlh'm,  lull  t'tiiihtt    them  :i.4  no- 

thiiii;. 
Who    «.}.  ill    Nfiml    in    hi*  pn-senre  ?     The 

ur.itli  •!!  th"'  .linliji-  M  territir, 
('a'*t.ii^'    till-    inii>li-iit     tliiwn    at    a    j'lanre. 

Whi  M  llf  '•jM-akn  ill  hm  any^t  r 
IliiiiK'kH  okip  iiki'  thi*  ki«l.  :iuil  miMintain;! 

Ir.ip  lik<>  !lii-  riH-liiii'k. 
Yi  t,        Mh\     an-    >•■    :ifr.u«l,    \e    ehiUln'li? 

Ihn  AW  fill  ;i^«  ■   VT, 
Ah  !  i«>  A  linTi  itiil  (••h1  !     (iiMr«»  \iiiee  wtks 

li-'    111    ifif  «■  i|-!h<|il;ik*'. 
Nut    i:.   'In-   tir«-.  ij--r   f|,i-   •.turni.  Imt   it  wa* 

.■    ■■•-.*  Ii.  •  I'f  r  Mi:;  I'T    ■  .••  ••. 
l.«iVf  :-  ■    .    r.H.i  n!  ■  ii-:i(ii>i)  .  I  iiMrH  csiteuee  ; 

V..-:  !  1      n  ,!|..<'it   liiniilH  r 

I.ii'   in  I.  '     >•  ■■111  l.l.i-  I  hililn-ii  :    Ih*  hiadc 

tl.t  lit  :  ■:  ;}.;<  p  ir|NiHi-  tinl\. 
Oi.ly    fii   !■•%•    .iii-i    (<•  i>«-   )ii\i>l   :i.;.iin,    ll-- 


J 


Into    the    slumberioK 

stand  ittff,  it  laid  iU 
Hand  on  its  brart,  aad  fch  il  m 

with  a  rtame  oof  of 
Queneh,  ub  c|aeiich  Bd 

the  hreath  of  voor 
IxkTe   i.H   life,   but   lutivd 

father  nor  moUwr 
Loved   vuu,  as  (rod   bas 

*t  was  that  yoa  mav  b*  bM 
(jave  He  his  ouIt  Sob.    ^VTbim  li 

«lown  bis  bead  ia  tlH  dmb* 
Solemnized  Lore  iU  thnwpb  ;  tbi 

then  was  cumplrtcd. 
I^>  I  then  was  rent  on  a  aaddn  A 

the  temple,  diiidiaif 
Karth  and  bearen  apart,  aad  Iht  4 

their  sepulcbres  tisB 
WhLH|MTrd  with  pallid  lips 

ears  of  earb  other 
Th*  answer,  but  drean«d  of 

ation*s  eni|(mav  — 
iK'pths   of  Ijox^  atv  A: 

fur  Ixtre  is  A 
Tlierefore,  ehild   «ftf 

the  merciful  L  .,■»,  , 
Wi>h  what  the  liolr  Om 

fmiii  fear,  bal 
Fear  i*  the  virtue  off  slawa  ; 

that  lovetb  b  willti^  ; 
IVrfii't   was  before  God,  mtA  | 

I^ive,  and  Lova  obIj. 
I.ove.4t    ihiiu   <iod  as  tr 

lovest  tbuu  like 
One  is  the  sun  in 

isi  I<4i%'e  altko 
litM^i  nut  each  bamaa  ftgwt  lb 

stamp  on  bis  ~      ~ 
Ui-ail«*Ht  thou  not  in  his  ffj 

\s  he  not  sailiBK 
Lo^t  likr  ih^trlf  on 

it  he  nt»t  iruided 
Ity  the  name  iktar«  that 

fkhouhUt    tbuQ 

ther? 
Ilateth  he    tbee.  foqpre  ! 

ti>  titaiiimer 
<  >f  thf  Ktrmal's 

i«  ralttnl  Kurip 
Knowr«t  thiMi  lliui.  wbo  ffi 

eniwn  of  th«*i 

K.mieHtlv  praynl  for  hia  ffoHb  Isi 

lien-r*  ■' 
\h  *     th«>ii   eunft 

lik«'Wi«e  bis  • 


Ihvbi 
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of  thj  brother  no  ill,  bat  throw  a 
Teil  over  his  failings, 

Oaide  the  erring  aright ;  for  the  good,  the 
heavenly  shepherd 

^ook  the  lost  lamb  in  his  arms,  and  bore  it 

^^         back  to  its  mother. 

-^lus  is  the  fruit  of  Love,  and  it  is  by  its 

^  fruits  that  we  know  it. 

"^^>ve  is  the  creature's  welfare,  with  Grod  ; 
but  Love  among  mortals 

•^  bot  an  endless  sigh  !  He  longs,  and  cn- 
dures,  and  stands  waiting, 

^'Viffers  and  yet  rejoices,   and  smiles  with 

.^^  tears  on  his  eyelids. 

-^ope,  —  so  is  called  upon  earth  his  re- 
compense, —  Hope,    the    bcfriend- 

"^-Hwa  what  she  can,  for  she  points  eTermoro 

up  to  heaven,  and  faithful 
•Plimges  her  anchor's  peak  in  the  depths  of 

the  grave,  and  beneath  it 
faints  a  more  beautiful  world,  a  dim,  but 

a  sweet  play  of  shadows  I 

better  than  we,  have  leaned  on  her 

wavering  promise, 
having  naught  else  but  Hope.   Then  praise 

we  our  Father  in  heaven, 
film,  who   has  given  us  mon;  ;  fur  to  us 

has  Hope  been  transfigured, 
Groping  no  longer  in  night  ;  bbe  is  Faith, 

she  is  living  as&urancff. 
IPaith  is  enlightened  Hoj>e  ;  h\i^  is  light,  is 

the  eye  of  affection, 
J>reams    of   the   longing    iiiUrq/r«;ts,    uittl 

car\'e8  their  ri*ii*m^  irj  uiirble. 
?aith  is  the  sun  of  ]if«;  ;  ai^d  ki/nr  «:'/iutUy 

nance  shUnTk  Iik<:  t}^  iftf-bn-w't, 
For  she  has  lofA^d  'i*^,:*  fj^xi  ;  tlM;  JMrav<rij 

on  its  c^taUir  fo'j.'j'ijLt.'yii 
Draws  she  witL  ci4jL:r>  oowl  v^  ^-arlL,  ai^^i 

the  N«-w  •I»r'ru»vjLi»'UL  t.T.kjr*.fi 
Splendid  with  i>t.*nh'.k  Tw^riv^  .7j  j^'jid^-u  t^^ 

pors  df*<f.-*'WJ:L'fi. 
There  enmptuT»-d  *i^  vwja«m,  mi^  l^^jk* 

at  tl^  ti*Tjr^>!  :^riJl»*:^•.i«:. 
Fears  n</t  tlrf;  w;*  trvc  i-jwc.  a*  tut  iui<li^. 

There fomr  I'.T»r  tij":  •>.#*-%»  :  i'j§  «»«.M'iu  w.J. 

Even  a§  dk^'  '-••.»»*^  vi*  t.-.  1      m**  iL/t*'.  Jtvu, 

L4rre    ii*    k    '.»yi^}    miuv#*      i.t«c    ^  •jj-imIaiml 

Anixxkav  Jv.'^*^  uti'.  /»."i    tu  &rt/»«-iT  w«  '.4^ 


Works  do  follow   uh  all  uiitu  (iml;  iliiirti 

stand  and  Umr  wituoiM 
Not  what   thov  si^rniod,       but  what  thuy 

^^'vrv  only.     lUotuiiul  in  hn  ^ho 
Hears  tlu*ir  confoiMi(»n   Mimiiti  ;   tltoy  ni*n 

inut(«  u|M»n  oartli  until  tii'utli'h  Itttiitl 
Opens  tlu>  uuMitli  of  tho  nilont.     Yn  rliiU 

dn^ii,  diN'N  hoath  i*Vr  iiUnii  you  ? 
Death  is  tlu*  hmthi^r  of  Luvn,  twin-)irutluir 

is  ho,  and  in  «)nly 
More  auHtt^ro  to  Im*Imi1(I.     Willi  a  kiNM  ii|miu 

lipM  that  uit*  fudiiig 
Takes  ho  tlio  soul  and  di'piirtii,  and,  I'in'UchI 

in  tho  arniH  of  alTfction, 
PhuM'H  tlio  nuiMonitMl  i^hild,  now  iNirn,  'foro 

the  fiu'ti  of  itn  fuLlicr. 
Sounds  of  his  coming  ulrraily    I   Imar,  — 

ff4!«!  dinilv  bin  ninionii, 
Swart  as  the  night,  but  with  ulars  Mlmwu 

niNiu    tlii^iii  I      I    fi'ur    not    iMifom 

hini. 
Death  is  only  mlMuui,  and  in  int^n^y  i«iiiutii. 

On  his  iHMMiin 
Freer  bri-atlii'H,  in  iLn  ('oolnfM,  my  brc;a«l  { 

and  fiu'ff  it»  fiu'9'.  iilaiiding 
Ixiok  I  on  Odd  a«  Hif  in,  a  kun  iiii|#««lliiUi4 

by  vtt|H«rii  ; 
l»</k  on  iUt'  light  of  Ihif  iig<-»  I  Jovtrd,  iUtt 

ejiiritif  tnttu'tiif, 
N'(#bl<:r,  lj«;lti;r  tiian  I  ;  llii'y  niMmi  by  ilm 

lUnm*'  all  tmnft^gmt-d, 
W»ti:d  in  whit<',  aii'i   with  liMf|/e  of  i^'Ati; 

HiM  af  »ingjii|/  ktt  nisiia  tu. 
Writ  in  tl««r  t'UstntVf  ot  li«kv*-i«,  n*  I)**  Imu- 

gijiijtf''  Kf^/k^ii  l/y  ifc'j^*  Ic 
V'/u,  in  ilk*'  iintttiur,  vt:  *i*tUi9*t*  \AtU/V4e4, 

Hi:  *Hklk'.  *\u)   febjt.)j  /lilt«/i-«, 
,SVv«-f  f«/iyi  ft   iJi     lij*    Wikiv  :        tl*i  ij    wrl 

Vi  t«VU     '.<.•.•      luwn*     •/    *ti      lt««      U«-f«    '       J    iil»k4; 
jtfjr*      '.i<t->       '/*  (Vf       •i:-.l««:W       ll*f       11^        '.liiil     i 
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Faithful,  to  far  a8  I  know,  of  thy  word ; 

Rgmin  may  tbey  know  me. 
Fall  on  thfir  Tt>arbiT*a  brvait,  and  before 

thy  fac  e  niuy  I  nlaco  them. 
Pure  at  they  now  are,  hut  only  more  tried, 

and  exflaiiuinj;  with  eludneM, 
Father,   lo  I  I  am  here,  and   the  children, 

whom  thou  hast  given  me  I  " 

Weefung  he  Hfiake  in  these  words  ;  and 

now  at  the  beek  of  the  old  man 
Knee  afi^inst  knee  they  knitted  a  wreath 

round  the  altar's  eneloiiure. 
Kneeling  he  read  then  the  iirayera  of  the 

consecration,  and  softly 
With  him  the  children  read  ;  at  the  close, 

with  tn<muIous  accents. 
Asked  he  the  |teai*e  of  llea%*en,  a  benedic- 
tion upon  them. 
Now   should  have  ended   his   task  for  the 

day  ;  the  f«  ill  owing  Sunday 
Waa  for  the  young  appointed  to  eat  of  the 

l^rd*8  holy  Supper. 
Sudden,  as  struck  from  the  clouds,  stood 

the  Teacher  silent  and  laid  his 
Hand  on  his  forehead,  and  caht  his  looks 

upwiird  ;  while  thoughts   high  and 

holy 
Flew  through  thf  rniiNt  of  his  soul,  and  his 

eyes  glanced  with  wonderful  bright- 
ness. 
**C)n  the  next  Sunday,  who  knows  !  perhaps 

I  shall  n"»t  in  tlu*  gmveyjinl  ! 
Sttme   one    |»erh.i|ts   nf    younu'lves,  a   lily 

hniken  nntimelr, 
liiiw  di»wn  \\'\%  hea«l  to  the  earth  :  why  de- 

l:iy  I  ?  the  hour  i«t  arcnni]ili«hed. 
Warm  in  the  hfart  ;  —  I   will  !  for  to^lay 

gniwt  tlv  harvest  of  heaven. 
\\  hat    I    iN'^nti    aceonipliiih   I   now  ;    what 

fiilinL;  tlii'r«>in  ii» 
I.  the  old  ni:ui.  will  answer  to  (tnd  and  the 

n*vrrpnii  f.i(h«*r. 
S;iv  to  iiiM  onl\.   \i«  I'iiililn'n.  ve    drni/en^ 

iii'%%^niiii*  ill  ht'ii^t'h. 
Are  ye  r*-kil\  iIhh  4l:iv   In  t-at  of  the  breail 

•  f  Atitiiiiii'Mt  '.• 
\Vli4t  It   di-iiiiti  rh.  thnt   know  ye  full  well, 

I  h.ivf  tiiM  it  \<>ii  (ifTt-ii. 
(^l  the  iii'M  iiiYtii.ii.t  ^\  iiiImiI  it  i«,«»f  Atone- 

iii»-nt  .1  !i-kf!i. 
St.tl  !.^Ki^l      U-iwri'ii     rarth     ntnl      h«*aven. 

M  111  K\   111-*  •■n««  aiiil  tr:in«tjre*^iinii 
Kar  h-i^  »  iii'li  r*'il  fr«'in  ('ut*\    from   In*  e*- 

sriii-r.     '1  was  in  the  U'giuning 


Fast  by  the  Tm  of  KaowWfthe  Id 

it  hangs  its  cfow  •*«r  the 
Fall  to  this  dav  ;  IB  th9  Tho«fhl  b  Ik 

in  the  beait  th»  AuommmmttL 
Infinite  U  the  fall,  —  iW  AlnMHli 

likewise. 
See!  behind  me.  M  far  M  Ikt  di  B 

members,  and  forw^ 
Far  as  Hope  in  her  flight 

her  wearied  pininasi 
Sin  and  Atonement  laecasail  ^ 

lifetime  of  awrtalSft     * 
Sin  is  brought  forth  full  gi  w ; 

ment  sleeps  in  oar  bon^ 
Still  as  the  cradled  baht  ; 

heaven  and  of  aagvls^ 


Cannot   awake    to 

tones  in  the  harp's 
Spirits  imprisoned,  that 

deliverer's  flagar. 
Therefore,  ve  childm 

the  f^riaee  of  Ai 
Woke  the  slamherer 

stands 

dent. 
Bright  as  the  Tanlt  of  Iha  aiiy, 

with  Sin  and  o\ 
Downward  to  earth  Ha 

figured,  the 
Not  from  the  heart  ta  lika 

He  still  lives  ia  tha 
Loves  and  atonea 

Time  is,  is  A 
Therefi»r«»  with  reve 

vi^iihle  token. 
Tokens  are  dead   if  the 

Tlie  light  evrrUsti 
Tnto  the  blind  is  aot,  hat 

eye  that 
Neither  in  bread  Bor 

heart  that  is  hallo«i4 
Lieth  forgive 

alone  of  amend 
Fruits  of  tlie  earth 

thini*«,  and  it 
Sin  and  the  garrdiin  of 

with  his  arms 
l*i*niti*nef  werping 

that  i«  lrie«l, 
Turififd  forth  fmm  the 

mankinfl  hv  A 
Hri'aketh  Aionemrnt's 

.Xtonement'i 
Hut  hf  who  eometh   a 

with  hat*  ia  hia 


ak 

il 
I 
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ffing  at  men  and  at  God,  is  guilty  of 

Christ's  blessed  body, 
i  the  Redeemer's  blood  I     To  himself 

he  eateth  and  drinketh 
ith  and  doom  !    And  from  this,  preserve 

OS,  thou  heayenly  Father  ! 
ye  ready,  ye  children,  to  eat  of  the 

bread  of  Atonement  ?  " 
IS  with  emotion  he  asked,  and  together 

answered  the  children, 
es  1  **  with  deep  sobs  interrupted.    Then 

read  he  the  due  supplications, 
d   the   Form   of  Communion,   and  in 

chimed  the  organ  and  anthem  : 
Holy  Lamb  of  God,  who  takest  away 

our  transgressions, 
ir  us  !  giye  us  thy  peace  !  have  mercy, 

have  mercy  upon  us  I  " 
old    man,  with   trembling  hand,   and 

heavenly  pearls  on  his  eyelids, 
sd  now  the  chalice  and  paten,  and  dealt 

round  the  mystical  symbols, 
then  seemed  it  to  me  as  if  Grod,  with 

the  broad  eye  of  midday, 
irer  looked  in  at  the  windows,  and  all 

the  trees  in  the  churchyard 
red  down  their  summits  of  green,  and 

the    grass  on  the   graves  'gan    to 

shiver, 
in   the   children  (I   noted  it  well ;  I 

knew  it)  there  ran  a 
mor  of    holy   rapture    along    through 

their  ice-cold  members, 
ked  like   an  altar  before  them,  there 

stood  the  green  earth,  and  above  it 
iven   opened    itself,  as   of  old  before 

Stephen  ;  they  saw  there 
Liant  in  glory  the  Father,  and  on  his 

right  hand  the  Redeemer, 
ler  them  hear  they  the  clang  of  harp- 

strinors,  and  angels  from  gold  clouds 
kon  to  them  like  brothers,  and  fan  with 

their  pinions  of  purple. 

!Iosed  was  the  Teacher's  task,  and  with 

heaven   in   their  hearts    and    their 

faces, 
rose  the  children  all,  and  each  bowed 

hira,  weepinp^  full  sorely, 
wnward  to  kiss  that  reverend  hand,  but 

all  of  them  pressed  he 
ved    to   his    bosom,  and    laid,   with   a 

prayer,  his  hands  full  of  blessings, 
w  on  the  holy  breast,  and  now  on  the 

innocent  tresses. 


KING   CHRISTIAN 

(Kong  Christian  stod  vbd  h0ibn  mast) 

A   NATIONAL  SONG  OP  DENMARK 

Written  daring  a  riait  to  Copenhasm  in  Septembf , 
1886.  The  poet  first  beerd  the  air  from  aome  8trolUii|| 
muaician  in  a  coffee-houae,  and  looking  up  the  worda 
bv  Johannes  Erald  in  his  lyrical  drama  FUkmm§  {Tkt 
Ftshennen)f  Act  ii.  8c.  t.,  translated  them. 

Kino  Christian  stood  by  the  lofty  mast 

In  mist  and  smoke  ; 
His  sword  was  hammering  so  fast, 
Through  Cothic  helm  ana  brain  it  passed  ; 
Then  sank  each  hostile  hulk  and  mast. 

In  mist  and  smoke. 
"  Fly  !  "  shouted  they,  "  fly,  he  who  can ! 
Who  braves  of  Denmark's  Christian 

The  stroke  ?  " 

Nils    Juel  gave    heed    to   the    tempest's 
roar. 

Now  is  the  hour  I 
He  hoisted  his  blood-red  flag  once  more. 
And  smote  upon  the  foe  full  sore. 
And  shouted  loud,  through  the  tempest's 
roar, 

"  Now  is  the  hour  I " 
"  Fly  ! "  shouted  they,  "  for  shelter  fly  ! 
Of  Denmark's  Juel  who  can  defy 

The  power  ?  " 

North  Sea  I  a  glimpse  of  Wessel  rent 

Thy  murky  sky  I 
Then    champions    to    thine    arms    were 

sent  ; 
Terror  and  Death  glared  where  he  went ; 
From  the  waves  was  heard  a  wail,  that 
rent 

Thy  murky  sky  ! 
From  Denmark  thunders  Tordenskiol', 
Let  each  to  Heaven  commend  his  soul. 

And  fly  ! 

Path  of  the  Dane  to  fame  and  might  I 

Dark-rolling  wave  I 
Receive  thy  friend,  who,  scorning  flighty 
Goes  to  meet  danger  with  despite, 
Proudly  as  thou  the  tempest's  might, 

Dark-rolling  wave  ! 
And  amid  pleasures  and  alarms. 
And  war  and  victory,  be  thine  arms 

My  grave  1 
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Tin:  ni.ECTKi)  kni(;ht 

(I)FN    l'l>KAAKNR    KlI'tHK) 

Thla  ■tmiffp  Ufl  Miiucwhat  iiiyntira!  IiaIImI  U  fron 
Nyvrupftiul  lUliU-k'M /J<ir>/ir  lij^r.rr.i  .Vuhtelul'trrrm. 
It  HViii*  !••  rrtrr  tt>  tlif*  firpt  iirv-Achinc  ••!  t'linatiAiiity 
Id  tlw  Niirtti.  aihI  !••  thf  iimtitiitMiitif  KniKlil-KiTMitry. 
Thr  lUrrr  iuAiilrii«  1  »ii|i|h>Hi  !••  !>•  KaiiIi.  Ilnpr,  aihI 
CiMrity.  TIf  irtvi:i.UritirM  ■•(  th«>  unKiiuil  have  hmm 
CVrfully  |irrM-rvr<i  111  ttir  tfiUialAlitW.      II    W.  L. 

SiK  Ol.ri  111*  rilli-tli  over  thr  pl.iiii. 

Full  M'Vfii  luilfs  tirt»ail  hii«1  Mvcn  iiiUom 
wiilc. 
Hut    nrviT,  ah    iirviT  cnn   lufct   willi  tin* 

IllilU 

A  tilt  with  hitii  dun*  riiir. 

He  Na«'  uuiltT  the  hilUitlf* 

A  Kiii^itt  full  %ifll  f  i|ui|)|H>il  ; 
lli<«  HtfiMl  WHN  hlui'k.  hirt  hrlin  wiu  Uirrcil  : 

111*  w:i.<i  ridiu};  at  full  ^|K■l•tl. 

III*  won*  niNiii  hih  spurs 

Twi'lvf  litlh*  ^lilili-ii  binls  ; 
Aiitiu  hf  >]iurnMl  hiN  ^tl>t•ll  with  a  cUinf*. 

Ami  thi-n'  >.i(  all  thr  hints  autl  miu);- 

III*  Wiin*  u|Miii  liiH  iii;iil 

Twi'Kr  litlli-  ;ji»|i!«-n  wlirrN  ; 
Aiioti  iu  ("ihlit-"  th«'  ^%ilil  WivA  liji'w. 

Ami  niiiuil  iiiiil    rtiiiiiil  thf  «ht*«*ls   tboy 
thw. 

IIi>  won*  iH'fnn*  his  hn-a^t 

V  I  nil*''  tli:it  w:is  pni'MMi  iu  n**>t  : 

Aii'l  if  \«  •«  HlcirfM-r  tli:iti  (li.-iiutiiiil-«tniM*, 
It  III. til'-  >ir  <Hiif'>.  hfiirt  tM  ^niuu. 

lit'  wi'Tv  ii|Miii  lii*.  hi  Ini 

A  « r»  .i!h  «•!  r  iiM\  i,'"M  ; 
Vti'lt'   tt  i^iNi    t.iiii  till-  .M:iiiirn«i  TliP'P, 
'1  I.-    \«Miii^i-Ht  M:i^  fair  til  )h-|i(i1(I. 

Sir  '  »i  if  ■!  .•  ••-■iHil  tl..-  Kii!.:lit  iftMMiu 
li  i.i    .\  •  T*    •  ••III!    tr -r     Im  i\i  fi  iliiHii  : 

••  Ar!     Ml  «.i     1  liri-t     •■!      Ill  i\rii,"    «|iiiith 

I  , 

"NiWi'.l    I   \  I-  M  It.'    III.!"  tln-r.'* 

••  I    I'l.   I."'  i    !if  !«•   t).'    *  !•-•■. I?. 

'1  li-.'i  -■  i!'  i..»  •.  i-  l<i  •!.■  •  \»  t  : 

I  .I"     !••  I   r.k!i«i«:i  K:.  jlit, 

'lht<*       It  •••ii^l      M.i;'ii||^    \..i\v     luc     l*r- 
•  •' 


•*  Art  thoa  a  Kniffht  cfectad. 

And  have  three  nuudcM  tkm  M^ 
So  shall  thou  ride  a  taU  thk  4it. 

For  all  the  Maideaa'  boaor  I  * 


The  first  tilt  tber  tofretbrr 
They  |Hit  their  atmU  Co  tkt 

The  MM-oiid  tilt  thev  tngethrt 
They  proved  tbeir 


Thi<  thini  tilt  they  top-ther 
Nfither  of  tliem  w«mM  yiM  : 

Till*  fourth  tilt  ihry  to|>rtber 
TlifV  liuth  fell  oa  the  field. 


Now  lie  the  lord*  upon  the 
And  tlieir  hliNMl  runs  anCo 

Now  «lt  the  Mniileon  in  the  high 
The  youngeitt  M>rrovi  liU 


CHILDHOOD 

lI)A  |CG  VAa  tiUMi 


BY    JENS    IMMANL'CL 


TiiFRK  waji  n  time  whra  I 

When  niv  wliole  fraoie 
height  ; 
S«-i>rtly.  a.H  I  n-cal1  it,  tears  do  fal. 

AufI  then'fure  I  ircall  it 


I  }»|Hirteil  iu  my  tendi-r  molkrr's  warn 

Ami    nMlf  a- horseback   om  bat  I 

kuff  ; 

Alike  ^rn-  Mirmvs.  paMioBS  aad  ak 

Ami  jcdil.  nud  (tre«k,aBd  lo>ff«wai 

to  uie. 

'Hien  f>ri  iiMil  to  me  this  wofld  lai 

"•j.'i*, 
I.ikrwiM*   it  seemed  to  mm  Vam 

f:ir  ; 
l.iki*   |M.iittA  in   bearen,   I   law  tk 

ariv. 
Ami  liip::i-tl  for  winK*  ^^^  1 

a  ntar. 


I  «.iw  tlit>  luiHin  Iv'hind  tW  ialsBd  h 
Ami  fl i;hl,  **Oh,  wiv  1  «■  ifct 

I  iiiuM  t.ml  one  of  what  iW  amaa  i 
Kiiul  ••n(  Ihiw  laripp  it  aa 
I.i.r  . 
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idering,    I    saw    God's   sun,    throagh 

western  skies, 
ink  in  the  ocean's  gulden  lap  at  night, 
,  yet  upon  the  morrow  early  rise, 
tkd  paint  the  eastern  heaven  with  crim- 
son light ; 

.  thought  of  God,  the  gracious  Heavenly 

Father, 
Hio  made  me,  and  that  lovely  sun  on 

high, 
I  all  those  pearls  of  heaven  thick-strung 

together, 
topped,  clustering,  from  his  hand  o'er 

ail  the  sky. 

Ji  childish  reverence,  my  young  lips  did 

say 
lie  prayer  my  pious  mother  taught  to 

me  : 
gentle  God  I  oh,  let  me  strive  alway 
till  to  be  wise,  and  good,  and  follow 

thee  I " 

grayed  I  for  my  father  and  my  mother, 

jid  for  my  sister,  and  for  all  the 
town  ; 

I  king  I  knew  not,  and  the  beggar-bro- 
ther, 

Thoj  bent  with  age,  went,  sighing,  up 
and  down. 

y  perished,  the  blithe  days  of  boy- 
hood perished, 

nd  all  the  gladness,  all  the  peace  I 
knew  I 

7  have  I  but  their  memory,  fondly  cher- 
ished ;  — 

od  I  may  I  never  lose  that  too  I 


FROM   THE  GERMAN 


I  fint  ten  of  the  following  poemi  are  all  from  the 
le  Voices  of  the  Sights  into  which  they  were  brought 
le  mo«t  part  from  Hyperion.  The  winter  of  1^6, 
by  Mr.  Longfellow  in  Oermany,  appears  to  have 
the  time  when  most  of  his  translations  from  Oer- 
poetry  were  made. 


THE    HAPPIEST    LAND 

There  sat  one  day  in  quiet, 
By  an  alehouse  on  the  Rhine, 

Four  hale  and  hearty  fellows. 
And  drank  the  precious  wine. 


<i 


The  landlord's  daughter  filled  their  caps, 

Around  the  rustic  board  ; 
Then  sat  they  all  so  calm  and  still. 

And  spake  not  one  rude  word. 

But  when  the  maid  departed, 

A  Swabian  raised  his  hand. 
And  cried,  all  hot  and  flushed  with  wine^ 

*<  Long  live  the  Swabian  land  ! 

The  greatest  kingdom  upon  earth 

Cannot  with  that  compare  ; 
With  all  the  stout  and  hardy  men 

And  the  nut-brown  maidens  there.*' 


"  Ha  I  "  cried  a  Saxon,  laughing, 

And  dashed  his  beard  with  wine  ; 

« I  had  rather  live  in  Lapland, 

Than  that  Swabian  land  of  thine  ! 

"  The  goodliest  land  on  all  this  earth. 
It  is  the  Saxon  land  ! 
There  have  I  &s  many  maidens 
As  fingers  on  this  hand  I " 

"  Hold  your  tongues  I  both  Swabian  and 
Saxon  I " 

A  bold  Bohemian  cries  ; 
"  If  there  's  a  heaven  upon  this  earth. 

In  Bohemia  it  lies. 

<<  There  the  tailor  blows  the  flute, 
And  the  cobbler  blows  the  horn. 
And  the  miner  blows  the  bugle. 
Over  mountain  gorge  and  bourn.'' 

And  then  the  landlord's  daughter 
Up  to  heaven  raised  her  hand. 

And  said,  "  Ye  may  no  more  contend,  — 
There  lies  the  happiest  land  I " 


THE   WAVE 

(Die  Welle) 

BY  CHRISTOPH   AUGUST  TIEDGE 

"  Whither,  thou  turbid  wave  ? 
Whither,  with  so  much  haste, 
As  if  a  thief  wert  thou  ?  " 

**  I  am  the  Wave  of  Life, 
Stained  with  my  margin's  dust ; 
From  the  struggle  and  the  strife 
Of  the  narrow  stream  I  fly 
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TRANSLATIONS 


To  tbi*  Sea*ft  imiueniiity. 
To  warth  from  lue  tkc  Mlime 
Of  the  luudily  banks  of  Time.** 


TMK    DKAD 

BV   KKNST   ST(K  KMANN 

IldW  they  »o  Hoftly  rvat. 
All  tbev  tlu*  holv  oiios, 
I'nto  whose  ilwelliji^>plac<» 
Now  doth  11) V  s«>iil  «lraw  near  ! 
How  thfv  so  Miftlv  n-st. 
All  in  their  Atlent  f^ntves, 
D«*i*|>  to  corrupt  if  )n 
Slowly  ilown -sink ill i;  ! 

Aiul  t)ii*y  no  loni^T  weep, 
Hens  whfn*  cmiipliiint  is  blill  I 
Anil  tlii'y  no  lonpT  f*'el, 
Here.  wImtv  all  ^huluew  fliea  I 
Ami  by  the  cypn'sw* 
Softly  oV^^h:l(lowt^«, 
I'ntil  tin*  Aii^^i-l 
CalU  the  in,  thev  slumber  t 


THK    niRI)   AM)   THE  SHIP 

nv  w  1 1. If  1. 1. M  M(  {  i.i:k 

"  TiiK  riTrrs  niOi  inti>  thf  «iiM, 

Hy  cxstli-  anil  town  thf\  ^n  ; 
Till'  wiiifl-i  iN'hind  ihiMu  nuTnlT 

TlM-ir  iioiiiy  tnini|M*t«  Mow. 

•*Thi'  rliiiwU  nn*  pa'»»»iiiu  far  and  hif^h. 

Wi*  litilt'  lijril^  ill  t).ein  pl:iv  : 
Anil  i*\«  rythint;,  (liit  can  "iiii;  and  lly, 

<itH«H  Willi  lit,  :itiil  fur  away. 

••  I   jjn-»  I  tliif.  1m  limy  1 10:11  !     Whithi'r,  or 

wliriit'f. 

Willi  t\i\  t1«ifTi  riiij;  i;ii|ili'ri  Innd  ?"  — 
"I    jrr»  •  f    till.,    lirili-    lunl  I       To   th«'   widf 


''And  wilt  tboo,  littb 
Thoa  majMt  ttoBd  oa 

For  full  to  tiiikiiif  U  my 
With  mcrxy  com 


"  I  need  not  mid  Mck  miC 
Bonny  boat,  I  cmn  siaf  all 

For  the  uudmnast  tall  too  hmrj  am  i 
bonny  boat,  I  have  wiap  •!  mj  •« 


*'  Hi^h  over  the  laila,  hi|^  •?«  thi  1 
I      JWbo  shall  gaiiuay  tkrw  )•««? 
When  thy  merry  mmpaninai  am  ■ 
U»t, 
Thon  ahalt  bear  tbe  Mmai  of  ay  « 


I 


*'  Who  neither  may  reil,  aoi 
(ffod  bleaf  them  every  oae  t 

I  dart  away,  in  the  bfMit  Um 
And  the  golden  Ael£  «kf  tlH 


**  Thus  do  I  sing  my 
When'Ter  the  foor 

And  thli  same  song,  rov 
Neither  Poet  nor  "^ 


M»h 


WHITHER  I 

(WoNia  0 
BY  WILHEUI   M^LUB 


I  HEARD  a  brooklet 
Fmm  ita  rocky  t 

Down  into  tke  T«Ile 
So  fresh  and 


I  know  not  what     

Nor  who  the  eomwel  gav« 

But  I  nniU  hasten 
All  with  my  pi 


I>ownward.  and  ever 
And  rrrr  the  bffook 

And  i*vi*r  fresher  m 
Ami  ever  ciearvr. 


%i-  ^ 


I  li;i'7*-  fr>>iii  llif  ii:irriivi  Lmtl. 

**  Full  :iiiil  «u<-!]t  II  i^  •■>•  r\   t.iil  ; 

I  H«-«-  ii->  l..!i;;»  r  :i  i.ill, 
I  h.ivt-  fr-f*'-!  .ill  (.1  tlif  «niiriiiini;  ffale, 

Aiiij  •:  Miil  iittt  1ft  iiif  ttaiiil  •till. 


Is  thi«  the  wav  I 

Whither,  d' 
Till  Ml  hajit,  with  tky 

Murniufvd  mv 

m 

What  do  I  say  of  a 

That  can  no 
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water-Dymphs,  that  are  singing 
roundelays  under  me. 

n  sing,  my  friend,  let  them  murmur, 
v^ander  merrily  near ; 
ieXs  of  a  mill  are  going 
8ry  brooklet  dear. 


BEWARE  I 
(Hut  du  dich!) 

•w  a  maiden  fair  to  see. 

Take  care  ! 
an  botl\  false  and  friendly  be, 

Beware  !     Beware  I 

Trust  her  not, 
(  fooling  thee  ! 

as  two  eyes,  so  soft  and  brown, 

Take  care  ! 
ives  a  side-glance  and  looks  down. 

Beware  !     Beware  ! 

Trust  her  not, 
i  fooling  thee  ! 

)he  has  hair  of  a  golden  hue. 

Take  care  I 
w^hat  she  says,  it  is  not  true, 

Beware  !     Beware  ! 

Trust  her  not, 
)  fooling  thee  ! 

as  a  bosom  as  white  as  snow, 

Take  care  ! 
:nows  how  much  it  is  best  to  show, 

Beware  !     Beware  ! 

Trust  her  not, 
)  fooling  thee  I 

;ives  thee  a  garland  woven  fair, 

Take  care  ! 
I  foors-cap  for  thee  to  wear. 

Beware  I     Beware  ! 

Trust  her  not, 
i  fooling  thee  ! 


SOXG  OF  THE  BELL 

jblifihed  in  Ht/perion,  Book  III.  cbftpter  lii. 

of  the  chapter  is  laid  at  InterlachOL     **  The 

in  waa  Betting,"  writes  the  author,  "  wb«n  I 


flnt  beheld  thee.  The  sun  of  life  will  set  ere  I  f orgel 
thee  I  Surely  it  wma  a  eooDe  like  this  thet  inspind  tlM 
iool  of  the  SwiM  poet,  in  hie  Song  o/iU  BeU,^* 

"Bell  !  thou  soundest  merrily, 
When  the  bridal  party 

To  the  church  doth  hie  I 
Bell  I  thou  soundest  solemnly. 
When,  on  Sabbath  morning. 

Fields  deserted  lie  I 

Bell  I  thou  soundest  merrily  ; 
Tellest  thou  at  evening, 

Bed-time  draweth  nigh  I 
Bell  I  thou  soundest  mournfully, 
Tellest  thou  the  bitter 

Parting  hath  gone  by  I 

Say  I  how  canst  thou  mourn  ? 
How  canst  thou  rejoice  ? 

Thou  art  but  metal  dull  1 
And  yet  all  our  sorrowings, 
And  all  our  rejoicings, 

Thou  dost  feel  them  all  I 

God  hath  wonders  many. 
Which  we  cannot  fathom. 

Placed  within  thy  form  I 
When  the  heart  is  sinking. 
Thou  alone  canst  raise  it. 

Trembling  in  the  storm  1 


THE  CASTLE  BY  THE  SEA 

(Das  Schloss  am  Meerb) 

BY  JOHANN   LUDWIG   UHLAND 

**  Hast  thou  seen  that  lordly  oastle. 

That  Castle  by  the  Sea? 
Grolden  and  red  above  it 

The  clouds  float  gorgeously. 

''  And  fain  it  would  stoop  downward 
To  the  mirrored  wave  below  ; 

And  fain  it  would  soar  upward 
In  the  evening's  crimson  glow." 

**  Well  have  I  seen  that  castle. 

That  Castle  by  the  Sea, 
And  the  moon  above  it  standing. 

And  the  mist  rise  solemnly.' 

**  The  winds  and  the  waves  of  ooean. 
Had  they  a  merry  chime  ? 
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TRANSLATIONS 


DidMt  thou  hear,  f nmi  tliiMie  loftT  cluiiiibcn 
Thp  harp  aiul  the  minfltrvl'ii  rhyme  7  " 

**Tlii*  wiiifls  and  the  wavea  of  ocean, 

They  ^t•^ted  (iiiictly, 
Hut  1  heanl  un  the  pile  a  mmnd  of  wail, 

And  team  came  to  mine  eve." 

**  And  Miweiit  tlittii  on  the  turretn 
'I'he  Kiiifr  iiiui  his  myiil  bride? 

And  thi*  uavi'  nf  iheir  eriniHon  niantloa  ? 
And  the  ^Iden  eruwn  uf  pride  ? 

**Jam\  they  not  forth,  in  Riptiire, 

A  U-autcous  nijiiden  then*  ? 
Resph'ndi'iit  as  the  morniu);  sun. 

Beaming  with  golden  hair  ?  *' 

**  Wi'll  saw  I  tht>  aneient  {tanMitu, 

Without  thv  erown  of  pridi'  ; 
Tlit'v  wen'  moving  slow,  in  weeds  of  woe, 

No  maiden  was  hv  their  Bide  I  ** 


THE  BLACK  KNIGHT 

(DiK     >(.MW.\KZK    KITTKK) 
I'.V    jnll.WN    UIiWI*.    I- II  LAN  I) 

T  w%s  IVnt**cfi*it,  thr  I'«a«it  uf  (ilaihiess. 
When  winhU  anil  tit'lil-^  put  off  all  sadness, 

ThuH  lM>g:in  till'  King  and  ^pake  : 
"St  fnmi  thi'  h.ills 
Of  atirinit  Ht>fhurg*s  walls, 

A  luxuriant  Spring  shiill  lin^ak.** 

]>riinM  and  triiiii(M>t<  «*<'ho  hnifUy. 
AV;i\i*  tiif  i-nni^nii  liaiini'pi  pniudly, 

Kmtii  li:ili-iiiiv  th*>  King  lo«iked  un  : 
In  tip'  pl.i\  lit  H|M-:irt, 
Ki'II  :iil  till*  iM\:iliiT^. 

lU-fiip-  tilt'  mmuin-h's  stalwart  sun. 

Til  tin-  liarrii  r  uf  I  In-  l'n;l»t 
KimIi'  :»t   l.i-t  .1  H.il'If   |\ii!g|it 

"  >ir  Kiiii;)it  !  \i*iir  name  and  aculeheon* 

^1%  I' 

••^li-    .'I    I   pijMiL   ;!   Imp-, 

Vf  w  '  til   ■*  I'.il  .i^'li.i»t  with  fi-ar  ; 
I  .III.  I  I'liiii-i-  i>i  ii.ii'ittv  swav  ! 


At  the  flnt  bio 
Fell  the  youth  fi 
Hardly  riiei  from  thm 


»* 


\V|..  ;i  }  ■•  ni«|i-  M.t.»  tin*  li^!-.. 

Dif  .irrli  i'f  !■•  .t\fii  ^Tt'w  Mark  with  miata. 
And  ihi'  iM^iii'  'gall  to  ruck  : 


Pipe  and  viol  eall  tbe 
Tun-h.light  throaicli  ih»  lifk 

Waves  a  mighty  whm ' 
With  manner  bland 
Doth  ask  the  nuuden*a 

Doth  with  her  the 


I>aneecl  in  Mble  iroo 
Daiitie<l  a  measure  weird 

Coldly  clasped  ber  limbi 
Kn>m  breast  and  hair 
Down  fall  fmm  ber  thm  fiur 

Klowen.>U,  faded,  to  thm 


To  the  Rumptnoni ^^ 

Every  Knignt  and  •▼«?▼ 

Twiit  ion  and  dangbtar  all 
With  mournful  mind 
The  aneient  King 

(iazed  at  them  in 


Pale  the  chikln*B  botk  dU 
But  the  euent  a 

**(iolden  wine  will 
Tlie  ehildren  drank, 
(fa\e  many  a  courteo 

*M)h,  thatdraugbl 


v««b 


Kaoh  tlie  father's 
Son  ami  daughter  ; 
rolorlrs'i  gniw  tttlerlT  ; 
!  Wliichever  war 
I^Miks  the  fear-ttmek 
III'  iM'holds  his  ebildivtt 


t 


*•  W.I.. !  (b«*  blessed  rkOdlw 
Takent  thnu  in  tbe  jor  €§  ^ 

Take  me,  too.  tbe  jajltm 
Spaki*  tlu*  grim  G 
Knuii  his  bidhiw, « 

"  ltoM*s  in  tbe  tpruif  I 


SON<;  OF  THE  SILENT  li 


(LiBfi:  Iks  snua 


H^    jollANN   CAl'tl|-.2i 


I 


Into  tbe  SilraiLmiir 
Abl  vbc    ^niM«M 


THE  TWO   LOCKS   OF   HAIR 
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le   evening  sky  more   darkly 

» 

;d    wrecks  lie   thicker  on  the 

• 

with  a  gentle  hand 
hither, 
it  Land  ? 

tt  Laud  ! 
•uudless  regions 
ion  !    Tender  morning-visions 
souls  I     The  Future's  pledge 
ndl 

i  battle  firm  doth  stand, 
)pe*s  tender  blossoms 
it  Land  I 

Land  ! 

oken-hearted 

lerald  by  our  fate  allotted, 

witli  inverted  torch  doth  stand 

th  a  gentle  hand 

f  the  great  Departed, 

t  Laud  ! 


JCK  OF  EDENHALL 
jluck  von  Edenhall) 
ANN    LUDWIG   UHLAND 

the  youthful  Lord 

0  festal  trumpet's  call  ; 
e  banquet  board, 

id  the  drunken  revellers  all, 
ne  the  Luck  of  Edenhall  !  " 

ars  tlie  words  with  pain, 
Idest  seneschal, 
oni  its  silken  cloth  again 
ul.'iss  of  crvstal  tall  ; 
ie  Luck  of  Edenhall. 

Lord  :  **  This  glass  to  praise, 
wiuc  from  Portugal  !  " 
(1  with  trembling  hand  obeys  ; 
t  shiiu'S  over  all, 

1  the  Luck  of  Edenhall. 

ho  Lord,  and  waves  it  light  : 
f  flashing  crystal  tall 
res  the  Fountain-Sprite  ; 

t,  Ifthx^  (jlass  doth  fcdly 
O  Luck  of  Edenhall ! 


"  T  was  right  a  goblet  the  Fate  should  be 
Of  the  joyous  race  of  Edenhall  I 
Deep  draughts  drink  we  right  willingly  ; 
And  willingly  ring,  with  merry  call, 
Kling !  klang  I  to  the  Luck  of  Edenhall  I " 

First  rings  it  deep,  and  full,  and  mild. 
Like  to  the  song  of  a  nightingale  ; 
Then  like  the  roar  of  a  torrent  wild  ; 
Then  mutters  at  last  like  the  thunder's  fall, 
The  glorious  Luck  of  Edenhall. 

*'  For  its  keeper  takes  a  race  of  might, 
The  fragile  goblet  of  crystal  tall ; 
It  has  lasted  longer  than  is  right ; 
Kling  I  klang  I  —  with  a  harder  blow  than 

all 
WiU  I  try  the  Luck  of  Edenhall  I  ** 

As  the  goblet  ringing  flies  apart. 
Suddenly  cracks  the  vaulted  hall ; 
And  through  the  rift,  the  wild  flames  start ; 
The  guests  in  dust  are  scattered  all, 
With  the  breaking  Luck  of  Edenhall  I 

In  storms  the  foe,  with  fire  and  sword  ; 
He  in  the  night  had  scaled  the  wall. 
Slain  by  the  sword  lies  the  youthful  Lord, 
But  holds  in  his  hand  the  crystal  tall, 
The  shattered  Luck  of  Edenhall. 

On  the  morrow  the  butler  gropes  alone, 
The  graybeard  in  the  desert  hall. 
He  seeks  his  Lord's  burnt  skeleton. 
He  seeks  in  the  dismal  ruin's  fall 
The  shards  of  the  Luck  of  Edenhall. 

"The  stone  wall,"  saith  he,  <<doth  faU 

aside, 
Down  must  the  stately  columns  fall ; 
Glass  is  this  earth's  Luck  and  Pride  ; 
In  atoms  shall  fall  this  earthly  ball 
One  day  like  the  Luck  of  Edenhall  I " 


THE  TWO   LOCKS   OF  HAIR 

(Der  Junggesell) 
BY   GUSTAV   PFIZER 

A  YOUTH,  light-hearted  and  content, 
I  wander  through  the  world  ; 

Here,  Arab-like,  is  pitched  my  tent 
And  straight  agam  is  furled. 
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Yet  oft  I  dream,  that  unci*  a  wife 
Cluae  in  my  hvart  wa^  lucked. 

And  in  the  RwiH*t  repoiu*  uf  life 
A  ble8se<l  child  I  riK'kfd. 

I  wake  I     Away  that  dream,  —  away  I 

Too  long  did  it  rrmain  ! 
So  lonf^,  tliat  l»oth  by  night  and  day 

It  ever  comes  ag:iin. 

The  end  lies  e%'er  in  my  thouf^ht ; 

To  a  grave  so  cold  and  deep 
The  mother  beautiful  waH  brought ; 

Then  dropt  the  child  asleep. 

But  now  the  dream  is  wludly  o'er, 

I  bathe  mine  eves  and  see  : 
And    wander     through     the    world    once 
more, 

A  youth  so  light  and  fri-e. 

Two  locks  —  and  tliev  are  wondrous  fair  — 

I^ft  me  tluit  vi.Hioii  mild  ; 
Tlie  l)rt)wn  i.n  fnmi  the  mother**  liair, 

The  bloud  i^  from  the  child. 

And  when  I  see  tluit  lock  of  pild. 

Pale  gniw*  the  i'veninfr-re<l  ; 
And  when  the  ilark  IiH-k  I  l»ehold. 

I  wish  that  I  wen>  dead. 


THE    HKMLOCK   TRKE 

O  llRMMK^K  tn*e  I    (>  hemlock  tree  I   how 
faithful  are  thy  branches  I 
(iH'en  nut  alone  in  summer  time. 
Hut  in  thr  winters  fnwt  and  rime  f 
i)  hemliM'k  tn'i>!    <>  hfuiloek   tree!    how 
fuithful  iin*  thv  bnnehes  ! 

■ 

()  maid**n  fair !  <)  maidfU  fair  !  how  faith- 
It^'*  i%  thy  lHn«>ni  ! 
Ti»  liivc  iiif  in  prii^iM'ritv. 
And  i<*;i\f  III*'  ill  aiiver<*ity  ! 
O  uiaidi'ii  f.iir  !  O  nmitlcii  fjiir  !  how  faith- 
1*  ••«  m  thv  UiMini  ! 

llii' ni^iitiii:;:i]«*  the  nii^htinpilr.  thou  t.ik'itt 
for  ti.iiif  cianiptf  ! 
Ni  lull;;  a,^  •«iiiiiiiit'r  l.iii;;h*  *ln*  »in|*^, 
liiif  !••  '.)i'   .-kiitunm  ^prr.iii^  hprwiii)^. 
Thi*  iii^'l.!.!  jii<  .  !}.••  i.i;:!.*-.ii};.ili-,  thou  tak'ftt 
fur  w.inf  riuUiple  ! 


The  meadow  brook,  the 

mirror  of  thy  fkbthoo^  I 
It  flows  so  loag  m»  Inib  the  ai^ 
In  drought  ita  apriBga  mttm  4k9  i 
The  meadow  brook,  thm  mm4mm  ip 
mirror  of  tky  taimkmA  I 


ANNIE  OF  THARAW 
(Ankb  vox  Tnaajicl 


BY  SIMOM  DAOI 


Annie  of  Tharaw,  my  tr«o 
Shv  is  mv  life,  and  mr 


Wfoafd 


Annie  of  Tharaw  ber  heaft  oi 
To  me  has  surrendcrMi  is  j/ay 


Annie  of  Tharaw,  my  ri 
Thou,  O  my  soul,  my 

Then  come  the  wild 

come  snow. 
We  will   stand   by  ( 

blow. 

Oppression,  and  ti 

Shall  be  to  oar  tme  lore  as 
I 

I  As  the  palm-tree  staadcth 
!  so  tall, 

'  The  more  the  hail  bcata, 
rains  fall,— 


J7. 


S)  love  in  our 

and  stronip, 
Tlirough  cromes,  throagk 

manifold 


Should^t  tbcMi  be  tora  twom  i 

nlone 
In  a  de««>late  land  vhorw  Iht 

known,  — 


llirouch  foresU  1 11  follow, 

M<a  riowi, 
Thruuf^h   ire,   and   throagk 

anil  ITS  uf  fi 


Annie  «if  Tharaw,  my  li^ 

Tlie  thn'sils  uf  oar  iwv  Mvm 

1  une. 


THE  SEA   HATH   ITS   PEARLS 
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I   have   bidden  thee  thou  hast 
lyed, 
forbidden  thou  hast  not  gainsaid. 

le  turmoil  of  life  can  love  stand, 
lere  is  not  one  heart,  and  one 
uth,  and  one  hand  ? 

£  for  dissension,  and  trouble,  and 

if  e  ; 

>g  and  a  cat  live  such  man  and 

e. 

rbaraw,  such  is  not  our  love  ; 
my  lambkin,  my  chick,  and  my 

my  desire  is,  in  thine  may  be 

n  ; 

^  of  the  household,  and  thou  art 

queen. 

O  my  Annie,  my  heai-t's  sweetest 

t, 

es  of  us   twain   but  one  soul  in 

!  breast. 

3  to  a  heaven  the  hut  where  we 

ell; 

ingliug  soon  changes  a  home  to  a 


FATUE    OVER    THE     CA- 
THEDRAL  DOOR 

^As  Steinbild  am  Dome) 
BY  JULIUS   MOSEN 

saints  and  kings  are  standing 
hedral  door  above  ; 
but  one  among  them 
,th  soothed  my  soul  with  love. 

itle,  —  wound  about  him, 
•  robes  tbe  sowers  wind,  — 
vallows  and  their  fledglings, 
;  and  weeds  of  every  kind. 

mds  be  calm  and  childlike, 
wind  and  tempest  wild  ; 
I  like  him  exalted, 
.  be  like  bim  a  child  I 


And  my  songs,  —  green  leaves  and  blos- 
soms,— 

To  the  doors  of  heaven  would  bear, 
Calling  even  in  storm  and  tempest, 

Round  me  still  these  birds  of  air. 


THE    LEGEND   OF  THE    CROSS- 
BILL 

(Dbr  Kreuzschnabel,  No.  3) 

BY  JUUUS  MOSEN 

On  the  croM  the  dying  Saviour 
Heavenward  lifts  his  eyelids  calm. 

Feels,  but  scarcely  feels,  a  trembling 
In  his  pierced  and  bleeding  palm. 

And  by  all  the  world  forsaken, 
Sees  He  how  with  zealous  care 

At  the  ruthless  nail  of  iron 
A  little  bird  is  striving  there. 

Stained  with  blood  and  never  tiring. 
With  its  beak  it  doth  not  cease, 

From  the  cross  't  would  free  the  Saviour, 
Its  Creator's  Son  release. 

And  the  Saviour  speaks  in  mildness  : 
**  Blest  be  thou  of  all  the  good  I 

Bear,  as  token  of  this  moment, 
Marks  of  blood  and  holy  rood  I " 

And  that  bird  is  called  the  crossbill ; 

Covered  all  with  blood  so  clear, 
In  the  groves  of  pine  it  singeth 

Songs,  like  legends,  strange  to  hear. 


THE  SEA  HATH   ITS   PEARLS 

BY  HEINRICH  HEINE 

The  sea  hath  its  pearls, 
The  heaven  hath  its  stars  ; 

But  my  heart,  my  heart. 
My  heart  haih.  its  love. 

Great  are  the  sea  and  the  heaven^ 
Yet  greater  is  my  heart ; 

And  fairer  than  pearls  and  stars 
Flashes  and  b^uns  my  love. 
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Thou  little,  youth  flit  mAidrn, 
CuiiH*  unto  my  i;it>Ht  lieart ; 

My  heart,  aii<l  the  Kea,  and  the  heaven 
Arc  iiieltiiig  away  with  love  ! 


I'OETIC   ArnORISMS 

FROM      THK     SINNCiKDU'HTF.    OF      FRIE- 
DKICH    VuN    I.CK;AU 

MONEY 

WiiKRErNTo  i»  money  piMwl  ? 
Who  luis  it  nut  wuntii  lianlihtMxl, 
Who  haA  it  luiii  nmeh  tnmhle  anil  care, 
AVho  once  luu  hail  it  Iulh  ileH|iair. 

Till.   Itl.sT   MIDI!  INI  S 

Joy  anil  Tt'ni|H* ranee  antl  Ilepone 
Slam  the  lUmr  on  the  doetor*tt  uo&e. 

SIN 

Man-like  is  it  to  fall  into  ain, 
Kii-ml-liki'  is  it  to  ilwfll  therein, 
rhriot-likf  is  it  f»»r  sin  to  prie%*e, 
lifHl-likf  is  it  all  sin  to  leave. 

riiVI  KI  V    ANIi    lii.IMlM  vs 

A  Mind  man  is  a  piMir  man,  and  hlinil  a 

|NNir  man  i<«  ; 
For  thi*  former  sfvlh  no  man,  and  the  latter 

no  man  seen. 

I. AW    OK    I.IFF. 

Livf  I.  sii  livi*  I. 
To  ni\  I«4inl  hi'artily. 
To  iii\   IMtii-i*  faidifiillr. 
To  iiiv  \i'ii;lilHir  honestlv, 
Ihr   1.  Ml  ilir   I. 

r.uthiTin.    l*..|iiili.     r.iUiiii»ti«*,     all     them* 

iTi't-do  :iiiil  iliM  trini-^  thri'e 
Kxt.iiit    :iri-  ;   \\.t    <«till   (}if   limilit   is,   where 

I  i.;  .-•:  iii;t\    im.i\    In- 

■  III     i:i  *• : :  I  -s   MI  A»;  i 

A    inill-*»f:H'    ami    tin-    iiMinan    hi-art     are 

iir<\i  II  f<\i  r  roiMiil  ; 
1 1   t!>i  ^     half    iintliiii-'  •)<«<'  tti  "rind,  tbrv 

i<.'i<t  !}.•  iiiM-iii  H  tit'  ^roiiitil. 


chIistiak 

Whilom  Love  was  lik*  i 

and  comfort  it 
But,  alaa  I  it  now  ii 

bites  ua,  like  ih* 

ART  AKD  TACT 

Intelligence  and  comtcaj  M 

combined  ; 
Often  in  a  wooden  home  a 

tlnd. 

RF.TRIBl-nOSI 

Though  the  milk  of  God 

tliey  pind  ezcccdiag 

Though  with  patience  ke 
with 


TRUTH 


Allien  by   night  the   frogm  uv 
kindle  but  a  tofvk^  ' — 


Ha  I  how  soon  tber  all  ai« 
Truth  lilcncea  thm  ImiL 

RHYMES 


If   porhapa  these  rh 

sound  not  welf  in 
Thev   have   onlr  to 

happens  im>  with 
For  no  long  as  words,  like 
fatherland  their  o«a» 
;  They  will  lie  must  higUj 
I  are  liest  and  I 


SILENT  LOVE 


Who  love 

1^1  htm  love 
And  iirldam  spcMk 


For  in  love  s 
Silence  most  twigm  ; 
Or  it  bringa  thm  hmti 
Snuirt 
Ami  pain. 

liLllSSKI)  ARE  THE  DEJ 

(Si  III.  MNIi.  MB  III  Dait  Htai 
HV   SI  MOV   DACM 

Oil.   how   MrsK   are    y« 

eiideil  ! 
Who,   through  deal^  llAVt 

oi'iided  I 


REMORSE 
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nsen 
cares    which  keep    us  still   in 

11  as  in  a  dungeon  living, 

essed  with  sorrow  and  misgiv- 

takings 

toils,  and    troubles,    and   heart- 

akings. 

v'hile,  are  in  your  chambers  sleep- 

.  set  free  from  all  our  weeping  ; 

lor  trial 

our  enjoyments  with  denial. 

s    wiped   away   your   tears   for 

r; 

bat  for  which  we  still  endeavor. 

e  chanted 

3h  yet  no  mortal  ear  have  haunted. 

would  not,  then,  depart  with  glad- 

s, 

heaven  for  earthly  sadness  ? 
would  languish 
bewailing  and  in  anguish  ? 


[!^hrist,  and  loose  the  chains  that 

d  us  ! 

orth,  and  cast  this  world  behind 

! 

!,  the  Anointed, 

soul  its  joy  and  rest  appointed. 


JERER\S  NIGHT-SONGS 

IS   Nachtlied  and   Ein  Gleiches) 


\NN    WOLFGANG    VON    GOETHE 


J  that  from  the  heavens  art, 
y  pain  and  sorrow  stillest, 
the  d()ul>ly  wretched  heart 
>ly  with  refreshment  fillest, 
weary  with  contendinj^  I 
this  rapture  and  unrest  ? 
e  deseendiii;]^ 
e,  ah,  come  into  mv  breast  I 


II 


O'er  all  the  hill-tops 

Is  quiet  now, 

In  all  the  tree-tops 

Hearest  thou 

Hardly  a  breath  ; 

The  birds  are  asleep  in  the  trees : 

Wait ;  soon  like  these 

Thou  too  shalt  rest. 


REMORSE 

(MUT  AND   UnMUT) 
BY  AUGUST  VON   PLATEN 

How  I  started  up  in  the  night,  in  the  night, 
Drawn  on  without  rest  or  reprieval ! 

The  streets,  with  their  watchmen,  were  loet 
to  my  sight, 
As  I  wandered  so  light 
In  the  night,  in  the  nifi^ht. 

Through  the  gate  with  the  arch  medisTml. 

The    mill-brook    rushed    from  the  rocky 
height, 
I  leaned  o'er  the  bridge  in  my  yearn- 
ing» 

Deep  under  me  watched  I  the  wftves  in 

their  flight, 
As  they  glided  so  light 
In  the  night,  in  the  night, 
Tet  baokwfud  not  one  was  retoming. 

Overhead  were  revolving,  so  countless  and 
bright. 
The  stars  in  melodious  existence ; 
And  with  them  the  moon,  more  serenely 
bedight ; 
They  sparkled  so  light 
In  the  night,  in  the  night. 
Through  the  magical,  measureless  distnnee. 

And  upward  I  gazed  in  the  night,  in  the 
night, 
And  again  on  the  waves  in  their  fleeting  ; 
Ah  woe  f  thou  hast  wasted  thy  days  in 
delight, 
Now  silence  th^m  light. 
In  the  night,  in  the  night. 
The  remorse  in  thy  heart  that  is  beating. 
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FORSAKKN 

SoMETilixcs  the  heart  mutt  hare  to  cherish, 
MuKt  luve  and  juy  and  sorrow  learn, 

Something  with  paiisiun  flaiip,  or  periah, 
And  in  itaelf  to  ajthes  burn. 

So  to  thin  child  my  heart  is  clinging, 
And  it«  frank  vyvAj  with  look  intense, 

Ut*  from  a  world  of  Hin  aru  bringing 
Back  to  a  world  of  innocence. 

Disdain  munt  thou  endure  forever  ; 

Strong  umy  thy  hviirt  in  dang<*r  he  I 
Hiou  ahalt  not  fail  I  but  ah,  lie  never 

False  as  thy  father  was  to  nie. 

Never  will  I  fomako  thee,  faithless. 
And  thuu  thy  mother  ue*er  forstake, 

Until  her  lips  are  white  and  breathless. 
Until  in  death  her  eyes  shall  break. 


ALLAH 

BY   SII  (iFRIFI>   Al'Gt'ST   MAIILUANN 

Am. A II  givoN  11  ^ht  in  darkness, 

Allah  givrH  n-!»t  in  ]»:iili, 
Che4*ks  th;it  nn*  wliitf  with  weeping 

Allah  |Kiints  red  :ig:iin. 

Tlie  tlowen  and  th«*  blossoms  wither, 
Yi*ars  vaiiiith  with  flvini?  fi-^'t  ; 

nut  mr  heart  will  live  on  fnrevert 
Tliat  here  in  sadness  U-at. 

(ilatlly  to  Allnh*«  dwrlling 
Yondt'r  wiiultl  I  take  flight  ; 

Thi'n*  will  tlu'  d:irkni'ss  vanish, 
'i'ht-re  Will  my  eyci  liave  sight. 


FKO.M    rilK   AN(;L()-SAX0N 
Tin:   (iKAvK 

Fi'K  tlii'i*  w:iH  :i  liiiiiM*  built 
y.rr  thill)  i»;i''t  iMini, 
Fur  ll)<-c  w.m  .1  mould  nil  .tnt 
Kri*  tiioii  iif  Miii!iii*r  iMii.t-tt. 
Hut  K  1%  um!  uiaili'  r«ail\, 
Niir  it«i  tli-pth  ni«'ajiiin'«l. 


Kor  U  it  ■••■ 
How  long  it  aUl 
Now  I  briDg  tkm 
Where  Umm 
Now  I  ahftU 
And  the  owald 

Thy  bonae  ii 
Hi^hlr  timbeiedp 
It  IS  iinhigb  eiid  ' 
When  tbmi  art 
The  beel-waje  are 
The  side-wATi  ai 
The  mof  is  bailt 
Thy  brrast  full  sigh. 
So  thou  shalt  is 
Dwell  full  cold. 
Dimly  mad  darfc. 


Doorl 
And  dark  it  is 
There  tho«  art  laal 
And  Death  iMtk  the  kty. 
Loathsome  is  that 
And  grim  withia  tm 
There  thoo  abalt  dweV, 
And 


Thus  tboa  art  Ul, 
And  lea  vest  thj 
Thou  hast  DO  f  licad. 
WLo  will  cooM  to 
Who  will  ever  tee 
Ilitw  that  boose 
Who  will  ever 
Tlie  door  for  tb^. 
And  descend  after 
For  soon  thna  art 
And  hateful  to 


HKOWULF'S    EXPEDrriOV 

HEOKT 


Tiii'i  then,  mneh 
'Pie  son  of  ilcaUaea 
Sirrowrd  eve 
Nfir  might  the 
His  wian  avet^ 
The  war  wi 
TtM)  loath  and 
That  fHi  the 
Dire  wrath  and 
Of  night-woes  tbe 
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This  from  home  heard 

So  that  the  sailors 

Higelac's  Thane, 

The  land  saw. 

Good  among  the  Goths, 
Grendel's  deeds. 

The  shore-cliffs  shining, 

Mountains  steep. 

He  was  of  mankind 

And  broad  sea-noses. 

In  might  the  strongest, 

Then  was  the  sea-sailing 

At  that  day 

Of  the  £arl  at  an  end. 

Of  this  life. 

Then  up  speedily 

Noble  and  stalwart. 

The  Weather  people 

He  bade  hiin  a  sea-ship^ 

On  the  land  went. 

A  goodly  one,  prepare. 

The  sea-bark  moored. 

Quoth  he,  the  war-king. 

Their  mail-sarks  shook, 

Over  the  swan's  road, 

Their  war-weeds. 

Seek  he  would 

God  thanked  they. 

I'he  mighty  monarch, 

That  to  them  the  sear  journey 

Since  he  wanted  men. 

Easy  had  been. 

For  him  that  journey 

Then  from  the  wall  beheld 

His  prudent  fellows 

The  warden  of  the  Scyldiugs, 

Straight  made  ready. 

He  who  the  sea-cliffs 

Those  that  loved  him. 

Had  in  his  keeping, 

They  excited  their  soitls. 

Bear  o'er  the  balks 

The  omen  they  beheld. 

The  bright  shields. 

Had  the  good-man 

The  war-weapons  speedily. 

Of  the  Gothic  people 

Him  the  doubt  disturbed 

Champions  chosen. 

In  his  mind's  thought. 

Of  those  that  keenest 

What  these  men  might  be. 

He  might  find. 
Some  mteen  men. 

Went  then  to  the  shore, 

On  his  steed  riding. 

The  sea^wood  sought  he. 

The  Thane  of  Hrothgar. 

The  warrior  showed. 

Before  the  host  he  shook 

Sea-crafty  man ! 

His  warden's-staff  in  hand. 

The  land-marks. 

In  measured  words  demanded 

And  first  went  forth. 

"  What  men  are  ye 

The  ship  was  on  the  waves, 

War-gear  wearing. 

Boat  under  the  cliffs. 

Host  m  harness. 

The  barons  ready 

Who  thus  the  brown  keel 

To  the  prow  mounted. 

Over  the  watei^street 

The  streams  they  whirled 

Leading  come 

The  sea  against  the  sands. 

Hither  over  the  sea  7 

The  chieftains  bore 

I  these  boundaries 

On  the  naked  breast 

As  shore-warden  bold, 

Bright  ornaments, 

That  in  the  Land  of  the  Danes 

War-gear,  Goth-like. 

Nothing  loathsome 

The  men  shoved  o£F, 

With  a  ship-crew 

Men  on  their  willing  way. 

Scathe  us  might.  .  .  . 

The  bounden  wood. 

Ne'er  saw  I  mightier 

Then  went  over  the  sea-waves, 

Earl  upon  earth 

Hurried  by  the  wind. 

Than  is  your  own, 

The  ship  with  foamy  neck. 

Hero  in  harness. 

Most  like  a  sea-fowl, 

Not  seldom  this  warrior 

Till  about  one  hour 

Is  in  weapons  distinffaished ; 
Never  his  beauty  beues  him, 

Of  the  second  day 

The  curved  prow 

His  peerless  coanteiUHioe  1 

Had  passed  onward 

Now  would  I  fain 
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Your  ori^ii  know, 

Kro  ve  forth 

Am  falsi'  !i|iit*!i 

Into  thf  Until  of  thf  Danes 

Karthrr  fare. 

Now,  ve  dwrllen  nfar-off  1 

Y<>  Hailom  of  tiie  i»ea  . 

LihU'Ii  to  my 

(>n«*-fol<i  tluMif^ht. 

Qiiiokf'st  is  U***t 

To  nizikc  know  n 

Wbeuce  your  coming  may  be.** 


THK     SOLLS     COMPLAINT 
A(;AINST  THK   BODY 

PKOM   THE   AN(iLO-SAXUN 

Mini  it  It^-hovcth 
Kui'li  ont-  nf  mortals 
That  hv  Ills  souPs  journey 
In  liinisi'lf  |K»mlcr. 
How  iliTp  it  may  l>e. 
When  Dfutli  rtini«'th, 
I'lic  UtinU  111*  lirfaki'lh 
Hy  which  w««n'  unitiMl 
The  soul  ami  the  body. 


Ixinf;  it  is  thoniv forth 
£rv  the  stoul  taktth 


From  God  himmlf 
Its  woe  or  iU  «m1  ; 
Aa  in  the  world  mm, 
Ktcd  in  tU 
It  wrought  befc 


The  soul  thAll 
Wailing  with  load 
After  a  ■eimight. 
The  soul,  to  Sad 
The  body 

That  it  ent  dwelt  i 
Three  hundred 
I'nleM  ere  that 
The  Ktemal  Lord, 
The  Almighty  God, 
The  end  of  tbo  worl^ 

Crieth  then,  ao 

With  cold 

And  ftpeaketh  gruBlj. 

Tlie  f^hoat  to  the  daat ; 

•*  Drv  dut  I  thoa 

How' little  didst 

In  the  foolnesa  «rf 

Thou  all  wearast  awaj 

Like  to  the  loam  I 

Little  didst 

How  thr  soal's 

WoukI  le 

When  from  the  body 

It  shooU  be  led  tetk< 


FROM   THE   FRENCH 


SONG 


FROM    THF    rAKAI>I<E   «»r    LOVE 


T*i.«  f.;%i  w<  rk  «•  :  h  Mr    I^-nrfi-ll-iw  |iniitfo|  in  lli» 

w       '   t'4j.  .•'  f   Kfi-ii    'i  I       'ri   ■•  It  .11  •'••ii'i^- li->ii 

•   ■   .    Ii.«  «r1      '.•■  .    "    i»i".       'I  /    /■•      'rrn  --f  t\f  t'^tn    \ 

I    ■.  .-I  ■.■».•  I.I- "i  r  -      iitr.''-iii  I  !••  •;!••%    'f^.i-i*'!      ■» 

i»'-  :'        f  -r      \,  n  ;  *.  1         !I  ■     11  «■    ;     *    J-    ■!,  .11     .-f    !...■ 

!»•(•?  .1.  '             .aj  •  r.    i  .'     .         .      '     »,  111  "    Irr.yt*',  in- 


tr    !  . 

M    r  .■ 


•  *.  r  u.>.  t! 


'? '  t.'i«>  Ml'  iFiii  Itrir  |««-la 


itl  --f  I  'V^. 


p»  m  ■ .'  '     .'     .  '■    w  •■.•.I  ti  r>>c:iiiir«  ()>■■  *'4'>t>'^ 

%A  tt.r  -,« I.  i.tf  •;  r  ■  .-  ^r.•  mi  .•  k\\\  ai%  •  lAli^l.  AIiii  <^ 
mtwty  x-'l!*^  ■!  t'.r  ■!{  {-m!*  I  <titii*#nr'«  with 
%in«    •«••  u    ri^^rdtuib    am   \Ut» .     *  Whru    tlar    Ht^iwa  uf 


*\*int  rrlums  •»!  lb* 
i:ri'«r«,  an-l  th*  litU* 
llir.r  tian  ■wwrl 
I  If"      Aii>41i»r   UviflU 

liitf   anit  its  •■•«l-fu*c«4 
•irrl'i  ttii  to  lua  Udj-law* 

•a  •Uiuii«  to  lb* 


W!.^  Iti# 

Ar-lu 

Si 


SPRING 
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following  i»  at  once  the  simpleat  and  prettiest 
[  this  kind  which  I  hmve  met  with  among  tlie 
ric  poets  of  the  North  of  France.  It  is  taken 
1  anonymous  poem,  entitled  The  Paradise  0/ 
A  lover,  having  passed  the  *  live-long  night  in 
I  he  was  won^*  goes  forth  to  beguile  hu  sor- 
th  the  fragrance  and  beauty  of  morning.    The 

the  vaulting  skylark  salutes  his  ear,  and  to 
rry  musician  he  makes  his  complaint." 

Habk  I  hark  ! 

Pretty  lark  ! 
;Ie  heedest  thou  my  pain  I 
if  to  these  longing  arms 
jring  Love  would  yield  the  charms 

Of  the  fair 

With  smiling  air, 
.be  would  beat  my  heart  again. 

Hark  I  hark  ! 

Pretty  lark  ! 
.le  heedest  thou  my  pain  I 
e  may  force  me  still  to  bear, 
ile  he  lists,  consuming  care  ; 

But  in  anguish 

Though  I  languish, 
thful  shall  my  heart  remain. 

Hark  I  hark  I 

Pretty  lark  I 
tie  heedest  thou  my  pain  I 
m  cease,  Love,  to  torment  me  so  ; 
:  rather  than  all  thoughts  forego 

Of  the  fair 

With  flaxen  hair, 
'6  me  back  her  frowns  again. 

Hark  !  hark  ! 
Pretty  lark  I 
tie  heedest  thou  my  pain  I 


SONG 

n  in  The  Trourirrs,  a  chapter  of  Ouire-Mer^  as 
r  example  of  the  lyrics  of  the  early  poets  of  the 
of  France. 

whither  goest  thou,  gentle  sigh, 
bathed  so  softly  in  my  car? 
.-,  dost  thou  bear  his  fate  severe 
ove's  poor  martyr  doomed  to  die  ? 
»,  tell  me  quickly,  —  do  not  lie  ; 
tiat  secret  message  bring'st  thou  here  ? 
whither  goest  tliou,  gentle  sigh, 
?athed  so  softly  in  inv  ear  ? 
Heaven  conduct  thee  to  thy  will, 
(1  safely  speed  thee  on  thy  way  ; 
is  only  I  would  Immbly  pray,  — 


Pierce  deep,  —  bat  oh  1  forbear  to  kilL 
And  whither  goest  thou,  gentle  sigh. 
Breathed  so  softly  in  my  ear  ? 


THE   RETURN   OF  SPRING 

(Renouveau) 

BY  CHARLES  D*ORLEANS 

Now  Time  throws  off  his  cloak  again 
Of  ermined  frost,  and  wind,  and  rain. 
And  clothes  him  in  the  embroidery 
Of  glittering  sun  and  clear  blue  sky. 
With  beast  and  bird  the  forest  rings. 
Each  in  his  jargon  cries  or  sings  ; 
And  Time  throws  off  his  cloak  again 
Of  ermined  frost,  and  wind,  and  rain. 

River,  and  fount,  and  tinkling  brook 
Wear  in  their  dainty  livery 
Drops  of  silver  jewelry  ; 
In  new-made  smt  they  merry  look  ; 
And  Time  throws  off  his  cloak  again 
Of  ermined  frost,  and  wind,  and  rain. 


SPRING 

BY  CHARLES  D^ORLEANS 

Gentle  Spring  I  in  sunshine  clad. 

Well  dost  thou  thy  power  display  I 
For  Winter  maketh  the  light  heart  sad. 

And  thou,  thou  makest  the  sad  heart  gay. 
He  sees  thee,   and  caUs  to    his  gloomy 

train, 
The  sleet,  and  the  snow,  and  the  wind,  and 

the  rain  ; 
And  they  shrink  away,  and  they  flee  in 
fear, 
When  thy  merry  step  draws  near. 

Winter  giveth  the  fields  and  the  trees,  so 
old, 
Their  beards  of  icicles  and  snow  ; 
And  the  rain,  it  raineth  so  fast  and  cold, 
We  must  cower  over  the  embers  low  ; 
And,  snugly  housed   from   the  wind  and 

weather, 
Mope  like  birds  that  are  changing  feather. 
But  the  storm  retires,  and  the  sky  grows 
clear. 
When  thy  merry  step  draws  near. 
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Winter  inakrth  the  mm  in  the  gloom j  skv 
Wrap  him  n»iin(l  with  a  mantle  of  cloud  ; 

But,  lIi'av«Mi  be  pRiifted,  thy  iitep  is  uij;h  ; 
Thou  t«^Hrt'»t  away  the  niouniful  shroud. 

And  the  varth  luuk.s   bright,   and   Winter 
Mirly, 

Who  ha*i  tuilt'd  for  nauf;ht  Uith  late  and 
earlv, 

li»  hani^hiMf  afar  by  the  new-lN)rii  year, 
When  thy  merry  step  draw»  near. 


Tin:  CHILD  ASLKKP 

(VfcKSLLTN   A    MOM    TRKMIkK    SK) 

BY   CI.OIILDI.   I)K   srKVIl.I  E 

SwKET  ImU* !  trui'  |Mirtmit  «if  thy  father's 
fai'f. 
Sleep  tin  the   bosom  that  thy  lip:i  hare 
pre^M'd  ! 
SlfN'p,  lit! If  one  ;  and  closely,  p'Htly  place 
Thy    dniwsiy    eyelid   on    thy    niuther's 
bn-ast. 

Upon  that  trnil«T  eye,  my  little  friend, 
2Joft  sl«'i-p  nhall  oume,  that  eoiueth  not  to 
uir  ! 
I  watch  tti  M>e  th(M>,  noiiri'«h  thro,  d«'ftMid  ; 
T  is  !«we«*t  to  HaU'h  fur  thee,  alune  for 
thi*«*  ! 

His  am)«  fall   down  ;    slrep  nit*  upon  liiH 
brt»w  ; 
His  ryi*  iH  cliMM'd  ;  he  ftle«»|Ni,  nor  dreams 
uf  harm. 
Won'  nut  hi^  fht*ek  the  apple's  niddv  ^Inw, 
Wuulil   Villi  ntit  say  ht*  slept  on  lK.*ath'ii 
rulti  arm  ? 

Aw.ike,  my  Ihiv  !  I  tn*mbb>  with  affrif^ht  ! 
Awakr,  and  chaM*this  fatal  thou|;ht  !  I'n- 
rli»%f 
Thiiii*   t'vi>    but     for   t»ne   niom«'iit    on    th«* 
li|;hl  ! 
Kvrn  nt   th«*  pric*-  of  thine,  |;ivt*  me  n*- 

Swrrt  rrriif  !  Iir  but  *b'pt.  I  brralh*'  a^in  ; 
Coni<  .  i^t  lit  If  drt'.iiiii,  th«'  ht*ur  of  stlrrp 

Oh,  whi  11  ^ti.ill  hf.  fur  nhiiin  I  ^nz\i  in  vain, 
Hvsui'-    Mil*    u  !'•  .i     to   M'v    thy    waking 
Sliiilr  ? 


DEATH  OF  ARCHBISUOi 
TURPIN 

FROM   THE   '.'HAN'sO.\   M  EOCJl^ 

The  Archbishop,  vKion  (boA  Imwi  m 

drjfree. 
Beheld  his  woanda  aU  blMdi^  fnd 

fn-r  : 
And  then  h>»  cheek  woan  fkullf  fir 

wan, 
And  a  faint  shnddcr  throogh  ka  ■■ 

nm. 
TiMin  the  bnttle-fleld  hu  kmm  wmU 
liravf  K«ilan<]  saw,  and  lo  his  bbotst 
Straightway  his  heiuMft  iram  hm  kvs 

lai*f4i. 
And   tore   tbr   shiniiif   haakHk  h* 

breast. 
Then  nisin^  in  bis  anna  thm  hmi  if ' 
(tentlv  he  laid  him  on  Um  wtdHtM 
•*  lie»t,  Sir«^,'*  he  cned,—  -  far  MItft 

ferin;;  needs.** 
The  priest  rt' plied,  **  Tliuik  Wl  flf  i 

di'rda  I 
The  field  is  uurs  ;  wall  mm,j  «•  kn 

strife  ! 
But  death  iteala  oo,  —  fliara  ■  aa  I 

life; 
In  paradise,  where 
There  arv  our  cfmchaa  ai 

we  rest  from  pain. 


Son*  Roland  f^ievcd  ; 

That  thriot'  he  swooned  apoa  the 

jpnss. 
When  he  reviTed,  with  a 
**  ( >  Heavenly  Father  I     llolj 
Why  linp*n  death  to  hij  Mv  in 
IWluvt^d  Kramv  I  how  hnTa 

bravr 
lieeu  torn  fn>m  thee, 

anti  iMMir  ?  ** 
Then  thiHif^htaof  Aude, 

oVr 
Hi4  spirit,  am!  be  whispered 
**  M  V  ^*ntli*  friend  !  —  what 

WlW   f 

Nrvrr  Ml  tnie  a  lie^eowa  i 
Wh.itfVr  my  fate,  Christ's 
(.'hrmt,  who  did  save  fi 

lit'nrath, 
'\'\i*      H'-bri'W    IVibhrta    f] 


r 
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m  to  the  Paladins,  whom  well  be  kuew, 
went,  and  one  by  one  unaided  drew 
Turpin^s  side,  well   skilled  in  ghostly 

lore  ;  — 
heart  had  he  to  smile,   but,   weeping 

sore, 
blessed  them  in  God's  name,  with  faith 

that  he 
Mild    soon   vouchsafe    to  them    a  glad 

eternity. 

e  Archbishop,   then,   on    whom    God's 

benison  rest, 
haosted,     bowed     his     head    upon    his 

breast ; — 
B  mouth  was  full  of  dust  and    clotted 

gore, 
d  many  a  wound  his  swollen  visage  bore. 
m  beats    his  heart,  his  panting  bosom 

heaves, 
ath  comes  apace,  —  no  hope  of  cure  re- 
lieves, 
wards  heaven  he  raised  his  dying  hands 

and  prayed 
&t   God,   who   for  our  sins  was   mortal 

made, 
m  of  the  Virgin,  scorned  and  crucified, 
paradise  would  place  him  by  his  side. 

»n  Turpin  died  in  service  of  Charlon, 
battle  great  and  eke  g^eat  orison  ;  — 
inst  Pagan  host  alway  strong  champion  ; 
1  grant  to  him  his  holy  benison. 


[E     BLIND    GIRL    OF    CASTEL 
CUILLfe 

BY  JACQUES  JASMIN 

Only  the  Lowland  tongue  of  Scotland  ndsht 
Rehearse  this  little  tragedy  arizht ; 
Let  me  attempt  it  with  an  EngliBh  quill  • 
And  take,  O  Reader,  for  the  deed  toe  wilL 

3  the  30th  of  September,  1849,  Mr.  Longfellow 
;e  ill  hilt  diary  :  "  I  tliiuk  I  shall  translate  Jasmin's 
4i  Girl  of  CtufH  C'n'//^,— a  beautiful  poem,  unknown 
Cnglish  ears  and  hearts,  bat  well  deserring  to  be 
c  known." 


1 


At  the  foot  of  the  mountain  height 
Where  is  perched  CastM  Ciiill6, 
len  the  apple,  the  phiin,  and  the  almond 
tree 
In  the  plain  below  were  growing  white, 


This  is  the  song  one  might  perceive 
On   a   Wednesday  mom   of  St.  Joseph's 
Eve  : 

The  roads  should  blossom^  the  roads  should  bloom^ 
So /air  a  bride  shall  leave  her  home  I 
Should  blossom  and  bloom  with  garlands  gay. 
So /air  a  bride  shall  pass  to-day  ! 

This  old  Te  Deum,  rustic  rites  attending, 
Seemed  from  the  clouds  descending  ; 
When  lo  I  a  merry  company 
Of  rosy  village  girls,  clean  as  the  eye. 

Each  one  with  her  attendant  swain. 
Came  to  the   cliff,  all  sing^g  the  same 

strain  ; 
Resembling  there,  so  near  unto  the  sky. 
Rejoicing  angels,   that  kind   heaven   had 

sent 
For  their  delight  and  our  encouragement. 
Together  blending. 
And  soon  descenmng 
The  narrow  sweep 
Of  the  hillside  steep. 
They  wind  aslant 
Towards  Saint  Amant, 
Through  leafy  alleys 
Of  verdurous  valleys 
With  merry  sallies, 
Singing  their  chant : 

7^  roads  should  blossom^  the  roads  should  UooMf 
80 /air  a  bride  shall  leave  her  home  ! 
Should  blossom  and  bloom  with  garlands  gay, 
So /air  a  bride  shall  pass  to-day  I 

It  is  Baptiste,  and  his  affianced  maiden, 
With  garlands  for  the  bridal  laden  ! 

The  sky  was  bine  ;   without  one  cloud  of 
gloom. 
The  sun  of  March  was  shining  brightly^ 
And  to  the  air  the  freshening  wind  gave 
lightly 
Its  breathings  of  perfume. 

When  one  beholds  the  dusky  hedges  blos- 
som, 
A  rustic  bridal,  ah  I  how  sweet  it  is  I 
To  sounds  of  joyous  melodies. 
That  touch  with  tenderness  the  trembling 
bosom, 
A  band  of  maidens 
Gayly  frolicking, 
A  baJod  of  youngsters 


6a4 


TRANSLATIONS 


A\  ilcUv  n)llickiii;;  I 

K.  -.  o 

iiutinf;, 

With  tiiif^TS  prvHHinf;, 

Till  in  tlitf  vvrii'iit 
Mailiics!!  uf  mirth,  as  thej  dance, 
Tli(*y  H'tri'iit  ami  advuiKts 

Tn'iii};  whom*  laiif^h  ikhall  bu  loud- 
(*.st  and  ni<'rrif.>«t  ; 
While  tho  liridc,  with  ro^iiih  even, 
Sportinf;  with   them,  nuw   i'scnpet    awl 
orifji : 
^'lliitM*  who  oati'h  mu 
Murrifd  Vfrilv 
TWi*  vfar  Hhuil  hv  !  '* 

And  all  piiniii*  with  eapT  haxte, 
And  all  attain  wliat  thfv  pursue. 
And  toiK'h  hrr  prt'ttv  aprun  frvsh  and 

lll'W, 

Antl  the  linen  kirtlc  round  her  waist. 

Me:uiwliil«-,    whcnee     eome.i     it    that 

anidn;; 
These  Youthful  niaiden<*  frewh  and  fair, 
S»  j«iVMUs,  with  such  lan^hiuf;  air, 
liipti^ti'    stands   sif^hinj;,  with    silent 

tiillL^lli-  ? 

And  yi't  the  hriilf  \s  f:iir  and  young ! 
Il  it  Saint  •lit'toph  wiMild  >ay  to  us  all. 
That  lovf.  n'tr-li:!.-! y,  pneedi'th  a  fall  ? 

Oh  nn  !  fur  a  niai'h'M  trail,  I  trow, 

Ni'Vi-r  Iwin*  "»»•  l»ifiv  a  liniw  ! 
What  liivi-r*  !  thi-y  jjive  nn!  asinv^lerari'M  I 
To  wr  thfiit  s<i  i-an-l«-  n  unil  mid  t-»-ilay, 

Thi"«i'   an-   ;;rand    |N*oplf,  une    would 

What  ailn  lt.ipti<ite  ?  what  ^rief  tloth  hi  in 

It  i<*.  ()i:it.  h:ilf-u  ly  up  the  liill. 

In  voii  i-ittrai;!',  hv  whoM<  walU 

St.iMl  tht'  iMit-housc  and  the  sitalU, 

P  1-  II.  ill  t!.-    Mitnl  ••r|ihiin  still. 

1>  I  iL^i.li  r  •■!  .1  \i  !ir:in  ohl  ; 

\!.-l  \<-i  III  {■■!  kn  >.%,  iiii«<  \i':ir  ai^o, 

I  '  i*   \\  Hi^'in  I.  tl.i-  *iiuuj»  aiiil  I  mler, 

^\  I     T^:-    ■.  il  I'^M-  |ii  111.-  anil  <«pli-ndtir, 

A:i  i   |(  ifit  >'T.'  Ii<-r  lii%'  r   IhiM 

!-•■■.  ■.  til'    ii.ei-;\ir.  ihiiri  iMi^ii:iri-il  ; 

I' or  lli«  III  thi-  .ill.ir  \».io  pri  pari'il  ; 

IS'i!   .il.i-  '    lfi.     ■xllliIlP  1'.%  |ill;;ltt, 

'111-    ilri  i-l  ii.,.-i«.-  that  iitine  can  nta_\, 
Tl;-    J"  '••.;«ri.-i    il..*:  walkik  l"V  niL:ht, 
{'•'  i.  :.'i'-  \>"i:.^  iirnii-'.i  ii^ht  away. 


AU 


Milk 


at-  the  father's 

chaBgvd  ; 
Their  peace  was  goO0, 

estranged. 
Wearieii  at  bome,  ereloa|r  the  Ion 
Returned  but  three  shaft  daiv 
The   golden    chaia    thij  iwi 

throw. 
He  is  enticed,  and  oawBid  kd 
To  marry  Angela,  and  jrt 
li  thinking  ever  of  ~~ 


Then  suddenly  a ..^ 

•*  Anlu^  Theresa,  Mary,  Kaitt 
Here  comcA  the  cripple  Jmat  I  *  J 
fountain's  side 
A  woman,  bent  and  (faj  frilh 
I'nder  the  mulberry  Uvea  IM 
And  all  towards  her  nui.  as  ii 
As  liad  they  wiaga  u] 


She 


It  is  that  Jane,  the  c 

Is  a  soothsayer,  wary 

telleth  fortunes,  and 

She  promises  one  a  rillngt 

Another  a  happy 

And  the  briae  a  Ivwly 

way. 
All  conies  to  paas  as  the 
She  never  deeeiTea,  aha 


But  for  this  onc»  the 

Wean  a  coanleaaace 

And  frtiui  beneath  her  eye 

IK  hite 

ller  two  eyes  flash  like 

Aimed  at  the 

Mue, 

I  Who.  like  a  stal 

I  Clianpng  coltir.  as  well 

W|i«*n  the  beldame 

Takes  the  young  brida  by 

Anil,  with  tb«  tip  of  ~ 

Making;  the   sign  of  the 

"ay  :  — " 
**  'rhiiughtlesa  Angela, 
I^"«t,    when    thoa 

hndei^Miiu, 
Thou  dii;^ftt  fur  thnelf  a 
Aufl  "thf  «a«  «ilrnt  ;  and  the 
Saw  friini  r^ch  eyr  rsea| 
Hut  nil   I  liitlr  utrramleC 

Wh  it  are  two  diOfM  of 
S.vlili*iietl  a  m»RM«ft«  the 
I  iCrauuied  the 


1 
1 
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bridegroom  only  was  pale  with  fear  ;  — 
Ana  down  green  alleys 
Of  verdurous  valleys, 
With  merry  sallies, 
They  sang  the  refrain  :  — 

roads  should  blossom^  the  roads  shotdd  bloom, 
air  a  bride  shcdl  leave  her  home  I 
Id  blossom  and  bloom  with  garlands  gay, 
%ir  a  bride  shall  pass  to-day  ! 


II 


.  by  suffering  worn  and  weary, 
beautiful  as  some  fair  angel  yet, 
s  lamented  Margaret, 
er  cottage  lone  and  dreary  :  — 

"  He  has  arrived  !  arrive^  at  last ! 
Jane  has  named  him  not  these  three 
days  past ; 

Arrived  !  yet  keeps  aloof  so  far  I 

I  knows  that  of  my  night  he  is  the  star  I 

»ws  that  long  months  I  wait  alone,  be- 
nighted, 

I    count  the   moments   since   he   went 
away  I 

le  !  keep  the  promise  of  that  happier 
day, 

,t   I   may    keep   the   faith   to    thee   I 
plighted  I 

at  joy  have  1  without  thee  ?  what  de- 
light ? 

>f  wastes  my  life,  and  makes  it  misery  ; 

'  for  the  others  ever,  but  for  me 
Forever  night  I  forever  night  ! 

en   he   is  gone  't  is  dark  !  my  soul  is 
sad  ! 

iffer  !  O  my  God  I  come,  make  me  glad. 

en  he  is  near,  no  thoughts  of  day  in- 
trude ; 

r  has  blue   heavens,   but   Baptiste   has 
blue  eyes  I 

:hin  them  shines  for  me  a  heaven  of 
love, 

eaven  all  happiness,  like  that  above. 
No  more  of  grief  !  no  more  of  lassi- 
tude I 

th  I  forget,  —  and  heaven,  and  all  dis- 
tresses, 

en   seated    by    my   side    my    hand    he 

presses  ; 
But  when  alone,  remember  all  I 

ere  is  Baptiste  ?  he  hears  not  when  I 
eall  ! 


A  branch  of  ivy,  dying  on  the  groond, 

I  need  some  bough  to  twine  aroimd  1 
In  pity  come  !  be  to  my  sufferinc^  kind  I 
True  love,   they  say,  in  grief  doth  more 
abound  I 
What  then  —  when  one  is  blind  7 

*'  Who  knows  ?  perhaps  I  am  forsaken  I 
Ah  I    woe   is   me  I    then  bear  me   to  my 
grave  I 

0  God  I    what '  thoughts   within  me 
waken  I 

Away  I  he  will  return  I  I  do  but  rave  1 
He  will  return  !  I  need  not  fear ! 
He  swore  it  by  our  Saviour  dear  ; 
He  could  not  come  at  his  own  will ; 
Is  weary,  or  perhaps  is  ill ! 
Perhaps  his  heart,  in  this  disguise, 
Prepares    for   me    some    sweet    sur- 
prise I 
But  some  one  comes  I    Though  blind,  my 

heart  can  see  I 
And  that  deceives   me  not !  'tis  he  !  'tis 
her* 
And  the  door  ajar  is  set. 
And  poor,  confidine  Margaret 
Rises,  with  outstretched  arms,  but  rightless 

eyes  ; 
'T  is  only   Paul,    her    brother,  who    that 
cries :  — 
**  Angela  the  bride  has  passed  I 

1  saw  the  wedding  guests  go  by  ; 
Tell  me,  my  sister,  why  were  we  not 

asked? 
For  all  are  there  but  yon  and  1 1 '' 

'*  Angela  married  I  and  not  sent 

To  tell  her  secret  unto  me  I 

Oh,  speak  I  who  may  the  bridegroom 

be?" 
**  My     sister,    't  is      Baptiste,     thy 

friend  1 '' 

A  cry  the  blind  girl  gave,   bat  nothing 

said  ; 
A    milky    whiteness    spreads    upon    her 
cheeks ; 
An  icy  baud,  as  heavy  as  lead. 
Descending,  as  her  brother  speaks. 
Upon   her   heart,  that   has  ceased  to 

beat. 
Suspends  awhile  its  life  and  heat. 
She  stands  beside  the  boy,  now  sore 

tressed, 
A  wax  Madonna  as  a  peasant  dressed. 


626 


TRANSLATIONS 


At  Irii^th,  the  b filial  suii^  iiffkiii 
Bnu};!f   her  back   to   her  sorruw  and 
|kaiu. 

**  Hark  !  the  jovoiui  aim  are  rin(^n|;  I 
SiktcT,  dust  thuu  htfar  them  6iii|riu|r  7 
How  merrily  tliev  Uu^^h  and  jest  I 
Wuuld  w«*  were  Liddeii  with  the  rest  I 
I   wuuld   dou   my   hose   of   homespun 

And  my  doublet  uf  linen  striped  and 

Perhaps   they  will  eonie;  for  they  do 
not  wt*<l 

Till  to-morrow  at  se%*en  o'elovk,  it  is 
said  !  '* 

"  I  know  it  I  **   answered  Marj^arot  ; 
Whom  the  vi.<tion,  with  astieet  black  as  jet, 

Maiiten'il  ugiiin  ;  ami  its  hand  of  ice 
Held  hi*r  heart  cniNlii'il,  ha  in  a  vice  ! 

*'  Paul,  lie  not  sad  !     *T  is  a  holiday  ; 

']\>-niorrow  put  on  thy  doublet  ^ay  ! 

liut  leave  nu*  now  for  awhile  alonr." 

A  way,  with  a  hop  and  a  jump,  went 
Taul, 

And,  as  he  whistled  alonj;  the  hall, 

Kntercd  •lane,  thr  crippled  eroiic. 

**lltilv  N'ir^rin  !  what  tlrrridful  hi'at  ! 
I    am    fiiiiit.  and    uran,    and    tint    of 

brt^atlt  ! 
Hut     thtiu     art    cidd.  —  art    chill     as 

death  ; 
My     little    friend!    %iliat     aiU    ti.ee, 

sweet  / 
**  Nf»lhin^  !   I  heard  tliem  sin;;iii::  lu>in<-  the 

bruli"  ; 
Anil,  a<i  I  ti^tt'niM]  to  tlio  sniii;. 
I  iliouL^iit  my  turn  would  t'onii' en  louf*;, 
TitiMi  kuiiUi'ot  it  JH  ut  Whit.^untiili'. 
'I'liv  i-;»ril-  I«ir*iHitli  ran  ni»\i-r  lie, 
'I'ii  nil'  1'1'ii  j"\  ihry  pr«i|»hf^y, 
'I'li^    «Liil    '•liaJl    l>«'    \.uintfd    far  and 

Whi-n  tlii-v  U-biiM  iiiiii  :it  mv  siili-. 
Ai.'i  pi-if  Hipii>ri.  «i.it  s.tti-st   tln»u '.' 
It  niM^I  «•  •  ri:  I--:  ^  (■•  l.iii:  ;        ini'tiiiuki  I  m*i' 

1. 11:  I.  '\\  . 
.1.11  i\  •■    .■li!i-ri!iL:.  ht-r  1.  «Til  i!'ilii  jir--*^  : 

"    1  )i\     ■■%•     I   I  .-iiitM't  ;tll  .i)>|i:ii'. 
\\  •-    niiisi     ■    ■•     trii«!    t'«>   111  !•  li    ti>    liiippi- 

(i'«,  ]<r  i\   *■■■    '  -\.  Ti.  it  tiniii  ui.w*  ^*.  lii^i    iiim 

"  Wf  II.  ■(•    1  I'r.ii,  till*  nmri-  I  lii\r  ! 


It  is  no  Mn,  for  God  ia  cni  mj 
It  was  cnou^  ;  mmd  Jmat  bb 


Now  to  all  hope  hmr 
cold  ; 
But  to  deceive  the 
She  takes  a  swcrt. 
Speak  of  foul 
At  every  word  the 
Thus  the  beg 

So  that,  departing  at  tbe 
She  tars,   **She 
nothing  kDowa  I 


eU 
•reflH 


■  c 


,h» 


Poor  Jane,  the 
Now  that  thoo  wouldat,  ihoa  aft  1 

phetettl 
Thu  morning,  in  tbe  f  nlaMS  of  thy  I 

Thou  watt  10,  far  bcjoai 


HI 


Now  rings  the  bell, 

ating. 
And  the  white  daybicttk, 

•ky. 
Sees  in  two  cottages  two 
How  differently  I 

Queen  of  a  day,  by  flattems 
The  one  puts  on  her 
DeekH  with  a  huge  ~ 
And  flaunting,  flatleriag 
lAH>ks  At  herself. 
The    other,    blind, 

room. 
Has  m*ither  erown 
fumr  ; 
Hut   in   thrir  stead  for 
a|Uirt, 
Tlwt  in  a  drawer's 
And,   *neath   her   budiee  of 
d  \  I', 
(Ntnvulsire  clasps  it  to  her 


The  onr,  fantastic,  light  an 
*Mid  kisses  ringing, 
.\nd  joyous  singing. 

Kiir^*t.'«  to  say  brr 


TIm'  tttiifT,  with  etdd  dropa 
tiffin^  lifr  twii 
tiiMir. 
And  whi«|MT«.  ns  her 

**  ( H  km!  !  fufgive  B* 
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And  then  the  orphan,  young  and  bimd, 
Conducted  by  her  brother's  hand, 
Towards  the  church,  through  paths  uu- 

scanned, 
With  tranquil  air,  her  way  doth  wind. 

dors  of  laurel,  making  her  faint  and  pale, 
Round  her  at  times  exhale, 

nd  in  the  sky  as  yet  no  sunny  ray. 
But  brumal  vapors  gray. 

Near  that  castle,  fair  to  see, 
rowded   with    sculptures  old,     in  every 
part, 
Marvels  of  nature  and  of  art. 
And  proud  of  its  name  of  high  degree, 
A  little  chapel,  almost  bare 
At  the   base   of  the  rock,  is  builded 

there  ; 
All  glorious  that  it  lifts  aloof. 
Above  each  jealous  cottage  roof, 
B  sacred  summit,  swept  by  autumn  gales. 
And  its  blackened  steeple  high  in  air. 
Round  which  the  osprey  screams  and 
sails. 

"  Paul,  lay  thy  noisy  rattle  by  I  " 
has  Margaret  said.     "  Where  are  we  ?  we 

ascend  ! " 
Yes  ;  seest  thou  not  our  journey's  end  ? 
earest   not   the   osprey   from  the  belfry 

cry  ? 
he  hideous  bird,  that  brings  ill  luck,  we 

know  I 
^oAt  thou  remember  when  our  father  said, 
be  night  we  watched  beside  his  bed, 
D  daughter,  I  am  weak  and  low  ; 
ake  care  of  Paul  ;  I  feel  that  I  am  dy- 

ingl' 

nd  thou,  and  he,  and  I,  all  fell  to  crying  ? 

hen   on   the   roof    the   osprey  screamed 
aloud ; 

nd   here  they  brought  our  father  in  his 
shroud. 

here  is  his  grave  ;  there  stands  the  cross 
we  set  ; 

7hy   dost   thou  clasp  me   so,  dear  Mar- 
garet ? 
Come  in  I  the  bride  will  be  here  soon  : 

hou  tremblest !  O  my  God  !  thou  art  go- 
ing to  swoon  !  " 

be  could  no  more,  —  the  blind  girl,  weak 

and  weary  ! 
.  voice  seemed  crying  from  that  grave  so 

dreary. 


"  What  wouldst  thou  do,  my  daughter  ?  "  — 
and  she  started. 
And    quick    recoiled,    aghast,   faint- 
hearted ; 
But  Paul,  impatient,  urges  evermore 

Her  steps  towards  the  open  door  ; 
And  when,  oeneath  her  feet,  the  unhappy 

maid 
Crushes  the  laurel  near  the  house  immor- 
tal. 
And  with  her  head,  as  Paul  talks  on  again, 
Touches  the  crown  of  filigrane 
Suspended  from  the  low-arched  portal. 
No  more  restrained,  no  more  afraid. 
She  walks,  as  for  a  feast  arrayed, 
And  in  the  ancient  chapel's  sombre  night 
They  both  are  lost  to  sight. 

At  length  the  bell. 
With  booming  sound. 
Sends  forth,  resounding  round, 
Its  hymeneal  peal  o'er  rock  and  down  the 
dell. 
It  is  broad  day,  with  sunshine  and  with 
rain  ; 
And  yet  the  guests  delay  not  long, 
For  soon  arrives  the  bridal  train. 
And  with  it  brings  the  village  throng. 

In  sooth,  deceit  maketh  no  mortal  gay, 
For  lo  !  Baptiste  on  this  triumphant  day, 
Mute  as  an  idiot,  sad  as  yester-moming, 
Thinks  only   of  the  beldame's  words  of 
warning. 

And  Angela  thinks  of  her  cross,  I  wis  ; 
To  be  a  bride  is  all  !  the  pretty  lisper 
Feels  her  heart  swell  to  hear  all  round  her 

whisper, 
**  How  beautiful  I  how  beautiful  she  is  I " 

But  she  must  calm  that  giddy  head. 
For  already  the  Mass  is  said  ; 
At  the  holy  table  stands  the  priest ; 
The  wedding  ring  is  blessed  ;  Baptiste  re- 
ceives it ; 
Ere  on  the  finger  of  the  bride  he  leaves 

it. 
He     must    pronounce    one    word    at 
least ! 

'T  is  spoken  ;  and  sudden  at  the  grooms- 
man's side 

"  'T  is  he  I  "  a  well-known  voice  has  cried. 

And  while  the  wedding  guests  all  hold  their 
breath, 
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Opvs  the  confessional,  and  the  blind  girl, 

sc*e  ! 
*'Baptiste,"   she   said,     "since   thou   hast 

wishcMl  my  death. 
As  holy  water  he  my  hliiod  for  thee  !  ** 
And  calmly  in  the  air  a  knife  susiwudcil  I 
l>ouhtless  her  f^uardian  angel  near  attended. 
Fur  aii^i&h  did  its  work  so  well. 
That,  ere  the  fatal  btruke  descended, 
Lifelebb  »he  fell  ! 

At  eve,  iiMtead  of  bridal  verse, 
The  I>c  rrufuiidiii  tilled  the  air  ; 
IK'eked  with  tiowen  a  simple  liearse 
To  the  churchyard  forth  they  bear  ; 
Vilhif^*  ^irlii  iu  rube.H  of  snow 
Follow,  weepih);  as  they  p>  ; 
Nowh«'n*  was  u  smile  that  «iay. 
No,  ah  no  !  for  eueh  one  sei^med  to  say  :  — 

The  rofii/  s}*trtdil  mourn  and  tte  ttiUtl  in  gloom^ 
tin /air  a  curftue  iJutU  Utife  it»  home  / 
Hhouid  Uttfurn  ami  thuuld  tcfep.  iiA.  wril-utca^  I 
bojair  a  corpae  $haU  pau  to  day  / 


A  CHRISTMAS  CAROL 

FROM    THK    Non    IttXIM.UK.NUN    DK  GUI 

liAKO/AI 

I  IIF.AK  nliinf^  nur  Htrrnt 
l':i>*i  the  miiuitr«*l  tliroii^H  ; 
Hark  !  tli«'V  pUv  Ml  KWr«-t, 
On  thi-ir  hautUiVN,  Chri.Htnuui  sonf^  t 
Li>t  II H  hv  the  i\rv 
KviT  liiL:li<>r 
Siiif;  thi-iii  till  the  iiif*ht  expire  I 

In  l)i"0'njlNT  riiij; 
l".\rrv  d:iv  tin*  rhiino*  ; 
l.oMil  thf  ^liM'tiirii  siiii; 
In  till-  •itri'ftn  ilii-ir  imrrv  rhvniet. 
l.i't  u«  l>\  tlir  tiri* 
I'nr  111  ji.i  r 
Siii;;  thi-iii  t.ii  thi'  ni^ht  rxpirc. 

S!  •  jlii-nlt  ;it  till"  L'f.iii:^**, 
W  !m  :•   tin-  It.ilif  \i  i^  Uirii, 
'**  i:  ..*,  w.Mi  li::tii)   :i  i  h:iii^i>, 
C'hri«'ti..i«  I  irt'U  uiit.l  lunru. 
I.I  t  lit  i.\  tJ.i-  liif 
I  *fr  I    L;f  •  r 
Sini;  tli<  lii  1. 11  tin'  ijs^ht  eipirv  I 


These  ffood  peopi* 
Songs  devout  and 
While  Um  imfun 
There  they  stood  witk 
I^t  us  by  tbe  fliv 
Kver  higher 
Sing  them  tUl  the  aighft 

Nuns  in  frigid  cells 
At  this  holv  tide. 
For  want  of  sometUag 
Christmas  songs  at  timce 
I^t  us  by  the  fliv 
Kver  higher 
Sing  them  tuI  the  nigfcl 


Washerwomen  old. 
To  the  sound  ther  I 
Sing  by  riven  eold. 
With  uncovered  heMis 
I^t  us  by  the  ftn 
Kver  higher 
Sing  them  till  the  ntghl 


Who  by  the  arecide 
Stamps  his  feet  and 
Rut  he  who  blow*  ki 
Not  so  gay  a  carol  bri^g^ 
I^t  us  by  the  lira 
Kver  higher 
Sing  them  till  the  aighft 


I 
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TO   M.   DtTEKRIER,  Gr.NTI.mA9l 
IN    I'KOVI  NLK.  UN*   THE 
I>Al*GlliEK 


l\\  FKANfOIS   DE 


!  Will  then.  I>upenier,  tky 


!  nal  ? 

And  f^liall  tbr 
Whi»|MTrd  within  thy 
fvitcnial, 
<  )nty  aiigmpnt  its  ft 


Tliy  daiii;hti*r'«munrafal 

ilr«c«*iullllg 

Kv  ili-nth'n  frrqnealod  wm\ 
II ss  it  U-oiiiiir  to 
riidiDg, 
Wli.rf  thv  tost 


THE  ANGEL  AND  THE  CHILD 


629 


jiiarms  that  made  her  youth  a 

lictiou  : 

>uld  I  be  content, 

ons  friend,  to  solace  thine  afflic- 

disparagement. 

LS  of  the   world,   which  fairest 

s  exposes 

s  the  most  forlorn  ; 

too  hath  lived  as  long  as  live 

3ses, 

ice  of  one  brief  mom. 

is  rigorous  laws,  unparalleled, 

iling  ; 

yers  to  him  are  vain  ; 

x)ps  his  ears,  and,  deaf  to  our 

iling, 

res  us  to  complain. 

in  in  his  hut,  with  only  thatch 

Dver, 

lese  laws  must  bend  ; 

[  that  guards  the  barriers  of  the 

re 

our  kings  defend. 

against  death,  in  petulant  defi- 

r  for  the  best  ; 

t  God  doth  will,  that  is  the  only 

ce 

ves  us  any  rest. 


lRDINAL   RICHELIEU 

RANXOIS   DE   MALHERBE 

ty  Prince  of  Church  and  State, 
until  the  hour  of  death, 
oad  man  chooses,  Fate 
lim  subject  to  her  breath, 
silks,  our  days  and  nights 
^'s  woven  with  delights  ; 
intermingled  shade 
J  destiny  appears, 
3  sees  the  course  of  years 
s  and  of  winters  made. 

the  soft,  deceitful  hours 
y  the  halcyon  wave  ; 
impending  peril  lowers 
seaman's  skill  to  save. 


The  Wisdom,  infinitely  wise. 
That  gives  to  human  destinies 
Their  foreordained  necessity, 
Has  made  no  law  more  fixed  below^ 
Than  the  alternate  ebb  and  flow 
Of  Fortane  and  Adversity. 


THE  ANGEL  AND  THE  CHILD 

(L'Angk  kt    l'Enfant  ;   £l6gik  A    unk 

Mere) 

BY  JEAN   REBOUL,  THE  BAKER  OP  NISMES 

An  angel  with  a  radiant  face. 

Above  a  cradle  bent  to  look. 
Seemed  his  own  imare  there  to  trace. 

As  in  the  waters  of  a  brook. 

**  Dear  child  I  who  me  resemblest  so," 
It  whispered,  **  come,  oh  come  wiUi  me  I 

Happy  together  let  us  eo. 
The  earth  unworthy  is  of  thee  I 

**  Here  none  to  perfect  bliss  attain ; 

The  soul  in  pleasure  suffering  lies  ; 
Joy  hath  an  undertone  of  pain. 

And  even  the  happiest  hours  their  sight. 

"  Fear  doth  at  every  portal  knock  ; 

Never  a  day  serene  and  pure 
From  the  overshadowing  tempest's  shook 

Hath  made  the  morrow's  oawn  secure. 

**  What,  then,  shall  sorrows  and  shall  fean 
Come  to  disturb  so  pure  a  brow  ? 

And  with  the  bitterness  of  tears 
These  eyes  of  azure  troubled  grow? 

'*  Ah  no  I  into  the  fields  of  space. 
Away  shalt  thou  escape  with  me  ; 

And  Providence  will  grant  thee  grace 
Of  all  the  days  that  were  to  be. 

"  Let  no  one  in  thy  dwelling  cower. 

In  sombre  vestments  draped  and  veiled  ; 

Rut  let  them  welcome  thy  last  hour. 
As  thy  first  momenta  once  they  hailed. 

"  Without  a  cloud  be  there  each  brow  ; 

There  let  the  grave  no  shadow  cast ; 
When  one  is  pure  as  thou  art  now, 

The  fairest  day  is  stUl  the  Ust." 
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Am)  wmving  wide  bin  winf^  of  white, 
'riit*  aiip'l,  at  thpue  word  is  had  Mfivd 

Tuwnnlii  the  eternal  n*aliii9  of  lif^ht  !  — 
Ptior  mother  !  bw,  thv  son  ti  duad  ! 


ON    THE    TERRACE    OF   THE 
AKiALAULS 

IIY   JOSKMI   MKKV 

From  this  lii;;h  inirtal,  where  upupriiiji^s 
The  rose  to  toiirii  uiir  haudii  in  play* 
We  at  a  (;luner  Ix-huld  tlirce  thin>;tt,  — 
The  Sea,  the  Tuwii,  and  the  Higliwny. 

And  the  Sea  Ray  a  :  My  shipwrecks  fear  ; 
I  druwu  my  l>est  friends  in  the  deep  ; 
Ami  thoM'  who  liravt*<l  my  teui|N*sts,  here 
Auiuu^  II I y  M'u-weed^  lie  asleep  ! 

The  Tt>wn  h:i\  t  :  I  am  fUU'd  and  fraiif^ht 
With  tiiniiilt  and  with  smoke  and  eare  ; 
My  diiys  uith  toil  :%tv  uvrr wrought, 
And  in  my  ni;;lits  I  pisp  for  uir. 

'Hie  lIiL;hw:iv*i:i\4  :   Mv  wheel-tmek^  ^niide 
To  tlie  p:ili>  (liiiiatt's  of  till'  North  ; 
Whrre  iii\  lii-t  ii)il<*«tiiiii-  *>t:uHN  ahide 
Till'  |N*iip!t'  to  (hi'ir  di'iitli  ;;itiie  forth. 

Hi*n*  ill  thi-  ^hade  this  !ifi<  nf  ciurs. 
Kill!  of  ilelii'iiiiis  ,iir.  ^liili-s  hv 
A  mill  a  miiltitiid«*  of  tlowrrs 
Ah  roiintlett  ns  the  fitarn  on  hii;h  ; 

lliem**  n-d-til('d  nMif^,  tlii^  fruitful  xf>il, 
liatlii'd  with  nil  a/ure  nil  di\iiif. 
Whi'n-  "pririip*  tlif  tn-t'  tliat  jjivi'<  n«i  oil, 
Tlii*  ^r:i]H'  tliat  •:i\ftii  ii>t  tilt*  wine  ; 

Hf-ni-atli  tli<-Hi>  Triiitiiitain<«  ^trip|M•d  of  tr<-es, 
V\  iiiiHi'  (kiih  witli  i1iiMi*n*  nfi'  rii\»'n'd  oVr, 
\\  IifTf  -jir:i:;:f  tif  nf  tin-  I(fs|H'ridrs 
lUj^iiis.  i>iit  iihIi  th  iii'MTiiiiir*-  ; 

I   ttili  r  t?..  «•■  I.   ify  latiltH  ami  walU, 
I  Ji  it   II!.*'  .;i  ii!li'  «.Ii-r|t  iM-rsiiadi*  ; 
llii*  I  I.'  '■■  .\*  it  th«'  \«:iti-rf.iIl->, 

IM  ii..i  ..'••!  ii:iot  .tiiil  -iiii-hiiM'  maile  ; 

I  iNiii  •.'in   .   -I  ..»•—.  wlii-ri-  :i!I  iii\iti«, 
^^  •■  1  ■.  •    ■    .r  I  II  L*  'I'l  I.fi-  afiarl  ; 

'\'hi%    til    :-   •*i:ir   i.f  l.f.  '-.   ililki;ht«. 

The  feftli«.il  of  MJiM*  and  heart  ; 


This  limpid  spaee  off 
Fore^et  to-morrow  aa 
And  leave  unto  tlw 
The  Sea,  tbe  Town, 


Hiffc 


TO  MY  BROOKLET 

(X  MOM  Ri'naKAr) 

BY  JEAN   FKAN'qoiS  DiCB 


Tlioi'  hrooklet,  all 

Hid  in  the  covert  of  tbe 
Ah,  yes,  like  thee  I  feftr  tbe 

Like  thee  I  love  the 


O  brooklet,  let  mj 

Lie  all  fur^oCten  in  tkeir  _ 
Till  in  my  thoughts  reoiaia  at 

Only  tiiy  peace,  tkj  flowRB^  Ikv  i 


Tlie  lily  bv  thv  manria 
The  nightingale,  Che 

In  shallow  here  he 
His  nest,  his  love,  bii 


Near  th«e  the  telf-coUeeCai 
Known  naught  of  error  or  «f 

Tliv  waters,  nitinnuriag  aa  iWy  idl 
Tran-sform  hia  muaiagB  ii 


Ah,  when,  on  bright  aati 

Piir^uin;;  still  thv  coane.ahall  I 
List  the  soft  shudcJer  of  the 

And  hear  the  lapwiag'a 


harr£gf.s 


BV    IF  FRANC   DE   rOM 


I  I.FAVK  vou,  Ve  cwld 

1  ^welling  uf 

You,  niav  these  evee 
Save  on  the  htvrixoa  of  o«r 


Vanish.  \e  frightful, 

Yf  nn-ks  that  nMMiat  ap  to  Ihe  el 

of  Hkif«,  fnwrapprtl  aa 
Impra«  tirable  aveni»-*  ' 


Yt>  tiirn-nts.  that  with  Buchl 
H'^nk  |iathway«  ihm^  lh» 
W'liU  yonr  ternAe 

Fatigue  uu  more  mj 
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e  landscapes  full  of  charms, 
,  ye  pictures  of  delight ! 
'ooks,  that  water  in  your  flight 
rers  and  harvests  of  our  farms  ! 

erceive,  ye  meadows  g^reen, 
e  the  Gkuronne  the  lowland  fills, 
ar  from  that  long  chain  of  hills, 
termingled  vales  between. 

;ath  of  smoke,  that  mounts  so  high, 
inks  from  my  own  hearth  must  come; 
speed,  to  that  beloved  home, 
too  lazy  coursers,  fly  ! 

ir  me  thither,  where  the  soul 

et  may  itself  possess, 

e  all  things  soothe  the  mind's  dis- 

ress, 

dill  things  teach  me  and  console. 


EVER    THE     DEAR     DAYS 
COME  BACK  AGAIN  ? 

Fer  the  dear  days  come  back  again, 

i  days  of  June,  when  lilacs  were  in 

»loom, 

bluebirds  sang  their  sonnets  in  the 

;loom 

aves  that  roofed  them  in  from  Bon 

r  rain  ? 

not  ;  but  a  presence  will  remain 

er  and  forever  in  this  room, 

less,   diffused   in   air  ;  like  a  per- 

ume,  — 

intom  of  the  heart,  and  not  the  brain. 

18  days  !  when  every  spoken  word 

like  a  footfall  nearer  and  more  near, 

I  mysterious  knocking  at  the  gate 

ieart\s  secret  places,  and  we  heard 

e  sweet  tumult  of  delight  and  fear 

ce  tliat  whispered,  **  Open,  I  caaDot 

vait !  " 

AT  LA  CHAUDEAU 

BY   XAVIER    MARMIER 

rhaudean,  —  *t  is  long  since  then  : 
[>ung,  —  my  y^ars  twice  ten  ; 
gs  smiled  on  the  happy  boy, 
of  love  and  ftfjn^  of  joy, 
f  heaven  and  wave  below. 
At  La  Chaudeati. 


To  La  Chaudeau  I  oome  back  old : 
My  head  is  gray,  my  blood  is  oold  ; 
Seeking  alonc^  the  meadow  ooze, 
Seeking  besiae  the  river  Seymouse, 
The  days  of  my  spring-time  of  long  ago 
At  La  Chaudeau. 

At  La  Chandeaa  nor  heart  nor  brain 
Ever  grows  old  with  grief  and  pain  ; 
A  sweet  remembrance  keepe  off  age  ; 
A  tender  friendship  doth  still  assuage 
The  burden  of  sorrow  that  one  may  know 
At  La  Chaudeau. 

At  La  Chandeaa,  had  fate  decreed 
To  limit  the  wandering  life  I  lead, 
Peradventore  I  still,  forsooth, 
Should    have    preserved  my  fresh 

youth 
Under  the  shadows  the  hill-tope  throw 
At  La  Chandeaa. 

At  La  Chandeaa,  live  on,  my  friends, 
Happy  to  be  where  Grod  intends  ; 
And  sometimes,  by  the  evening  fire. 
Think  of  him  whose  sole  desire 
Is  again  to  sit  in  the  old  chfiteaa 
At  La  Chandeaa. 


A  QUIET   LIFE 

Let  him   who  will,  by  force  or  fraod  ti^ 
nate, 

Of  courtly  grandeors  gain  the  slippery 
height ; 

I,  leaving  not  the  home  of  my  deligbt. 

Far  from  the  world  and  noise  will  medi- 
tate. 
Then,  without  pomps  or  perils  of  the  great, 

I  shall  behold  the  day  succeed  the  night ; 

Behold  the  alternate  seasons  take  their 
flight, 

And  in  serene  repose  old  age  await. 
And  so,  whenever   Death  snail  come  to 
close 

The  happy  moments  that  my  days  eom- 

n, 
years,  shall  die,  obscore,  alone  I 
How   wretched    is  the   man,   with  honors 
crowned. 
Who,  having  not  the  one  thing  needfal 

found. 
Dies,  known  to  all,  bat  to  himself 
known. 


/ 
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THK   WINK   OK   Jl-RAN(;ON 

BV  CMAKI.ES   COKAN' 

LiTTLR  8 wet*!  wine  of  Juran^H)!!, 
You  an-  dear  t«i  inv  iiicinorv  still  t 

Wilh  iiiiue  host  and  liiit  iiivrrv  koii);, 
UiKltT  the  nise-treo  I  drank  niv  ftU. 

Twenty  veara  after,  pasiiinf^  that  wajr, 
I'udrr  the  tn-llis  1   ftniiid  a^ain 

Mine  host,  still  sitting;  thi-ie  unfmia^ 
And  sin|;iu);  still  tlie  same  rftniiu. 

The  fliinintjon,  ho  frvsh  and  Inild, 
Treats  nif  as  ont>  it  used  to  know  ; 

Sou%'enirH  of  the  (lavs  uf  uld 
A I  read  V  from  the  bottle  flow. 

With  ^lass  in  hand  tnir  f^lanees  met ; 

We  pli-di^i*,  we  druik.      How  bour  it  id  ! 
N«'ViT  Arp-nteuil  piipirtte 

Waji  to  niv  ]i;ihite  sour  as  this  ! 

And  vrt  the  vintaj{«*  w:l<4  ^mmI.  in  Kooth  ; 

The  sfif-iaim*  juirr,  the  m-lf-samu  ca&k  I 
It  w:is  vt'ii,  ()  K^'y^'^y  **f  '">'  youth. 

That  faik'd  iu  the  autumnal  tla£(k  I 


KKIAK  I.UIilN 

(If.  I'hi  Ki    I  I  I':n) 

liY    ri  IMI  NT    MA  HOT 

Mr  I'  nrf^liiw  r»*r  tMa  Iirri<-  In  hit  paper  nn  Itrlgm 
«*♦■/  l*t  ."*»»  f  I*,*'  h'rr^fK  /^Tfi^«i'.**.  aiwl  af|rr«Bp| 
plllitr*!  it  III  rKe  /'—/f  .f»i./  /'-'/ry  ♦'/  t'ur;f^  In  ,.||,i 
of  tiir  »ritra.-f  .Vir^'Cf  .I••^V|'|■,  whii'li  lir  »|>|>rjiri  !•• 
I«4«r  art  jMi-lr  wlirii  rrvi'iiitf  tiiAt  ijran.atii-  |Hvfit,  |if< 
ij.Aha«  KtlifLftia    »:ii,;it.      Tlit*  rf^y   «lutb  t'loars  ttie 

|b"  IU  h>n-  l»  L-ll.lltt«]    IU  Ihr  »crw. 

'I'll  f^illiip  off  III  tnwn  |MM-hasti*, 

Ni  i>tT,  till*  tMiii-4  I  I'annnt  t«-ll  ; 
To  i|ti  \i»'  di-rtl,  imr  f»"»'l  di-^r.it'tM|,  — 

Kri.ir  Lm)':ii  uill  till  It  wi'll. 
hut  a  '•••Im-f  lift-  til  i«-:ul, 

|m  hi'iii'r  \irtiii-,  :iii<l   iiurxio*  it, 
1  li:il  *<«  .1  ]>:■    t«,  (   III   ^!i.iii  ili-i-il,    — 

I  r..ir  \.-.\  111  I  .iiiiH't  iln  it. 

'Ill  iiitti:^'!. .  \*i*!i  n  kiiiiwiiiij  Hinili*, 
I  111-  k:'--li  i-l  •>ilii-r-«  «j?li  liiH  ii»n. 

And  !•  .i\>    tfii  Hitliiitit  4'riMii  or  pile, 
I  i:.i:   I..i^.ll  otiiiiiN  aloiif. 


To  MIT  't  u  yours  ia  all  i 
If  once  he  layi  his 

For  as  to  pvinj;  hack 
Kriar  Lubiu  CTmm<  do 


With  flatteriii{»  words 

To  woo  and  win  soinr 
Cunning  iNUider  need  yim 

Friar  Luhin  knows  tlw  i 
Loud  preaeheth  br  S4»KrwCy, 

But  as  for  watrr,  dolb 
Ytiiir  doe  way  drink  it,  —  I 

Friar  Luhin  cannot  do  it. 

■MVOT 

When  an  eril  deed  *•  to  I 
Friar  Luhin  is  stout 

(iliiuniers  a  ray  of  ^ 

Friar  Luhin  caaaol  do  i 


RONDEL 

nv  JEAN    FROISSABT 


I^VE,  lore,  what 
of  mine  ? 
Naught  see  I  fixed  or 
I  do  not  know  thee,  — 

thine : 
I^Te,  love,  what  wilt 
of  mine  7 
Naught  M.*e  I  fixed  or 

Shall    I   h«'    mute, 
eonihine  ? 
Yi*  who  are  blessed  in 
I«ove,  hive,  what  wilt 
of  mine  7 
Naught  »ee  I  pe: 


MY   SKCRET 
nv  rfux  AftVEflLS 

My  iMinl  its  lecret 

ni_\  *tiTy, 
A  hive   rti*nial  in  a 

i'i-i\cii  ; 
nii|»fl«*H«    thr    evil    iSfe  I  koiv 

hi'<tiiry. 
Ami  tht'  who  was  the 

brlieved. 
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i  !  I  shall  have  passed  close  by  her  im- 

perceived, 
3Ter  at  her  side,  and  yet  forever  lonely, 
all  unto  the  end  have  made  life's  jour- 
ney, only 
ing    to  ask    for  naught,  and   having 

naught  received, 
her,  though  God  has  made  her  gentle 

and  endearing, 
will   go  on   her  way  distraught  and 

without  hearing 
se  murmurings  of  love  that  round  her 

steps  ascend, 
isly  faithful  still  unto  her  austere  duty, 
1  say,  when  she  shall  read  these  lines 

full  of  her  beauty, 
ho  can  this  woman  be  ?  "  and  will  not 

comprehend. 


FROM   THE   ITALIAN 
THE   CELESTIAL   PILOT 

PURGATORIO  II.    13-51. 

.  Longf<sllow*a  biographer,  in  speaking  of  the  poet's 
ode  with  hia  college  claaa  when  engi^jed  upoo  the 
r  of  Daute,  aays:  "The  Professor  read  the  book 
EngUsh  to  his  class,  with  a  running  commentary 
illastration.  For  his  purpose  he  had  bound  an  i&> 
kved  copy  of  the  author  ;  the  blank  pages  of  which 
■adually  filled  with  notes  and  with  translations  of 
worthy  passages.  In  this  way  were  written  thoee 
iges  from  the  Divina  Cammedia  which  were  first 
•d  in  the  Voictt  0/  the  Night,'* 

3  now,  behold  I  as  at  the  approach  of 

morning, 
*hrough  the  g^ross  vapors,  Mars  grows 

fiery  red 
>own  in  the  west  upon  the  ocean  floor, 
>eared   to   me,  —  may   I  again  behold 

it! 
L  light  along  the  sea,  so  swiftly  com- 

ing, 

ts  motion  by  no  flight  of  wing  is  equalled. 

i  when  therefrom   I  had  withdrawn   a 
little 

line  eyes,  that  I  might  question  my  con- 
ductor, 

.gain  I  saw  it  brighter  grown  and  larger. 

•reafter,  on  all  sides  of  it,  appeared 
knew  not  wliat  of  white,   and  under- 
neath, 

.ittle  by  little,  there  came  forth  another. 

ma^tftr  vet  had  uttered  not  a  word, 


While  the  first  whiteness  into  wings  uih 

folded , 
But,  when   he    clearly  recognized    the 

pilot. 
He  cried  aloud  :  "  Quick,  quick,  and  bow 

the  knee  I 
Behold  the  Angel  of  God !  fold  up  thy 

hands! 
Henceforward  shalt  thou  see  such  offi- 
cers I 
See,  how  he  scorns  all  himian  arguments. 
So  that  no  oar  he  wants,  nor  other  sail 
Than  his  own  wings,  between  so  distant 

shores  ! 
See,  bow  he  holds  them,  pointed  straight  to 

heaven. 
Fanning  the  air  with  the  eternal  pinions. 
That  do  not  moidt  themselves  like  mortal 

hair!" 
And   then,   as  nearer  and  more   near  os 

came 
The  Bird  of  Heaven,  more  glorioos  he 

appeared. 
So  that  the  eye  could  not  sustain  hia 

presence. 
But  down  I  cast  it ;  and  be  came  to  shore 
With  a  small  vessel,  gliding  swift  and 

Ught, 
So  that  the    water   swallowed    naught 

thereof. 
Upon  the  stem  stood  the  Celestial  Riot  I 
JBeatitude  seemed  written  in  his  face  ! 
And  more  than  a  hundred  spirits  sat 

within. 
**  In  exitu  Israel  de  jEgypto  !  " 

Thus  sang  they  all  together  in  one  voice, 
With  wh^so  in  that  rsalm  is  after  writ- 
ten. 
Then  made  be  sign  of  holy  rood  upon  them. 
Whereat  all  east  themselves  upon  the 

shore. 
And  be  departed  swiftly  aa  be  came. 
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PURGATORIO  XXVIII.    I -33. 

LONOIKO  already  to  search  in  and  round 
The  heavenly  forest,  dense  and  livin|p> 

green. 
Which  tempered  to  the  eyes  the  new 
bom  day. 
Withouten  more  delay  I  left  the  bank. 
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CrtMsini;  the  level  country  slowly,  slowly. 
Over  tlu*  soil,  that  everywhere  breathed 

fmf^raiiee. 
A  cently-hn'Htiiinji^  nir,  tliat  no  niiitation 
llad  in  ilsi'lf,  smote  me  upon  the  fure- 

hrad 
No  hearier  blow  than  of  a  pleasant  breeze, 
When'at  the  tremulous  branches  n*aclily 
Did  all  of  them  bow  downward  towards 

that  side 
Where   its  flrxt  shadow  casts  the  Holy 

Mountain  ; 
Yet  not  fnui)  their  uprif^ht  din*etion  bent 
So  that  the  little  birds  U|>oii  their  tops 
Should  cease  the  pnietiire  of  their  tune- 
ful art  ; 
Hut,  with   full-throated  joy,  the   hours  of 

prime 
Siufpnf;  received  tlu*y  in   the   midst   of 

fuliu;r^' 
That  niude  monotonous  burden  to  their 

rhymes. 
Even  as  fnun  bninch  to  branch  it  gat  he  r- 

iuff  swells, 
Throui^h  the  pine  forests  on  the  shore  of 

Chi.iHui, 
When  .lloliirt  unliMMe**  the  Sirocco. 
Alreailv  liiv  slow  stepn  had  led  nie  on 
Into  the  ancient  winmI  ^Ml  far,  that  I 
Couhi    M*e    no  nmre    tlu'  phure  where  I 

hail  entered. 
And  lo !  nir  fiirtlMT  rotir^*  cut  nfT  a  river. 
Which,  tow'nls   the  left  hand,  with    its 

little  waves, 
iient  down  the  fpitts,  tiLit  on  its*  niar;;in 

fiprani;. 
All  watiT<«  ilhit  <in  earth  nuM  limpiil  an*. 
Would  M'i'iii  to  have  within  themni'lves 

iMiuie  iiiixtun*, 
CompaffMl  %«ith  that,  which  notliing  doth 

conceal, 
Al'hiMi^li  it  nmvi'n  on  with  a  bniwn,  brown 

rilprilit, 
l'nd«-r  fill-  oli-ulf  |M>r|ietunl,  that  never 
Itav  of  llie  nun  iet%  in,  nor  of  the  moon. 


II  .\rki<  r. 


PU!  f.AM»"I'i      \\X       I?     U.     S;-')f),    XXXI. 


I  \vs  :i^  tlif  \V,-  "ofil.:!!  tlic  final  nunnnon<i. 
Shall   111*  ii|i  (|'iii-kt'ii«-il.  •-ai-h  t»ue  from 
l».^  ^ra\i-, 


«flkai 


•I  yt< 


f* 


ppffvaclkflf  i^ 


I 


Wearing  again  tbe 
So,  upon  tnat  celettu 
A  hundred  row  ad 
Ifinisters  and 

naJ. 
They    all 

vfnu. 
And  scattering  6owm 

about, 
**  Manibui  o  dale  lilia  ^ 
Oft  have  I  seen,  at  the  n 
The  orient  aky  all 

hues, 
And  the  other 

adorned, 
And   the   sun*s    face 

owed, 
So  that,  by  tempetmto  i 

port. 
The  eve  sustained  bie 

while  ; 
Thus  in  the  bosom  of  a 
Which   from  thoee 

thrown  up. 
And   down  deseended  i 

oui. 
With  crown  of  olive  o*cr 

veil. 
Appeared  a  lady. 
Vested  in  colon  of  tbo 


Even  as  the  anow, 
ters 
I'lton  the  liark  of  Italy, 
Blown    on  and    beatea    fey 
winds. 
And   then,  dissolving   filletm 
stdf, 
WheneVr  the   land.  tWi 

breathes. 
Like  as  a  taper  nelta  bef( 
Even  such  I  wa-s  witlwat  a  Hfh  ev 


ckMdef 


1 
1 


I 


Ii«>for0  tlie  MHii?  of 

•  vi  r 
Aftrr     tne 

•"plum 
Hut,  wh"n  1  beard  in 

ilies 
C«»ni|ia-Mi(Mi  for 

^aiil. 
"Oh  M li.T«*fiinp,  Udv, 

oiinir  hiw  ?** 
Tlie  ice.  th:it  wn«  alioat  mj 
To  air  .uid    walrr  c' 

ani;uisli. 


chiming    of     the    e( 
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hroagh  lips   and    eyes  came   gushing 
from  mj  breast. 


fnnon  and  dismay,  together  min- 
gled, 

'oreed  such  a  feeble  ''  Yes  I "  out  of  my 
mouth, 

?o    understand    it    one     had    need    of 

sa  as  a  cross-bow  breaks,  when  't  is  dis- 
charged, 

?oo  tensely  drawn  the  bow-string  and 
the  bow, 

Lnd  with  less  force  the  arrow  hits  the 
mark  ; 

[  gave  way  beneath  this  heavy  burden, 

rushing  forth  into  bitter  tears  and 
sighs, 

nd  the  Yoice,  fainting,  flagged  upon  its 
passage. 


TO    ITALY 

BY  VINCENZO   DA   FILICAJA 

LT  !    Italy  !  thou   who'rt  doomed    to 
wear 

be  fatal  gift  of  beauty,  and  possess 

he  dower  funest  of  mfinite  wretched- 
ness 

Tiitten    upon    thy    forehead     by   de- 
spair ; 

t  would  that  thou  wert  stronger,  or  less 
fair, 

hat  they  might  fear  thee  more,  or  love 
thee  less, 

7ho  in  the  splendor  of  thy  loveliness 

eem   wasting,   yet    to    mortal    combat 
dare  ! 

n  from  the  Alps  I  should  not  see  de- 
scending 

uch  torrents  of  armed  men,  nor  Gallic 
horde 

drinking  the  wave  of  Po,  distained  with 
gore, 
should    I    see    thee    girded   with   a 
sword 

ot  thine,  and   with  the  stranger's  arm 
contending, 

ictor    or    vanquished,    slave    forever- 
more. 


SEVEN    SONNETS    AND  A  CAN- 
ZONE 

The  following  tnaalatioas  are  from  the  poems  ol 
Michael  Angelo  aa  reriBed  by  his  nephew,  Mlohael 
Angelo  the  Younger,  and  were  made  before  the  pabU( 
tion  of  the  original  text  by  OuastL    H.  W.  L. 


THE  ARTIST 

Nothing  the  greatest  artist  can  oonoeive 
That  every  marble  block  doth  not  confine 
Within  itself  ;  and  only  its  design 
The    hand    that    follows    intellect    can 
achieve. 
The  ill  I  flee,  the  good  that  I  believe, 
In  thee,  fair  lady,  lofty  and  divine, 
Thus  hidden  lie  ;  and  so  that  death  be 

mine. 
Art,  of  desired  success,  doth  me  bereave. 
Love  is  not  guilty,  then,  nor  thy  fair  face, 
Nor  fortune,  cruelty,  nor  great  disdain, 
Of  my  disgrace,  nor  chance  nor  destiny, 
If  in  thy  heart  both  death  and  love  fiiid 
place 
At  the  same  time,  and  if  my  humble 

brain, 
Burning,  can  nothing  draw  but  death 
from  thee. 


II 


FIRE 

Not  without  fire  can  any  workman  mould 
The  iron  to  his  preconceived  design. 
Nor  can  the  artist  without  fire  refine 
And  purify  from  all  its  dross  the  gold  ; 
Nor  can  revive  the  phcBnix,  we  are  told. 
Except  by  fire.    Hence,  if  such  death  be 

mine, 
I  hope  to  rise  again  with  the  divine, 
Whom  death  augments,  and  time  cannot 
make  old. 
O  sweet,  sweet  death  I     O  fortunate  fire 
that  burns 
Within  me  still  to  renovate  my  davs, 
Though  I  am  almost  numbered  with  the 
dead  ! 
If  by  its  nature  unto  heaven  returns 
This  element,  me,  kindled  in  its  blaze, 
Will  it  bear  upward  when  my  life  is  fled. 
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111 


YOL'TII   AND   AGE 

Ob  fpTC  mc  Uack  the  iLijii  when  loose  and 

To  niv  lilind  iNuwiuu  wen*  the  curb  and  J 
rein,  I 

Oh  pv«*  nie  Imck  tho  aiii»i»lio  face  apiin,    ' 
With  whii'h  ull  virliiv   hiirird  M'i'iiw  to 

Ob  ^ive  my  luintin/i;  fiMitsteps  b:u'k  to  nio, 
That  are  in  age  hh  sluw  ami  fniuj;ht  with 

l«»".  j 

And  tin'  and  niuistiire  in  tbi*  hi*art  and 

brain, 
If  t  hi  111  woublst  h:ive  lue  bum  and  weep 

for  thi'<*  t 
If  it  W  truf  t  hi  til  livest  alom*.  Amor, 
On   thf    hwt>ft  -  bitti*r   tfam   uf    human 

hrurts. 
In  an  ohl  man  thuu  ean^t  not  wake  de- 

hin-  ; 
Souls  that   hiive  almi»9t  rt':ich«'«l  the  other 

shun*  I 

Of  a  ilivincr  Im't*  shonbl  f«*et  the  dartfl, 
And  be*  :iA  tiudcr  tu  a  holier  tire. 


IV 


OI.I)    A(iK 

TiiK  eminc  of  my  lung  lift*  liath  reached  at 
l:i'»t,  '  j 

In  fni^ilf  iKirk  imt  a  ti'niitfstuous  soa,      I 
'IIm'  I'linmiun    harbor,  whfre   uiunt    rrn- 

d<-r«'d  In* 
A rn Mint  iif  all  thi*  action**  of  th«*  past. 
Till'  iiiipHo-iiiiit-d  pluiiitajiy,  tluit,  vugui*  and 

M:oli*  .irt  an  idol  and  a  kin^  to  nif*,  | 

\N';i-«  an  tllii«pin.  and  but  i.mity 
Wrn*    tin*    th'^in-H    that    hin-d    me   and 
h:iri--«i'i! 
The   ilri  aiii-  i>f  InVf.  that  wrn*   M}  Rwevt  uf 

\\  li  i!    .in-   \\i*\    iiiiw.   when    two   druth;*  , 

III  i\    !••■  lii:ilf, 

1  hif  -lire.  :tii<l  ••III-  fi>n'c:i<«tini;  it.n  alariuA  ? 
I'li.i.t;!)^;  .iM'l  '«riilptiir*-  «.iti-<f\   Uii  liif>n* 
1  hi-  ^'--il    iiiiM    ttiriiini;  t«*  tin*   I^ivr    IM- 

'II.  I :  •  !•«■•{.  ti»  I- ni brace  iiii,on  the  ero^^  iin 

;«riii^ 


V 


TO  VITTORIA  COLOKXA 


Ladt,  how  can   it  chaaaa  —  yit  ti 

In   long  eiperienee  —  that  vill 

buit 
A   living   image   cmrvtd 

vaAt 
Tlian    itH   own   mak«r« 

trntlv  ? 
CaiiM*  yirlilrth  to  effect  if  %hm  m  W, 
And  vri^u  Naturr  is  bj  Art  Mryai 
This  know  I,  who  to  Art  have  gn 

|»ai*t. 
Hut  Ml*  that  Time  ia 

me. 

PtThAiM  on  both  of  ui  loag  lilt  «m  I 
Hither  in  ecdur  or  in 
Hr   now   purtrBTiny 

mien  ; 

So  that  a  thoiuaad  yvftn  aflcv  we  A 
How  fair  thou  waat,  sad  I 

woi». 
And  wherefore  I  so 

•et*o. 


VI 

TO  VITTORIA 


When  the  prime  tnorer  «f  w 
Heaven  t4M>k  throvgh  d«tb 

earthly  place, 
Nat II n*.  that  nrrer 
liemained  ■ihamed. 
evi'*. 
O  fate.  nnh4*«*ding  mr  i 
<  I    ho|M'ft   fallaciom  t 

grace. 
When*  art  tbov 
itH  embrace 
Thv  lovelv  limhe.  tkr 

w  m  m 

likie^. 
Vainlv  did  rmel  death 
The  rumor  of  thv  virt 
Tliat  I^-th«'*ft  water* 
A  thoii^aiMl  learra,  ai: 
thre  ditwn, 
S|M  .tk  of  thee,  nor  to 

«NiiiVt»y, 
K&crpt    through 
cxt>wn. 


O 

? 

Mr 


SONG 
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VII 


DANTE 

What  should  be  said  of  him  cannot  be 
said  ; 

By  too  ereat  splendor  is   his   name  at- 
tended ; 

To  blame   is  easier  those   who  him  of- 
fended, 

Than  reach  the  faintest  glory  round  him 
shed. 
This  man  descended   to  the   doomed  and 
dead 

For  our  instmction  ;  then   to  God  as- 
cended ; 

Heayen  opened  wide  to  him  its  portals 
splendid, 

Who  from  his  country's,  closed  against 
him,  fled. 
Uncp^teful  land  !     To  its  own  prejudice 

Nurse  of  his  fortunes  ;  and  this  showeth 
well 

That  the  most  perfect  most  of  grief  shall 

Among  a  thousand  proofs  let  one  suffice. 
That  as  his  exile  hath  no  parallel, 
Ne*er   walked  the  earth  a  greater  man 
than  he. 


VIII 
CANZONE 

Ah   me  I    ah  me !  when  thinking  of  the 
years, 
The  vanished  years,  alas,  I  do  not  find 
Among  them  all  one  day  that  was  my 
own  ! 
Fallacious  hopes,  desires  of  the  unknown, 
Lamenting,    loving,     burning,     and     in 

tears, 
(For  human  passions  all  have  stirred  my 
mind,) 
Have  held  me,  now  I  feel  and  know,  con- 
fined 
Both    from  the   true   and    good   still   far 
away. 
I  perish  day  by  day  ; 
The  sunshine  fails,  the  shadows  grow  more 

dreary, 
And  I  am  near  to  fall,  infirm  and  weary. 


THE  NATURE  OF  LOVE 

BY  GUIDO  GUINIZELU 

To    noble    heart  Love    doth    for    shelter 

fly. 

As  seeks  the  bird  the  forest's  leafy  shade  ; 
Love   was   not  felt  till   noble  heart  beat 

high, 
Nor  before  love  the  noble  heart  was  made. 

Soon  as  the  sun's  broad  flame 
Was  formed,  so  soon  the  clear  light  filled  the 
air  ; 
Yet  was  not  till  he  came  : 
So  love  springs  up  in  noble  breasts,  and 
there 
Has  its  appointed  space, 
As  heat  in  the  bright  flames  finds  its  allotted 

place. 
Kindles  in  noble  heart  the  fire  of  love, 
As  hidden  virtue  in  the  precious  stone  : 
This    virtue    comes    not    from    the  stars 

above. 
Till  round  it  the  ennobling  sun  has  shone  ; 

But  when  his  powerful  blaze 
Has  drawn  forth  what  was  vile,  the  stars 
impart 
Strang^  virtue  in  their  rays  ; 
And  thus   when  Nature  doth  ereate  the 
heart 
Noble  and  pure  and  high, 
Like  virtue  from  the  star,  love  comes  from 
woman's  eye. 


FROM  THE  PORTUGUESE 

SONG 

BY  GIL  VICENTE 

If  thou  art  sleeping,  maiden. 

Awake,  and  open  thy  door. 
'T  is  the  break  of  day,  and  we  must  away, 

O'er  meadow,  and  mount,  and  moor. 

Wait  not  to  find  thy  slippers, 
But  come  with  thy  naked  feet : 

We  shall  have  to  pass  through  the  dewy 
grass. 
And  ¥raters  wide  and  fleet. 
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FROM    EASTERN    SOURCES 


THE  KUcilTlVE 


A   TAKTAK    SONG 


**  He  ifl  i^fonr  to  tbo  deisort  Iniid  ! 
I  oan  MM!  the  Hhiiiiii;;  iii;uii> 
Of  his  hurstf  on  the  diMUiiit  |«lain, 
As  be  rides  with  hin  Kuetoak  biuMl ! 

*  Come  famek,  rt'liellioua  one  I 
Let  thy  prumi  heurt  relvnt  ; 
Come  \mvk  to  my  tall,  white  tent, 
Come  back,  uiy  only  sou  I 

**  Thy  hand  in  freedom  sluill 
Cant  thy  hawks,  when  morning;  hreaks, 
On  the  MwiuM  of  the  S«>vi'n  Lakeii, 
( >n  the  lakesf  uf  KurijaI. 

"I  will  pvi"  ihei'  leiive  to  Mray 
And  |i:i>tiire  tliy  hunting  ^t(-(■dj| 
In  the  loll};  ^r:i»  and  the  rirds 
Of  the  ni«':MlowH  uf  Kanulav. 


t« 


I  will  (pve  tliet*  my  mnt  uf  mail, 
Of  Mjft4'^t  li'atht>r  made, 
With  choii'<*!*t  >tiH>l  inlaid 
Will  not  all  tliL%  frvvail '/ 


II 

**  Til  in  hand  no  lun^r  shall 
(';ui  ni,\  l!:iv«k!«.  ulien  mitminf;  breaks. 
On  thf  «iM:int  of  tin'  S4<\cn  I.ikes, 
On  thi-  I;tk«*H  4if  Karajal. 

•  I  »ill  nn  Itin:;iT  -tny 
And  p:i«itiin>  iiiv  hunting  Htf«*<ls 
In  ill*'  l«iiii;  i^TA-^s  ami  iIh-  riTd^ 
Of  thr  inr:idtiM«  iif  Kamila\. 

•*'niiniv:h  il»'»i»  iTJXi'  tu*'  t!»y  i*«Mt  of  mail, 

(If  «..i!i-Hl  li'.itiit-r  iii:iil«'. 
\N  .'   .  1  In*;.!     X   h!i  I  1  iiil.iid, 
\il  ti..i  i-.t;ti:>>*.  }>r'  \  -III 

•■  Wii  it  r.j    :  i.  i^t  lii.'ii,  i  i  Kii  tn, 
!••  II.I-.  wl.i>  .iiii  ii,:ttr  iiwii. 
W!.  •    i:  .   -I  i\i-  ti>  (  i'mI  ulun*', 
And  ii>>l  t>'  Mi\  Oi-iii  ? 


'Miod  will  appoint  Uie  daj 
■       When  I  again  shall  be 
Hv  the  Mne,  shallow 
W  here  the  steel-briglii 

**  f f  od,  who  doth  care  for 
lu  the  liarrvn  wilde 
On  unknown  hiUa* 
Will  my  companioo  bo. 


**  When  I  winder  loorlj 
In  the  wind  ;  when  I 
Like  a  huugnr  wolf. 
And  covered  with  ~ 


**  Yea,  wheresoever  I  be. 
In  the  yellow  desert 
In  mountains  or  nnkaov 
AlUh  will  eaie  for  me  t 


III 

Then  Sohra,  the  old,  old  ■■■•- 
lliree  humlred  and  Hstjr  Toon 
Hud  he  lived  in  this  laM  of  tm 
Ikiwed  down  and  anid.  **  O 


"If  you  bid  me,  I 
There  \  no  sap  in  dry 
No  marrow  iu  drr 
The  mind  of  old 


I 


**  I  am  (dd,  I  an  Tery  old  : 
I  have  fkeen  the  primeTal  nnn^ 
1  have  seen  the  great  Ctewbift 
Arrayed  in  his  robes  of  gob- 

•«  What  I  ^ay  to  yoa  is  tbe  InOb 
And  1  sav  to  vou.  O 


l*nr«ue  ni»t  tlie  slai^wbite 
1*11  nue  not  the  benntifal 


"  Him  the  Almighty 
Anil  brought  him' forth  of  the  fa 
At  thr  v>*rge  and  end  of  ibe  ■(■ 
Whrn  inrn  on  the  — '^rlmm  fKKj 


*■  lie  maik  lM>m  at  the  break  of  dB|^ 
WlifU  ubrtHul  the  angele  < 
llr  hatli  li«ti-ned  to  tbetr 
And  ht>  knuweth  what  tboj 


•'(nftrd  «ith  Alhdi*8 
l«ike  the  uioun  of 


TO  THE   STORK 
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les  in  the  skies,  O  Khan, 
of  his  beautiful  face. 

)ii  earth  he  trod, 
rds  that  he  said 
as  he  stood  and  prayed, 
>  God  but  God  I  * 

I  be  king  of  men, 
ith  heard  his  prayer, 
.'hangel  in  the  air, 
h  said.  Amen ! 


»» 


lEGE   OF    KAZAN 

moors  before  Kazan, 
stagnant    waters    smell    of 

part,  with  horse  and  man, 
across  this  shallow  flood. 

;  of  Argamack, 

jons  were  the  shoes  he  bare, 

Ts  hung  on  his  back, 

n  on  his  neck,  a  prayer. 

:hought  I,  are  following  me  ; 
looked  behind,  alas  ! 
the  band  could  I  see, 
I  in  the  black  morass  ! 

shallow  fords  ?  and  where 
of    Kazan  with    its  fourfold 

m  windows  our  maidens  fair 
:ill  through  the  iron  grates. 

r  thom  ;  for  horse  and  man 

cop  in  the  dark  abyss  ! 

k  day   hath  come    down  on 

?r  a  grief  like  this  ? 


AND    THE    BROOK 

11  distant  mountain  heitjht 
t  Hows  through  the   village 

)rtli  to  wa^h  his  hands, 
wasliinr^,  thcrp  he  stands, 
cool  and  sweet. 


Brook,    from   what   mountain    dost    thou 
come? 

O  my  brooklet  cool  and  sweet  I 
I  come  from  yon  mountain  hi?h  and  cold 
Where  lieth  the  new  snow  on  uie  old. 

And  melts  in  the  summer  heat. 

Brook,  to  what  riYer  dost  thou  go  ? 

O  my  brooklet  cool  and  sweet  I 
I  go  to  the  river  there  below 
Where  in  bunches  the  violets  g^ow. 

And  sun  and  shadow  meet. 

Brook,  to  what  garden  dost  thou  go  ? 

O  my  brooklet  cool  and  sweet  I 
I  go  to  the  garden  in  the  vale 
Where  all  night  long  the  nightingale 

Her  love-song  doth  repeat. 

Brook,  to  what  fountain  dost  thou  go  ? 

O  my  brooklet  cool  and  sweet  { 
I  go.  to  the  fountain  at  whose  brink 
The  maid  that  loves  thee  comes  to  drink, 
And  whenever  she  looks  therein, 
I  rise  to  meet  her,  and  kiss  her  chiiiy 

And  my  joy  is  then  complete. 


TO  THE   STORK 

Welcome,  O  Stork  !  that  dost  wing 
Thy  flight  from  the  far-away  I 

Thou  hast  brought  us  the  signs  of  Springy 
Thou  hast  made  our  sad  hearts  gay. 

Descend,  O  Stork  I  descend 

Upon  our  roof  to  rest ; 
In  our  ash-tree,  O  my  friend. 

My  darling,  make  thy  nest. 

To  thee,  O  Stork,  I  complain, 

O  Stork,  to  thee  I  impart 
The  thousand  sorrows,  the  pain 

And  aching  of  my  heart. 

When  thou  away  didst  go. 

Away  from  this  tree  of  ours. 
The  withering  winds  did  blow. 

And  dried  up  all  the  flowers. 

Dark  grew  the  brilliant  sky, 

Cloudy  and  dark  and  drear  ; 
They  were  breaking  the  snow  on  high, 

AJid  winter  was  drawing  near. 
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Fruni  VurHi'a*s  nx'ky  wall. 

From  tbo  riK'k  t>f  Var.u'H  iiii rolled, 
The  Hiiow  caiiM*  aiul  euv4TiHl  all, 

Ami  Che  grt^eii  uieadow  wum  cold. 

O  Stork,  our  pinion  with  iinow 
Wan  liiddt*ii  away  and  lust. 

And  tho  ruHtvtrpoH  that  in  it  frrow 
Were  withero<i  hy  hdow  and  front. 


FROM    THK   LATIN 
VIRGIL'S    FIRST   ECLOGL'E 

MKLIIKKIH. 

TiTTRUfi,  thou  in  tht*  shsMle  of  a  Hp reading 

bfi'i'h  tree  rco lining;  1 

Meditatfst,  with  Mlrnder  pipe,  the  Muse  of 

the  wiMKlIandsi. 
Wv  our  count ry*H  bound h  and  pleasant  pas-  \ 

tun-H  n*liui|ui.Hh, 
We  our fountry  11  v  ;  tlmu,  Tityrus,  stretched 

in  till*  .shadow, 
Teavhe>t   tin*   woimU  to  n* sound   with  the 

name  of  tin'  f:iir  Amarvllis. 

Tirvurs, 

O   MeliUiMii,   a  ^(mI    fur   us   this    leisure 

civatrd. 
For  he  will  U'  unto  me  a  f^iMi  forever  ;  his 

altar 
Oftentiini'N  idiall  iinhue  a  trndrr  Limh  from 

our  Kh«TpfiiUU. 
lie.  tny  h<-if«'r(    t«i   wrimliT   at    I:ir^*,  and 

m\*><If.  at  tiiini  !*ffHt, 
On  my  niotii-  rrrd  to  pLiy  what  I  will,  hath 

]ii-rniitti'il. 

Truly   I  riivy  not,  I   marvi-1  rather  ;  on  all 

In  all  till'  tii'lils  Ih  siifh  tr«>iilili'.     liehoM, 

TTM  ::'Mt<>  1  am  drtvitr^, 
llrart.<«i-  I..   1'  ,r'h«T  iiw:iy  ;  tliin  one  searre,  ■ 

I".  \  rii-.  li  .»il  I  ; 
Fiif    ha\:ii:;    )i<  ri-    ii-.iiifil    twinn  ju^t  now 

uti.oiii^  flif  ill  ti-i"  l..i.-»  U, 
IIofM*  of  tl,f   iliM-k.  .ill   IIP   !    iiii  tlu'    n:iki-il 

ti:i.;  Oil   [1  i'!i  li  •'*  'III  III. 
<  if:i  II  ih.i  •  \il  til  iiir.  if  in\  iiiiiiil  had  not 

iM'ffi    :ii%r||.-it<\ 

C>uk  tn-i*«  *'*T.»  Li-ii  >\  )•  iM'ii  predii'ti-cl,  a!i 
ijiiw  I  n-iiteiiJHr  ; 


Often  the  siiiisler  eiow 

ilex  predietML 
NeTerthelesa,   who  tk»  god 

Tityma,  tcU 


TiTTmnL 

O  Melibous,  tbe  dt?  ttel  tkaj 

1  im:i|piied. 
Foolish  I!  to  be  like  tUi  el 

often  we  shepherds 
Wonted  are  to  drive  dowB  of  • 

delieate  offsprinip. 
Thus  whelps  like  unlo  dog* 

and  kids  to  tbeir 
Thus  to  eompare  gtrmt 

had  I  been 
But  thiH  among  other 

hath  exalted 
Aa  the  cypresaea  do 

Tibumuufl. 


And  what  so  gremt 
hath 


the  M 


I 


poaseMcd  tlHS  T 


Liberty,  wbieh,  thoagh  IaIbw 

me  in  my  ineftntM» 
After  the  time  when  my 

from  me  in  shnvi^B 
Yet  she  looked  upon  me, 

after  a  long  whiiev 
Since  Amarvllis  | 

left  me. 
For  I  will  even  etmf( 

|MMiieMked  me 
Neither   rare   of    my 

lilN'rtv  was  there. 
Though  f mm  my  watiled 

forth  mauv  a  victim. 
.\nd  the  unetuoiis   chreee   1 

the  eity  ungratrfaL 
Never    did    my   right 

heavy  with  mooev. 


1 

Mi«i 


Gd 


I  have  womlerrd  why  sad 
thf  i:«Hi«,  AmarvUta, 

And  for  whom  thou  didst 
to  hang  on  the 

Titvni.i  hrncr  was  abaenl  I 

m 

p\fn  tlie  11  we  t 
Thee   the  wry  t 
were 


I 
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TITTBU8. 

at  could  I  do?    No  power  had  I  to 

escape  from  my  bondage, 
'  had  I  power  elsewhere  to  recognize 

gods  so  propitious. 
«  I  beheld  that  youth,  to  whom  each 

year,  Melibcens, 
ring  twice  six  days  ascends  the  smoke 

of  our  altars. 
re  first  gave  he  response  to  me  soliciting 

favor  : 
;ed  as  before  your  heifers,  ye  boys,  and 

yoke  up  your  bullocks." 

MSLIBCEUS. 

tmiate  old  man !     So  then  thy  fields 

will  be  left  thee, 
i  large  enough  for  thee,  though  naked 

stone  and  the  marish 
thy  pasture-lands  with  the  dreggy  rush 

may  encompass, 
unaccustomed   food  thy  g^vid  ewes 

shall  endanger, 
r  of  the  neighboring  flock  the  dire  con- 
tagion infect  them, 
innate  old  man  I     Here  among  familiar 

rivers, 
1  these  sacred  founts,   shalt  thou  take 

the  shadowy  coolness, 
this  side,  a  hedge  along  the  neighboring 

cross-road, 
lere   Uybhean   bees  ever  feed   on   the 

flower  of  the  willow, 
en   with  gentle  susurrus  to  fall  asleep 

shall  persuade  thee, 
ider,  beneath  the  high  rock,  the  pruner 

shall  sing  to  the  oreezes, 
r  meanwhile   shall   thy  heart's  delight, 

the  hoarse  wood-pigeons, 
r  the  turtle-dove  cease  to  moom  from 

aerial  elm  trees. 

XnTRUS. 

srefore  the  agile  stags  shall  sooner  feed 

in  the  ether, 
1  the  billows  leave  the  fishes  bare  on  the 

sea-shore, 
•ner,  the  border-lands  of  both  overpassed, 

shall  the  exiled 
ithian  drink  of  the  Soane,  or  the  German 

drink  of  the  Ti^s, 
m  the  face  of  him  shall  glide  away  from 

my  bosom  ! 


But  we  hence  shall  go,  a  part  to  the  thirsty 

Africa, 
Part  to  Scythia  come,  and  the  rapid  Cretan 

Oaxes, 
And  to  the  Britons  from  all  the  nniyene 

utterly  sundered. 
Ah,  shall  I  ever,  a  long  time  hencey  the 

bounds  of  my  country 
And  the  roof  of  my  lowly  cottage  oovered 

with  greensward 
Seeing,   with  wonder  behold,  —  my  king- 
doms, a  handful  of  wheat-ears  f 
Shall  an  impious  soldier  possess  these  lands 

newhr  cultured. 
And  these  fields  of  com  a  barbarian  ?    Lo^ 

whither  discord 
Us  wretched  people    bath    brought!    for 

whom  our  fields  we  have  pumted  f 
Graft,  Melibceus,  thy  pear  trees  now,  pot  in 

order  thy  vineyards. 
Go,  my  goats,  go  hence,  my  flocks  so  happy 

aforetixne. 
Never  aguu  henceforth  outstretched  in  my 

verdurous  cavern 
Shall  I  behold  too  afar  from  the  bushy 

precipice  hansing. 
Songs  no  more  shall  I  sing ;  not  with  me, 

ye  goats,  as  your  shepheidy 
Shall  ye  browse  on  the  bitter  willow  or 

blooming  laburnum. 

Trmtus. 

Nevertheless,  this  night  together  with  me 

canst  thou  rest  thee 
Here  on  the  verdant  leaves  ;  for  ns  there 

are  mellowing  apples. 
Chestnuts  soft  to  the  touch,  and  eloated 

cream  in  abundance  ; 
And  the  high   roofs  now  of  the  villages 

smoke  in  the  distance, 
And  from  the  lofty  mountains  are  falling 

larger  the  shadows. 


OVID  IN  EXILE 

AT    TOMIS,    IN     BESSARABIA,    NEAR 
MOUTHS   OF    THE  DANUBE 

Tristia,  Book  III.,  Elegy  x. 

Should  anv  one  there  in  Rome  remember 
Ovid  the  exile, 
And,  without  me,  my  name  still  in  the 
city  survive ; 
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TRANSLATIONS 


aU  dM 


Tell  him  that  unilrr  stars  which  never  set 
in  the  iHTsm 
I  nni  fxihtiiif;  btill,  here  in  a  barbarouH 
lantl. 


Fierce   SArmatiann   enromiNuui   me  round,     later,  —  no  tukrrom^r  •ticsai  thiB  lb 
and  tlte  liensi  and  (leta* ;  that  bears  thm  papjfw^  — 

Names!  h«>w    unworthy  to  be  sung  by  a         Which  through  its  wmnr 


Why  should  I  tell  TOO 

ar«  f  roien  aaiil  solid. 
And  from  oat  of  tba  lakt 

is  dug? 


genius  like  mine  ! 

Yet  wIkmi  the  air  is  warm,  inter^'ening  Ister 
defends  Uii  : 
He,  as  he  tlows,  rep«'ls   inroads  of  war  j 
with  his  waves. 

But  when  the  dismal  winter  reveals  its  hid- 

IMIlIS  IUi|H'Ct, 

When  nil  tin*  eurth  iK'comes  white  with  a 
marble- like  fruat ; 


its  waves  with  thm  dmtf ; 


Ister,  with  hardening 
cerulean  waters. 
Under  a  roof  of  ice 
the 


There  where  ships  liaT*  aaiM. 
foot  ;  and  tht  billovik 
Sulid  made   bv  the  fi 
hor»es  iaJenfc. 


And  whfu  Boreas  i.s  Itmsfd,  and  the  snow  Over  unwonted  bridgeSv 

hurlfd  untie r  Art*tuni.'«,  iM-neath  them. 

Then    ihe<e    Uiitinn'*,   in   south,    shudder  Tin*  Surmatiaa  •tceiBdn^ 

and  libivfr  with  culd.  rian  carts. 


Deep  lii-s  till*  >now,  and  neither  the  sun  n«>r 
llif  r.iiu  can  di*>^i>lvf  it  ; 
Boro:i'«  hart  lens  it  htill,  makes  it  fori'ver 
remain. 

Ill* net*,  ere  the  first  1i:ih  nu'lti'd  away,  nn- 
cithiT  sueeff'«l'«  it. 
And  tw«»  vrant  it  ia  wtmt.  in  niunv  phict-s, 
t4i  lii>. 

And  S4I  (n^*at  in  the  power  of  tli«*  North- 
wiii'l  awakened,  it  IrvrN 
I>ift\  ti'WiT^  %»itli  the  ground,  riHifH  n|^ 
liftftl  lM-:iri  otT. 

Wr.ip|Hil  in  skill",  anil  with  truiKew  sewetl. 
i{i«-\  iiiiititiii  %«:tli  tin-  Mi-atht'r, 
Ami  tlit:r  tai'i-s  .ilmif  «if  tip'   whulr  ImmIv 
ar>    "•■I'U. 

(>ft«*n  tlii-ir  trf«'*i'-,  \%1i<-m  nhaki-n.  with  {K'n- 
d<-ii;  ii  :>  !•-*  t .111  I  -. 
Anil    !!)•    1     MLiT'iji-l    UMrJi  ithine    with 
tl.'-  ;;  I'lii  III.  :  frtiHt. 

V\  inf^    ■  ni;  ■  .liil  i'i«    H«  iful,    prfH«r\  inj;    tin* 
fnriii  iif  tin"  \*  *^i-!*  ; 
No  iiii  r«-ilr  i'i;^!,:>  nf  v»iin  ,        pifCf*  j-ri*- 
»•  ::!i-tl  t\t*-\  ilriiik 


Siarcely  shall   I    be 

naught  is  gained  hj 
Absolute  credence 
ness  be  given. 

I  have  beheld  the  vast 
cum|iact«-d. 
And  a  »lip}*ery  crust 
lesA  tides. 

T  is  ni»t  enough  to  have 
den  this  iDdttrate 
I>ry  nhtMl  paMcd  mj  fool 
niuHt  wave. 


If  thou  hailat  had  of  old 
ii,  I^-ander ! 
11i>n  thy  death  Ittd 

a  crime  to  thm  Stinil. 

Nor  can  the  curved  dolplttan 
M-lves  frtmi  tlie 
All  their  struggWe  to  ti 
ter  prevents  ; 

Anil  tliiiii|*h    li«»i 
win:r»  i''  •^•1 
III  (l-   >ilfickaded  gulf 
till  re  be  ; 


tu: 
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.  the  ships  will  stand  hemmed  in  bj  the 

frost,  as  in  marble, 
or  will  the  oar  have  power  through  the 

•tiff  waters  to  cleave. 

r-boond  in  the  ice  have  I  seen  the  fishes 

adhering, 
et  notwithstanding  this   some  of  them 

still  were  alive. 

ice,  if  the  savage  streng^th  of  omnipo- 
tent Boreas  freezes 

Hiether  the  salt-sea  wave,  whether  the 
refluent  stream,  — 

ightwaj,  —  the  Ister  made  level  bj  arid 
blasts  of  the  North-wind,  — 

omes  the  barbaric  foe  borne  on  his 
swift-footed  steed  ; 

,  that  powerful  made  bj  his  steed  and 
his  far-flvin^  arrows, 

11  the  neighboring  land  void  of  inhabit- 
ants makes. 

te  take  flight,  and  none  being  left  to  de- 
fend their  possessions, 

^protected,  their  g^oods  pillage  and 
plunder  become ; 

tie  and  creaking  carts,  the  little  wealth 

of  the  country, 
nd  what  riches  beside  indigent  peasants 

possess. 

le  as   captives  are   driven  along,  their 

hands  bound  behind  tbera, 
ooking  backward  in  vain  toward  their 

Ls^s  and  lands. 

ers,  transfixed  with   barbM  arrows,  in 

agony  perish, 
or  the   swift  arrow-heads  all  have  in 

poison  been  dipped. 

at  they  cannot  carry  or  lead  away  they 
demolish, 

nd  the  hostile  flames  burn  up  the  inno- 
cent cots. 

n  when  there  is  peace,  the  fear  of  war 
is  impending  ; 

fone,  with  the  ploughshare  pressed,  fur- 
rows the  soil  any  more. 


Either  this  region  sees,  or  fears  a  foe  that 
it  sees  not. 
And  the  sluggish  land  slumbers  in  niter 
neglect. 

No  sweet  grape  lies  hidden  here  in  the 
shade  of  its  vine-leaves. 
No  fermenting  must  fills  and  o'erflows 
the  deep  vats. 

Apples    the    region    denies  ;    nor    would 
Acontius  have  found  here 
Aught  upon  which  to  write  words  for  his 
mistress  to  read. 

Naked  and  barren  plains  without  leaves  or 
trees  we  behold  here,  — 
Places,  alas  I  unto  which  no  happy  man 
would  repair. 

Since  then  this  mighty  orb  lies  open  so 
wide  upon  all  sides, 
Has  this  region  been    found  only  mj 
prison  to  be  ? 


Tristia,  Book  III.,  Elect  XIL 

Now  the  zephyrs  diminish  the  cold,  and  the 
year  being  ended. 
Winter  Maotian  seems  longer  than  ever 
before  ; 

And  the  Ram  that  bore  unsafely  the  bni^ 
den  of  Helle, 
Now  makes  the  hours  of  the  day  equal 
with  those  of  the  night. 

Now  the  boys  and  the  laughing  girls  the 
violet  gather. 
Which  the  fields  bring   forth,   nobody 
sowing  the  seed. 

Now  the  meadows  are  blooming  with  flow- 
ers of  various  colors. 
And  with   untaught   throats  carol    the 
garrulous  biros. 

Now  the  swallow,  to  shun  the  crime  of  her 
merciless  mother,  , 

Under  the    rafters  builds  cradles    and 
dear  little  homes ; 
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Kagerl  J  sIiaII  I  nm  to  thm 

■aluted. 

Who  he  mar  be,  I  BhaU 

anil  wbcnee  ha  haMh 


Ami  the  lilaclr  that  hiv  hid,  covurecl  up  in 
tho  furrowH  of  ('i'it?s, 
Now   fn>iii   thi*   t«*]iid  ground  raifles  its 
dclioatv  hi*a<l. 


Whore  thorp  in  over  n  vino,  tho  litid  shoots  Strange  indeed  will  it  be,  if  W 

forth  from  tho  tondrilH,  from   rogi«Mis  adjaesM. 

But  from  tho  (lOtio  Mhoro  diiitant  afar  is  ;  And    inrautious    OBMta 

thi'  viiif  !                                                ■  ni*ighboring  ick 

When*  thon*  m  vm^t  a  triT,  on  the  tree  the     Karolv  a  mariner  OTcr  tiM 
hRuichi's  an*  swrlliii^,  pasflos, 

Rut  from  tho  (iotio  loud  dintant  afar  is  •       liarolv  he  cornea  to 
the  tree  !  of  harbors  cleTind. 


Now  it  is  holiilay  thi*n*  in  Konio,  and  to  Whether  he  knowetb  G 

j^anifit  in  duo  tirdor  Ijitin  he  upeakecb, 

(livo  plni'o  tho  wiudv  warsuf  thi:  vucifor-  Surolv  on  thiA 

uus  bar.  oouic  wiU  be. 


Now  th«*y  an*  ndiuj;  tho  honoA  ;  with  light 
anns  n4>w  tli«*v  un*  playing, 
Now  with  tht*  Itall,  antl  now  round  n>ll!t 
tho  swift-t lying  h(N>p  : 

Ni)W,  when  tin'  yonng  athlcto  with  flowing 
(111  In  aiininti-d, 
lit*  in  till-   Virgin's   Fount  Ixithos,  ovor- 
Wi-urictl,  hi-*  liiiili». 

Thrives   the    htai^v  :    and    npplauao,    with 
v«>iri's  at  \:iri;iiirf,  ihiiiidt'n. 
Anil  tht*    Thcatnxi   thn-t*    tHr    the  thn'e 
Kt*r:iins  n'»i>uiiil. 

Ktiur  tinifN  liHppy  \*  hr,  and  times  without 
niiiiilMT  ii  happy. 
Who  tht-  «-ity  iif  Kunic,  unintordicted,  cn- 

j.ijs. 

IV  '  all  I  Koe  i<*  (!ii*  simw  in  tht*  vrriuil  nun- 
hhiiii*  tli<-«i>lviii'^, 
Vnd  thi*  it.iti-r*  ii<*iii«in'  drlvctl  fmin  tin* 
indiii.ttf  Likr. 

N   r  1^  til*-  ^tM  ii'iw  I'ni/rn,  nnr  an  iM'fun' 
ii'i-r  i!ji-  I-ti  r 
''••iiii's   till'  >.iriiiitiin  l>o«>r   driving    hi'« 

.■•*riil'>i!-iti<  •  ir t. 

il/!ii-r%%.iril,    i.t\i  rMit  li—-*.    ••unir   k*'rN  al- 
r',.i«l  \    -Iff   ■••  ■  r;iiL;. 
A:    ■   •  !i    t^l^    r>>;ii.i-   ^Imri    alii'ii  vt^m-N 


Also  pon*hance   from   tW 
Strait  ami  tbe 
Unto  the  stead r  S 
^proading  his 


WhosooTor  he  is,  tlie 
tfU  mo, 
W*hich  mav 

m 

proaoh  to  the  tt«tlL 


III*,  I   pray,   naaj  be  able 
triuniph»  of  CMBTt 
Whioh  he  has  heard  qC 
to  the  lotion  Jove  ; 


And   that   thr  sormvfml 
thiHi,  the  rrbellioQS* 
I'ndor   the    fret,   at 
Captain  hast  laid. 


WhcMii  shall  tell 

to  liavr  seen  will 

Forthwith   ante  mv 

guest  shall  be  W 


Wiie  i*  nil'  !     I»  the 

thian  lands  now  ? 
Ami   tidch   pnnishiDeal 
plat'r  for  I 

(■rant,  yr  gials,  that  C 
my  hiNiso  and  mj 
Hut  iliTree  it  to  be 
pain. 


flfOril 


APPENDIX 


L    JUVENILE  POEMS 

Mr.  Longfellow  made  his  first  coUeo- 
ems  in  Voices  of  the  Nipht,  he  included 

Earlier  Poems,  but  printed  only  seven 
number  which  bore  iiis  initials  or  are 
raceable  to  him.  He  chose  these. 
,  not  as  specimens  of  his  youthful 
:  becciuse,  of  all  that  he  had  written 

or  more  before,  they  onlv  appeared 
have  poetic  qualities  which  he  could 
th  any  complacency.  It  is  not  likelpr 
'eaders  will  be  found  to  contravene  his 

in  the  omission  of  the  other  verses, 

this  edition  is  intended  for  the  stu- 
eell  as  for  the  general  reader,  it  has 
ight  best  to  print  here  those  poetical 

which  curious  investifi:ator8  have  re- 
rom  the  obscurity  in  which  Mr.  Long- 
s  entirely  willing  to  leave  them.  They 
ed  in  as  nearly  chronolc^cal  order  as 


HE  BATTLE  OF  LOVELL  S  POND 

fellow'*  flnt  rmt*,  to  far  u  known,  printed  io 
1  Gazette,  NoreOibcr  I',  112D. 

is  the  north  wind  and  rude  ia  the  blast 
>8  like  a  hurricane  loudlj  aad  foat, 
oa  through  the  tall  waring  pines  lone  sod 

r, 

[oiem  sad  o^er  the  warrior'*  bier. 

hoop  in  RtilJ.  and  the  aaraj^**  yell 
nto  ^ileoce  along  the  wild  deU  ; 
the  battle,  the  tuicalt,  ia  o'er, 
u--clanoD't  Toice  ia  now  heard  do  more. 

rs  tha.t  fought  for  their  coootry,  and  bled, 
[  to  their  nut;   the  damp  earth    la   tbdr 


pIU  the  place  where  their 
out  the  fepot  irfjm  the  grav 


of  their  foes. 


in  their  glory,  surroosdd^  by  h 
ry'i  lotjd  trux^p  their  death  6li  ymchdm  ; 
ead  ;  but  tbej  I.ve  ia  earh  FMtrvA*»  hrcMt, 
namea  are  ez<graTeu  oo  hfjoar'a  hrifht  crest. 

HjOttT. 

T   .-    ;  ANTHf: 

Whi:»  -.j-r/n  the  w*^*ni  '''^»>i 

By  t:  *•  *.  ■  .»x»~\  :,'/.'.■%. 
P»-r.ji**-  t:.  '.;i-.\:  A  lij^r*-  *b^  IJTit^ 

I»Tt'«  f/»:.    Zl^'jktjf.'U.'.';  . 


Lo,  the  crescent  moon  on  high 

Lights  tlis  bslf-cboksd  fountsic  ; 
Wandering  winds  steal  ladly  by 

From  the  hasv  moontsin. 
Tet  that  moon  aliaU  wax  and  wane^ 

Summer  winds  pass  over,  — 
Ne'er  the  heart  shall  lore  again 

Of  the  slighted  lover  t 

When  the  russet  aotnmn  brings 

Blighting  to  the  forest, 
Twisted  close  the  ivy  clings 

To  the  oak  that  *a  boarest; 
Bo  the  love  of  other  days 

Cheers  the  broken-hearted ; 
But  if  once  oar  love  decays 

T  is  for  aye  departed. 

When  the  boar-frost  nips  ttie  leaf. 

Pale  and  sear  it  lingers. 
Wasted  fai  ito  beaoty  brief 

By  decay's  cold  fUtgera ; 
Tet  unchanged  it  ne'er  again 

Shall  its  bloom  recover ;  — 
Thus  the  heart  sban  aye  rsosiB 

Of  the  slighted  lover. 


Love  is  like  the  songs  we 

O'er  the  moonlit  ocean ; 
Tooth,  the  mring-time  of  a  year 

Passed  in  Love's  devotion .' 
Boses  of  tbdr  Uoom  bereft 

Breathe  a  f  ragranos  sweeter ; 
Beaoty  has  no  nagranoe  left 

Tboogb  its  bloom  is  Ifeetcr. 

Tben  when  tennqnfl  evening  tltrows 

Twilight  shades  aboire  thee. 
And  wlien  early  morning  glows, — 

Think  on  those  tbst  lore  thee  I 
For  sn  ioterral  of  years 

We  ere  long  most  sevsr. 
Bat  the  hearts  thst  love 

Shall  be  parted  arvcr. 


THAJfKSCIVIXC 


Wm  first  fai 

Tbetonefol 

To 

Hiam 


frosB  JohnTs 


The  votes  of  praies 
Andn'^^*"*^  thsBKsto  Ulas,  use  i 
To  Hha,  that  with  bright  inspiratkA 
The  high  and  gifted  lyre  of  heavesJy 
And  wanMuJ  the  so«l  with  d«w  vitAfity 
A  sdrrtng  watrgy  throngh  5star« 
The  Toiee  of  adoration  ffTMa  he 
Swelliag  akmd  in  rrcry  k^taeae, 
I>Mg  ia  the  anllen  vatevfalL 
Soft  Spring  or  hosvy  i 
Us  UMim  or  bl^ttteff 
Or  WMot  o'sr  tibsf«iv-s 


One, 


(A<^ 
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Thf  iMiCy  w*»  lUmr^ ;  a  oAnirlrM  Mpint 

Miivml  tu  til*-  lirrart«  nf  ii.rn  in  iluliiiii  brtoiaM; 

Aii-I  «h»ii  llii>  iijiin.iiiK  •iuilcl,  nr  ^«i  iiiutc  piJ« 

HiiiiC  trrrpinir  uVr  :!.••  iiit-Uiit  holy  urD. 

ltM>j  ram**  bruealli  th*  l'r<3il.  n'lTan-liitiK  trr^*, 

Aiid  in  l)M*tr  trrniulnua  •)iA<lii«i  «ur»lit|>pt<il  uft. 

Wtifrv   |wl0   th»   Muv  liimi;   rouuU    Ibeir    uuii-le    al- 

Ur*. 
Ami  ttT%y  tiiiMs  m«iitliiit{  Imntf.     AboTf>  «u  h^anl 
T:.«>  tuelihly  u(  wiiidk,  bmtln^  out  m  ttit*  Krvro  Iraea 
liuwwl  Ui  lli«-ir  iiuitrriuR  lou'-li  in  liTin<  bciauCy  ; 
And  hrnU  MiiR  ftirtii  ibnr  •  hi^rful  hyums.     bxlow, 
Tl«  briglit  aud  wi<My  wan-trrinx  nviilrt 
htrucgletl  ami  KiutiH.I  4iii<itii;«t  Ui^  taiiKl««>l  rt>ota 
That  (-hvkcHl  lU  rrrviy  ffunUiu.  «bJ  itark  rmk* 
Wnm  uiiiMith  by  th»  riiii»l4jit  rtirrmC.     t.\*'u  ttiera 
Tbe  hptiraa  wavr.  Diat  »Uiie  «ilh  tnvllitw  ^nn  •• 
Whrre  ivnlM  grc*  rmuk  mi  t)ir  rtiahy-friiiipNj  brink, 
AihI  thi*  i;<^^*>  •i"iK*'  ^i^itl  ti>  th«>  «iaiiiirriiiir  wiint, 
8>«!i|C  *ith  ai-hr«>rtii:  -oiiir  <■(  >«ir«-t  UAiwiuiliity. 
Mrnffit  tti#  h«'a«rtih  luttut-in  •■ .  ainl  il    tulf 
Like  balm  iittn  tlirir  ht^rt",  tii:    11  wai  |irar(> : 
Ami  even  thf  air  lh«>y  l>rpalhril.  tiH*  lirfhl  tli«y  uw, 
Bnraiiit*  rrliKiiMi ;  lur  tlw  rtlirrpal  •pint 
Tliat  t«i  Biiit  tbiuir  wak  r  llii*  ■  Ituf<l«  «f  frwUug, 
Aii«]  ntrll.i«i  r«vr>tliiiitr  t<>  b«>4iity,  iiii>*nl 
With  «  hr>- ring  *'iM-ri{y  within  thi*ir  brr^^ti 
An<l  iba<lf  all  h'lly  thrfr.  Inr  all  »a«  \o\r. 
TIm*  iDonuiiK  Btarn.  tli4t  ii«t«tt>  hiik  t<iff<  tl.«T  i 
Tht*  tu(M>ii,  that  hiniff  :it  iiiitht  in  the  ibid  nky ; 
Dayflpriiifc'  ainl  wrutiilr  .  aud  all  the  fair 
And  Ivautiiiil  fiirtn«  ot  nalnrp.  )iad  a  vulra 
4tt  rliM{ur!it  «liir-hl|i.     (k*rAli.  «:lh  iu  UAra 
l^mrAiug  ait^l  dfrp.  »li«r«*  1>'W  tlii*  iiifaiit  iitom 
Hiiiii;  i-ii  III"  ili'ii,  d^rk  i  l>Hii|.  di.ii  h^A«ily  bvat 
Tlir  pullr-fl  I  if  thi*  m-A.  «>iit  forth  a  «uicc 
ttt  A«(iil  a>lorali>>ii  l->  tin-  ■pin: 
That,  wra|<t  in  >itrkiie««.  iiuitiNl  u|inn  It*  facv. 
And  «iwn  th«*  )-•■«  ••!  ■  \r:  iiii;  ari  ).    1  tii«*  ejknt^ 
fir.  111  Ihr  iiii«iiii..:!.t  |-  .ir,  til-  riirhiiki'  wa«a 
Kiwr«l  mitli  a  ■«■  ■  I  I'li.iiia-  •■  th-  m<«  wtq  Krai'h, 
And  Biift  Vf  Mifiir  ■•!  w  -ii-U  r  mi**  oVr  llt«  wat*-r», 

l)ir  n>llt|;l'd  llir|ik|y  i.f   i»|>    I    II,  I  «.|«c 

Ti-uitMxl  Ilk**  a  lii>kti-ii'i  M  ;l:i-iii  i-n  tj.f  ^ar; 

Kir  .t  arof  a  tiiiii-f  <il  !i\!i.iii-f  «i>r*i,i|i 

Aii-l  liai»«  •  '*■  •.•■*rt^  gT  i«ii  f  !■!  I        Aft*  tViT*  on   -jtSL 

Nf  iiir*"  fi-rt*-!  tt'tii«  raiitt'lt  f  r-  iii  tri%.  i  ; .  Ji.-lii  ■ 

lla«r  ■■III  iiii:!*-  *i|>«  III*  htii.t!,  "•'T  «•  ii!«  I.  I  ■••I..;  T 

l«-t  I. ill.  t:i4i  il   liif  MiiiiM  f r  -I  i\  "1  y>-  "i 

Kr«-|  ■  |iifr  f  ■   h->\\  fiMiiit  ■•?  yintlifn'i  f*-^liiiff, 

Afi'l  r  iti.  ttiat    •!  I}'-  iiuhl*4ll  iif  hi«  \r\r^ 

I.ir*  •!     «!i   III   i.la   '.*'»l  alfWIi.   Alt  I   Bhlit  ■  III   |M  M'T 
III*  dill  .   I  hi*  r}fm  .  Il   l.fi*'*  •li'irt   Wl)f  irill^. 

Waian  IliUi  titkl  ri.I>a  V  r  ili  •till)  iif  iiiaii 


»      : :  "N  \\     \:..M  1 »  \I  L 

K'-r*:-  \  i''.M.i.\  II   ■■  :  l.-rii.f  wm 

|>«i  I  II.    >  •:.-  I    .      ;  ■::   .11  !  •  }>«>r|f-v  i  tlr, 

"Vljt)     1     .-■  'f^.l   .»   ».ir-  II,.-     Jilt   tall- 

Ai   1  •*. 4ra  .t    '«  (11*%  t-    -1. 
T*  *  •      '       k>     I.     I  '.■•."■.•  -n  |<«in 

<  *  •  -'  I  •   *  '    I*    I.      ■   ■    M  l:.   .te'A. 'I 

M      .:i.«     I.  1...    Iu   J..1.      if 

I>-'»     ■    •       •  ,     ■  I  •  kill  '   ■      . 

\     1  ■■•-•.  .         1   .     •  .   l.,■ 
l    .-     .  •    •>*  : 

I'  '  ■  •* .  -..*■•       t. 

\     :  •  i  .  I  .  ■■■ 

I  '.r    I  «.    f 


rpOB  tlw  hJUPi  irftf 
Th#  lji«  of  Aaiuata 
And  u>r  Ita  lr*Miuloua  ci 

Thv  fnngM  ol  iWnj. 

I  •lanil  A0»j* 
flriMalh  the  •larka»l 
WluUC  »a»WnB«  wti 


Th#  air  faffwMl^a  r 
A  ii^rit  in  aoil  imiMc 
Krvui  Antunn**  fray  i 

And  ruund  hit  «ii 


Tli«i  bonr  and 
With  n.tM  and  t«ia««4  ivy 
BeuiN  in  lu  kfrlMi  bwMf 

Whri««MdatWfl« 


Thai  ff*unlnia*a 
Kch«wa  that  aoond  cf 
Of  rarly  fcrh^'a  tiOMfnl 

Chokad  vitk 


LMvra,  tbnl  tk* 
To  #arth'i  rcid 
Ar»  types  of  t<«r 

Ami  of  our 

TV^trMlknl 
W^atibc  and  Imbt  aa 
Bprinc  *hjll  n 

But  ktiC  mjr  >oys 


IT%L1AW    ICiaiBT 


Nioirr  rr«ta  in  lianuty  «■  Moat 
lii  r.«*ath  IU  pbaiW  th*  I 
In  Valliiinbraaa'*  boan^,  ■■ 
|k<nil  with  a  ralm  and  qntot 
I'lHiu  the  beauty  of  tbtf     ' 


Still  in  the  «f  •!  i 
M.uitl-«  th»  ii{«  of  d«7,  and  lail^M  pi 
M-'«rB  iikra  »|>H>irp  in  tbe  dmtkj  ifey. 
U  h:lr  etp'k  Murrt  rtarna  tl«  fl 
^-l.l]f  •  i-jlmly.     Muair  atoala  al 
Ai-n>«a  tli^  *  «ter,  «itb  a 


Kri-in  (Nit  tli»  i:|-laiid  diMie  <4  taDtn. 

\  i.d  a  faint  fi-<tfall  auuMa,  «kaf«,  ^m  < 

II  iiiff*  tlir  |[ri>  «ilMw  fn^  Urn  f1««r^ 

ii'i  7«f^>««iiitf  Ita  iurrvBl. 

Tlio  1  >«t<r'«  r^dtila  dnipa 

S  li-nt.  •  \w  «liru  tl«  d.pfMac  nw  !■ 

Or  in  Its  r>i>l«  Mchfl  th^  npflinc 

M  iiMmi-c  *r.d  Bii«*>(r^'«« 

In  Mi  t;  tilru  14'autv  all 

Ul.iM  ih.  <-    th  t  »  tu 

Arc  |*tii-  and  arv  for^-Clen. 

Whotr  MN-rrI  ai'rtiwalhe  rtar 

Ci-.i»iir«  in  h>>r--«  n;u«|r  ;  ato<i 

Tlir  I  fit*  It  rii^  ■«erpa  ttai 

Miiik -I  i  •  >il<'  r  •'iirrrpi  wttk 

>%!.••«•  iiAirra  ha«e  n*-!  Iidpa, 

I  Hi  I.   .M-SfM  M  iiif  al  ific  Itel  latf 

Hi'  )i«l   !•  It  f*.tt  .  an -^ 

i^ft  a  1   -.1  n.iiai.ir.f ,  mil  I* 


K  ■  »\ti    :•  fti  tlir  i|#<rfv 
I  •'■  r  t   t  ■!  .'k  wa  Mir«w  with  a 
\i.  !::     '.ritr  ■     «  tli' daf  k  rlUI 
^n  1  t.   I'lr  k>  luir.ivai   t"aiti  1U\ 
11'  at.'!  it«  1  -iitf  u:tj«*.  with  m 
H  ki  ••  |»tM*^l  •■  ay  U*  tko  cwM 
L^ka  a  Vat    iriiif 
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:aXta  sea's  dim  and  distant  verge, 
>Ued,  the  moon^s  broad  disk  emerges, 
i  where  the  fairy  hues 
3\v  upon  Abruzzi's  woods, 
it  is  spreading.     Far  above, 
with  tlu-ir  thin,  cold  atmosphere, 
'.n  uplilt  their  snowy  browns, 
colder  beauty,  where  unheard 
>aui8  in  the  futhonilebs  ether, 
wearied  win^:^.     Here  let  us  pause. 
he*e  solitudes  —  the  soul 
ithin  these  steep  and  difficult  places  — 
terious  language  to  mine  own, 
nitterable  musings.     Earth 
iliades  of  nightfall,  and  the  sea 
,  thin  blue  haze  beneath  my  feet  ; 
iy  columns  and  tho  mouldering  tombs 
3I  City,  liidden  deep 
lantlo  of  their  fehadows,  rest. 

8  on  oirth.     A  heavenly  voice 
y  :    "  Dreamer,  is  earth  thy  dwelling  ? 
ithin  tliat  fair  and  fruitful  bosom, 
itain'»d  thy  being,  and  within 
»a.st  of  Ocean,  lie  the  germs 
JiH»olution  !     E'en  the  air, 
clear  blue  sky,  and  gives  thee  strength, 
nllen  lake  of  n.ouldrring  reeds, 
wa>t»  of  fore«t,  where  the  asier 
damp  and  motionless  atmosphere, 
e  dire  and  wasting  pestilence, 
y  check.     Dream  tliou  of  higher  things  : 
not  thy  home  !  "    And  y^t  my  eye 
rth  again.     How  beautiful, 
''elino  heaves  its  sullen  waves 
ti  cliff  of  Rray  and  shapeless  granite, 
urling  miht,  the  moonlight  bow 
rilous  river!     A  soft  light 
banian  mountains,  and  the  haze 
>n  their  summits  mellows  down 
'eatures  of  their  beauty.     Faint 
)vered  glow  the  Sabine  hills  ; 
t^  the  sea's  monotonous  shell, 
lifTs  of  Terracina  stands 
he  royiil  60th  in  ruins. 

I  in  her  wane :  day's  early  flush 
ectic  on  her  fading  cheek, 
•auty.     And  the  opening  dawn 

lustre  lights  the  royal  ( ity, 
ts  proud  tiara  of  dark  towers, 

its  own  romantic  bay. 


THE    LUNATIC    GIRL 

1,  most  gentle  !     Yet  how  lost 
id'lciis  the  fair  earth  ;  the  cyo 
hiT  b<'ing  ;  the  maternal  care 
nouri.-ihcd  her  ;  and  the  calm  light 
>m  our  own  thoughts,  and  softly  rests 
sen  valleys  and  smooth-sliding  water*, 
s  of  liiV,  and  fewer  winds, 
or  had  wasted  the  fre.^h  rose 
upon  lier  cheek  :  but  one  chill  froet 
•arly  autumn,  when  ripe  thought 
lutiful,  and  llii^'hted  it  ; 
:;ilk  Ki'  w  laiij^uid  day  by  day, 
—  and  drooped,  and  shed  its  many  leaves. 
fOine  li.ive  ilie<l  of  love  ;  and  some, 
11  l>o.-iii»y'8  high  rouiance  had  caught 
a*e  ft«elin(f«  and  heart-wasting  cares, 
life'.s  ilire»diold  with  a  <l*>»'perate  foot; 
ve  pone  mad,  — and  she  wa«  one  ! 
1  at  Keft  ;  nnd  they  had  felt 
•  earli  other  wJieri  th«'V  parted, 
Tied  at:;iin  ;  iiiul  to  her  ear 


Came  tidings  that  the  ship  which  bore  her  lover 

Had  sullenly  gone  down  at  sea,  and  all  were  lort. 

I  saw  her  in  her  native  vale,  when  high 

The  aspiring  lark  up  from  the  reedy  river 

Mounted  on  cheerful  pinion  ;  and  she  sat 

Casting  smooth  pebbles  into  a  clear  fountain, 

And  marking  how  they  sunk ;  and  oft  she  sighed 

For  him  tiiat  perished  thus  in  the  vast  deep. 

She  had  a  sea-shell,  that  her  lover  brought 

From  the  far-distant  ocean  ;  and  she  pressed 

Its  smooth,  cold  lipe  imto  her  ear,  and  thought 

It  whispered  tidings  of  the  dark  blue  sea ; 

And  sad,  she  cried,  **  The  tides  are  out  I  —  and  now 

I  see  his  corse  upon  the  stormy  beach  !  " 

Around  her  neck  a  string  of  rose-lipped  shells, 

And  coral,  and  white  pearl,  was  loosely  hung ; 

And  close  beside  her  lay  a  delioate  fan, 

Made  of  the  halcyon^s  blue  wing ;  and  when 

She  looked  upon  it,  it  would  calm  her  thoughts 

As  that  bird  calms  the  ocean,  —  for  it  gave 

Mournful,  yet  pleasant*  memory.    Once  I  marked, 

When  through  the  mountain  hollows  and  green  woods. 

That  bent  beneath  its  footsteps,  the  loud  wind 

Came  with  a  voice  as  of  the  restless  deep, 

She  raised  her  head,  and  on  her  pale,  cold  cheek 

A  beauty  of  diviner  seeming  came  ,* 

And  then  she  spread  her  hands,  and  smiled,  as  if 

She  welcomed  a  long-absent  friend,  —  and  then 

Shrunk  timorously  back  again,  and  wept. 

I  turned  away  :  a  multitude  of  thoughts. 

Mournful  and  dsrk,  were  crowding  on  my  mind  ; 

And  as  I  left  that  lost  and  rained  one,  — 

A  living  monument  that  still  on  earth 

There  m  warm  love  and  deep  sincerity,  — 

She  gazed  upon  the  west,  where  the  blue  sky 

Held,  like  an  ocean,  in  its  wide  embrace 

Those  fairy  islands  of  bright  cloud,  that  lay 

So  calm  and  quietly  in  the  thin  ether. 

And  then  she  pointed  where,  alone  and  high. 

One  little  cloud  sailed  onward,  like  a  lost 

And  wandering  bark,  and  fainter  grew,  and  fainter, 

And  soon  was  swallowed  up  in  the  blue  depths  ; 

And,  when  it  sunk  away,  she  turned  again 

With  sad  despondency  and  tears  to  earth. 

Three  long  and  wearr  months  —  yet  not  a  whisper 
Of  stem  reproach  for  that  cold  parting  I    Then 
She  sat  no  longer  by  her  favorite  fountain : 
She  was  at  rest  forever. 


THE   VENETIAN   GONDOLIER 

HxKB  rest  the  weary  oar  !  —  soft  aira 
Breathe  out  in  the  overarching  sky ; 

And  Night—  sweet  Night  —  sereneij  wears 
A  smUe  of  peace  :  her  noon  Is  nigh. 

Where  the  tall  fir  in  quiet  stands, 
And  waves,  embracing  the  chaste  aborea, 

Move  over  sea-shells  and  bright  sanda, 
Is  heard  the  sound  of  dipping  oars. 

Swift  o'er  the  wave  the  light  hark  springs, 
Love's  midnight  hour  draws  lingering  near ; 

And  list !  —  his  tuneful  viol  strings 
The  young  Venetian  Oondolier. 

Lo  !  on  the  silver-mirrored  deep. 
On  earth,  and  her  embosomed  lakes. 

And  where  the  silent  rivers  sweep. 
From  the  thin  cloud  fair  moonlight  breaks 


Soft  music  breathes  around,  and  dies 
On  the  calm  bosom  of  the  s<*a  : 

Whilst  in  her  cell  the  novice  sighs 
Her  vespers  to  her  rosary. 
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At  tkivlr  Uiui  alt*r4  bow  fair  (uru*. 
In  tcnilrr  chanty  for  tiiiiw, 

Ttiit,  tirlplrM  Irit  t'lllfp'a  fUilp  iltinui, 
ll^vr  iir%rr  (uuu>l  tin*  calm  r«-|HMa. 

Th«*  \te\\  nmiiug*  !<•  It^  tuitlulglil  i-liiiii*, 
K**1i«*%h1  affJiiiHt  ti.«-  ilr**!!  Mik*  kk>. 

Il.kat*'  I  —  ilip  t)ir  it-ir  airaiii  —  *l  to  Uum 
To  wvk  Gi-iift  r;t'a  UUckii). 


Tllh    AN  I. I.I  k  H   siiNts 

rfeon  tb«>  riYrr'fi  i>l.iikliy  baiik, 

Wli«-rr  the  m-*lc^  urums  gjvru  and  rank. 

Ami  thr  twi-lttl  wiHiiniUu>  kitriiigi, 
I'liwanl  MivtHia  tbi>  uion.iuK  lark 
T<*  ila  kihf  r  i-lmiil  —  an«l  iiark  ! 

Uii  ill*  way  tbe  wimnIiiuui  awgk 

On  th^  <llm  an«l  uUty  Ukra 
(fiofiiKiBly  thr  uiitruiutf  brtsAkii, 

Ami  till*  vAtflv  *k  tin  Ilia  •  li'ml  :  -~ 
Wliilat  tlie  «iii>l,  with  aiirhini;.  moi>  a 
Tu  ita  aruii>  tli«  i  h»att*  «ulil  iiiifi-. 

AimI  thr  ru»tlili|{  n^rda  |i||h>  luutL 

«Vhi-np  tht*  i*iulirai'iii||  Ity  b«>Ma 
C'liHM*  tri«*  l.inr  rliii  in  it*  fnl'la, 

lu  I. 'if  mra<liiw'a  friiiiy  IaikI, 
\ml  tlw*  wimtiii|{  n«rr  awprp* 
'Itiniikirti  ita  a)iallii«a  ami  atiil  iJ«rii%  — 

hiMii  with  my  r\>d  1  ataul. 

Put  «i)it*n  sultry  aunf  ar«>  hitfh 
I  ii'tfriiralh  t   r  (ok  I  hr 

Aa  i(  -tiflra  tlir  watrr'a  *«Ikv, 
All  I  1  II. ark  iii>  litir,  am  ay 
lii  th«*  wt.i'rliiik'  *^l  l\.|iUy, 

Taui;tiiii;  «itii  ttif  ri«rr  ■«•<■;<'. 

W}irn  tlK*  rifiif  p«pfiitiif  |>wika 

Ou  ynwn  wibhU  ami  niiiiliii^  Nnvika, 

Ami  lt»'  wiml  *:irh«  I'Vr  l..i-  1ft. 
WmaU  au>l  atrraita.  -     1  lr«ii-  )iiti  *!;■  n, 
Whilr  thr  ahadiiw  lU  the  sU-lt 

l^uglhtif  by  thr  grviruw(,ii>l  tri-r. 


Li>\  >  H  s    K'K  K 

T*.»T  ••  Wr.«  \:m  ■  nr  1'  r  ■■•il  i-f  •»*'«•*«.  lh«  IrfO«»r'l 
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T!i*-  rivrr  ylidaa  !■ 
Ai.d  hard^  «•««• 

>i* .vl  flowan •!• 
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the  waring  fin 

klitxg  cymbals  aound  ; 

le  wind  the  foliage  atirs, 

le  dancers  bound 

«  green  branches,  arched  abore, 

r  this  fair  scene  of  lore. 

I  thiire,  that  sought 

mg  heart  long  ago  I 

IS  left  me  —  though  I  thought 

;r  could  leave  me  so. 

r's  vows  —  how  frail  are  they  I 

-  were  made  but  yesterday. 

les  he  not  ?    I  call 

h  upon  him  yet ; 

setter  ne'er  to  love  at  all, 

)ve,  and  then  forget ! 

es  he  not  ?    Alas  !    I  should 

bim  still,  if  weeping  could. 

-  he  leaves  the  glade, 
ckons  me  away : 

I  to  seek  his  mountain  maid  ! 
>t  chide  his  stay, 
ids  along  the  valley  swell, 
as  hxul  the  evening-bell. 


THE    INDIAN    HUNTER 

aer  harvest  was  gathered  in, 

f  the  gleaner  grew  white  and  thin, 

sliare  was  in  its  furrow  left, 

ble  land  had  been  lately  deft, 

er,  with  unstrung  bow, 

here  the  valley  lay  stretched  below. 

[er  there,  and  all  that  day 
D  the  hills,  a  perilous  way, 
the  deer  was  far  and  fleet, 
>>pt  aloof  from  the  himter's  feet. 
Dgs  passed  o>r  him  then, 
the  populous  haunts  of  men. 

itumn  came  over  the  woods 
*  out  from  their  solitudes  ; 
I'hite  on  the  maple's  trunk, 

its  arms  the  pale  vine  shrunk. 
s  mellow  fruit  hung,  and  red 

withered  leaves  round  it  shed. 

reaper  moved  slow  on  the  lawn 

^ut  »lown  the  yellow  corn  — 

K  loud  by  the  meadow-side, 

«  of  evt'iiing  were  spreading  wide, 

if  the  herdsmen  came  up  the  lea, 

went  round  by  the  greenwood  tree. 

r  turnefl  away  from  that  scene, 
rt  of  hJH  fatliers  once  had  been, 
he  diritant  and  measured  stroke, 
uan  hewed  down  the  giant  oak, 
ouglits  lla«he<l  over  hi«  mind 
xii'n  f.iith,  and  luve  unkind. 

p  liarvost  prew  hlRh  and  bright, 
lorn  i>i«"rc«il  the  cloud  of  white  — 
h«Mr'l  iu  the  rvistlirig  brake, 
h  <>vt'rMha<lo\ved  the  misty  lake, 
^  \i>ice,  .iii'l  a  plunge  from  shore, — 
was  hecu  nu  the  hilla  no  more. 

(1  j>aiuie<l  on,  by  that  Rtill  lakeside 
e«i  down  thriMieh  the  silver  tide, 
:hu  smooth  yellow  sand  displayed. 


A  skeleton  wmsted  and  white  wm  kid. 

And  't  wMieen,  as  the  waters  mored  deep  and  dow. 

That  the  hand  wm  atill  gzaaping  a  huntera  bow. 


ODB  WRITTEN   FOR    THE    COMMEMORATION    AT 
FRYEBURGi  MAINE,  OF   LOVEWELL'S  FIGHT. 


Air—BrueeU  Addreu. 


Hiirr  a  day  and  wasted  year 
Bright  haf  left  its  footatepe  bere^ 
Since  waa  broke  the  warnor*a  qtear, 

And  our  fathers  bled. 
Still  the  tall  treea,  arching,  ahake 
Where  the  fleet  deer  by  the  lake. 
Aa  be  daab'd  tbroogb  Uroh  and  brake, 

From  the  himter  fled. 


II 

In  tbeae  ancient  woods  so  bright, 
That  are  full  of  life  and  light. 
Many  a  dark,  mysterious  rite 

The  stem  warriors  kept. 
Bat  their  altera  are  bereft, 
Fall'n  to  earth,  and  strewn  and  elefl| 
And  a  holier  faith  U  left 

Where  tbeir  fatbers  alept. 


m 

From  their  ancient  sepolehrea, 
Where  amid  the  giant  firs. 
Moaninff  load,  the  high  wind  stirs, 

Have  the  red  men  gone. 
Tow'rd  the  setting  sun  that  makes 
Bright  our  western  hills  and  lakes. 
Faint  and  few,  tbe  remnant  takea 

Ita  sad  joamey  on. 


IT 

Wbeie  the  Indian  hamlet  stood, 
In  tbe  interminable  wood. 
Battle  broke  tbe  solitude. 

And  tbe  war-cry  rose ; 
Sadden  came  tbe  straggling  aboC 
Where  tbe  sun  looked  on  tbe  spoi 
That  the  trace  of  war  would  btoi 

Ere  tbe  day^a  faint  oloae. 


Low  tbe  smoke  of  battle  hong ; 
Heainr  down  tbe  lake  it  swung. 
Till  tbe  death  wail  load  waa  soiMr 

When  tbe  night  shades  feu ; 
And  tbe  green  pine,  waving  darts. 
Held  within  iU  shattered  bark 
Many  a  lasting  scathe  and  markf 

That  a  tale  could  telL 


VI 

And  the  story  of  that  day 
Shall  not  pass  from  earth  away, 
Nor  the  blighting  of  decay 

Waste  our  liberty  ; 
But  within  the  river*s  sweep 
Long  in  peace  our  rale  shall  sleep 
And  free  hearts  the  reoord  keep 

Of  this  jubUee. 
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Thf  IiMiAli  cr.i-'f.  Jeck'.iti.  u  trmil.tinn  my,  ptiUhti 
»]•■■  r  oil  Vir  n..i>i<-Uiri  «  .x'^  t.--*  hr«r>  hit  Danie  Nuiil 
ovvrifwk  M'li  v!.:!*!  tiMiilMitf  kill-  ■  »■  iKi-  r^iff*.  aait  lir  •■•  n-'l 
branl  nf  till  aHrP  ■  !•  ii|f  ti  ■  •.  w;.i  11  l.-t  ti«l(  •Irciyvil  corpM 
«■■  fi>uiiil  ■!  !!••-  f  -it  >■>  *  !•:•'  :'<k.  "vr  vl'trh  hr  niual  ha?* 
•^.•11.     Mitubt  Jick- >  »•  ti  ii>  ar  1.  *  Wi.iM  lliit*.     II    W.  L- 

Thbt  nuuip  I1m»  wjrrii'r'*  Kravfi  )ii>a{il« 
Tii^  ilwiJiiiig  ol  ill*  tMtiti*  C.>lr  : 
AU'l  tlirr«  wa»  in  'iiriinik*  i»  <!•*  kI**"  — 
rii*  ■troiii  wail  ni  ■  tli«>ii«AiMl  mm  — 

UVr  li!iu  than  (all**!!  lu  In*  pmlf, 
Kr«i  nii»C  iif  aKf  ^  or  liliirlit  nr  Iilaat 
Had  «i'fr  hu  uuifhly  ii-int  |iArt 

Tlifiy  niMl<>  ttir  wMTiot'ii  irrav^  hra^ath 
Thr  briidiUK  ^>t  tliv  »iM  rim'*  »n«th, 

Wl*<>ll  tlw  tlAtk  lllllltir'n  pK*?!  I»f[  F>« 

II m1  I<rtiu(l  that  uii>uiitaii:  mat  kii  lii|{h, 

Wtirrr.  M-atlt-rr<l  ti\  tUr  «liAr|i  «iii<l*<i  breath, 
Bruraih  thi'  raif|{i-<l  <  Iill  ««*rf  ttiri>uii 
Tliv  «trviig  brit  aud  tiic  iitoul<jrriii|;  \m  ii«.>. 

Wh«rf>  waa  tlir  warriur'a  f<M>t,  ulipu  Br«t 
Til*  rM  suii  on  tiif  iiitiuntaiii  hurat  ? 
Wbcrr  -  wlirii  tlir  flultry  tHioii-tiiiic  <-aii.e 
On  ihr  Rrmi  Talm  with  •rdn-hiiiff  lUiLi*. 

Ami  luailr  Utf  »«m»ILuh1ii  (aiul  aith  tinrat  ? 
*T  waa  wlifrv  tti«*  »iii«l  U  krru  antl  loud, 
And  iLc  gray  ranle  brvaaU  Cliv  cluud. 

Wiirri*  «&•  tti«*  warri>>r*fl  fi«>l  wIi^d  iiifflit 
Vvilv^i  \u  till!  k  •■liMi>l  tiw  iiidUiiUiii-tiFiirht  ? 
N'm*-  li«-arU  Cbt*  |i<uii  aii'l  iuiIiIkii  rrmah 
NuiiM  aaw  tlir  fallvD  •arrt->r  daah 

l»iiwti  llii*  tiar«*  riH-k  m*  hiirii  aini  «hilf  ! 
It'll  )t«-  tliiit  f|n'<>|a*<l  !i"t  III  Dir  rhaar 
Mail«>  •«  tlii*  li:i:«  hi»  burial -plai-r. 

Thr>  f'nitiil  tiiiti  thrrr,  wb^n  tbr  lunf  'lay 

<>(  iifUl  ili'iMTti-  li  iiaaM-*!  a«at. 

And  trmt*w  mi  thai  liarri-ii  rlrtl 

Of  atniicgliiiic  liarl  «iili  ilratb  wi>rp  Ml  — 

li«<ir|i  lu^rka  aii'l  fi<iii|iriiiiri  intb*-  •  Ity! 
And  tbry  liati>  IajJ  tliii  ff4tli*-r\  brliu 
By  l^  dark  n*rr  and  grrni  rliu. 


Till     MA-I'IVFK 

Mt  wav  it  <iii  t!i»  liriitbt  I'bi*  ara, 
Mv  kWi*  ii|"4j  lU  rm-kiiig  tidr ; 

Aii  I  luai.^  aii  rtr  lian  (•■llnwr^l  iii# 
\lLrrr  tii;i->«ia  t,laa|i  Ch^  wiTU  H'aaiJ*. 

Ml  I'liiiiiac*  l^ara  tbr  rrnuaim  Miiah. 

Wti^ii  •••ran  t-t  Ihr  •tin  la  kiaatnl  ' 
W)irii  fa»lr«  till'  fvriiiiitf'a  |mrTii»  lluali. 

U)  -lark  t.ii  ,:  ■  >atF«  Ibr  aiUrr  wial. 

F-  'A  niaiit  «  •»i)i-'fr  -l.-wn  fv-ti^Bih 

t\.-  >  r;.-'  t   *f  \i  •  t  tti*  m\  .rn  |il  iffp 
y  t  far  I.  M  l>r«ri  I    •  va  •!■•  ii  t'rr.,:)iF 
••  ri  i  iittif  ii.ir.»ii  if.  Ihrir  alvri- 

f!  #•»  f»«lr.1  ht  lh»      -ral  !hr«  itr, 

\i.  I  ■■«  t'.r  |«-«rlt   ■::»lrii<  , 
W  '.•■••■  f.^  |>«ir  wa  tfra|^  t.*-!  ■■'•  rrr<>wQ 

I  i '  j:'.  r.-  ■-■   ]«rl.,i  ^1  1114  ii  !  'f  li.«  lu. 

A*  I   fc"'  •     !  ■  T.  t    1   ■»   »f!.    !•«  I.  liM  t.  lii^, 
I   [•    M-  I   ■'•  ir  •  !  f',:i  \m*M  ><ark. 

4-    !  «  -  I.  I   •  t«   li.*  •.'  a!trrr<i  ll.ir  c 
hai  |«Mr  I  a^ay  abJ  l^fl  u«-  •    iik 
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BuidldovB, 


I  aav  tiM  poap 
The  rioud 

Wlwn  to  *.h« 
Tha  aaUor'a 


BnMlh  th#  brtfM 
IVaif*    -U 
With  BO  «aiB  priit 


ML'tlMCB 


I  lAT  by  By  wiadow  oaa 
AihI  walcbfd  Ikov  Ite 

AikI  th»  aaftb  «i4  tklaB 
To  ft  aobvr  aad 

I'rnm  bf«T««  tW  allvsr 

Wiib 
Ami 

labroftdl^kl 

A  glory  vmmUm 
AihI 

And 

Br  ght  la  tte 

lu 
And  tiM  I 

In  n  pnaoply  of 


1  .»W  llMM  »• 

Am  th#ir 
A  .dndi 

LihaUw 

Tb««  I  watched  fPHB  ■» 

Tba  ligbU  nU 
A«  tha  «Mn»4  mm  1*  hii 

And  tte  nich  oat  to  hii  I 

A.I  fadMl  Mw 

With  dial 
B.it  that,  too.  vw*!  Mt  -^ 

Wh«ro  ay 

1  i.iia.  thooghl  l«  oar  ^ayni 

v.* 

TllMThtl 

TothcUaif 


B^traya  I  ho 


ray*  ino  MM 
AdhM«ath0 
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But  aoon  the  clouds  that  reH 
The  eje  of  Lore,  when  glowing, 

B«tr»7  the  long  unwhitp^ed  tale 
Of  Uioughtfl  in  darkneaa  floiring  I 


SONG   OF  THE   BIRDS 

rhat «  hollow  dirge  its  voice  did  fill 
it  and  empty  hollow  of  the  night !  — 
perched  itaelf  upon  a  tall  old  tree, 
ing  ita  tufted  and  thick  clustering  lei 
r  acroea  the  brook ;  and  sung  most  sweetly, 
he  merry  and  heart-broken  sadness 
e  that  love  hath  erased.    Clearly  it  ran 
h  all  the  delicate  compass  of  its  voice :  — 
en  again,  as  from  a  distant  hollow, 
its  sweet  tones  like  an  echo  sounding, 
mlng,  like  the  memory  of  a  friend 
,  far  distant  country  —  or  the  silent  land 
mourned  and  the  dead,  to  which  we  all  are 

led  the  song  of  some  poor  broken  heart, 
d  forever  with  love's  cruel  fancies !  — 
that  has  loved  much  yet  never  known 
[ury  of  being  loved  again  ! 

en  the  morning  broke,  and  the  green  woods 
II  alive  with  birds  —  with  what  a  clear 
rishing  sweetness  sung  the  plaintive  thmah ; 

0  hear  its  delicate  rich  voice, 

ig  through  all  the  gloomv  day,  when  loud 

tie  trees  U  dropping  the  big  rain, 

ly  mists  wrap  the  hills ;  —  for  aye  the  sweeter 

1  is,  when  the  day  is  sad  and  dark.     And  thus, 
he  bright  fountains  of  a  woman's  love 

itly  nmniuff  over,  if  a  cloud 

ken,  with  its  melancholy  shadow, 

ght  flowers  round  our  way,  her  heart 

am  new  sweetness,  and  her  rich  voice  falls 

ore  delicious  music  on  our  ears. 


NACKNOWLEDGED   AND   UNCOL- 
LECTED   TRANSLATIONS 

:  history  of  Mr.  Longfellow's  work  in 
ition  has  been  given  in  the  Introdactoiy 

0  the  Translations  in  the  present  Tolume. 
iicated  there,  a  number  of  poems  were 
>ated  by  Mr.  Longfellow  toperiodicals as 
s  to  his  two  collections.  The  Poets  and 
f  of  Europe  and  Poems  of  Places,  which 
ipied  by  him,  but  for  some  reason  were 
eluded  in  any  of  the  volumes  of  poetry 

he  put  forth  from  time  to  time.    Sued 

have  been  recovered  and  placed  in  their 

groups.      Besides  these  sig:ned  poems, 

er,  there  are  a  number  which  may  be 
without  question  to  Mr.    Longfellow^s 

nd  in  accordance  with  the  plim  of  thia 

1  they  have  been  reserved  for  the  Appen- 
id  are  here  given. 


LET    ME    GO    WARM 

BY    LUIS    DB   g6nGORA    V    ARGOTK 

hed  in    Th^  Srw  Enftland  Maoazine,  July,  1831,  and 
dt  in  The  Ports  ami  Poetry  of  Europe. 

Lbt  me  go  warm  and  merry  still ; 
And  let  the  world  Uugh,  an'  it  will 


Let  others  muse  on  earthly  things,  — 
The  fall  of  thrones,  the  fate  ofUnga, 

And  thoee  whose  fame  the  world  doth  iUl ; 
Whilst  mufBns  sit  enthroned  in  traja, 
And  orange>puneh  in  winter  awaya 
The  merry  sceptre  of  my  dajrs ;  ^ 

And  let  the  world  laugh,  an'  it  wiU. 

He  that  the  royal  purple  wears 
From  golden  plate  a  tttousand  cares 

Doth  swallow  as  a  gilded  piU  : 
On  feasts  like  these  f  torn  my  back. 
Whilst  poddinga  in  mv  roasting-jaok 
Beside  the  chimney  hiss  and  crack ;  — 

And  let  the  world  laugh,  an'  it  nlU. 

And  when  the  wintry  tempest  blow% 
And  January's  sleets  and  snows 

Are  spread  o'er  every  vale  and  hill, 
With  one  to  tell  a  merry  tale 
O'er  roasted  nuts  and  hamming  ale, 
I  ait,  and  care  not  for  the  gale ;  — 

And  let  the  world  laugh,  an'  it  wHL 


Let  merchants  traverse  seas  and  lands. 
For  silver  mines  and  golden  sands ; 

Whilst  I  beside  some  shadowy  riJl, 
Just  where  its  bubbling  fountain  swells, 
Do  sit  snd  gather  stones  and  sheila. 
And  hear  the  tale  the  blackbird  tells ;  — 

And  1st  the  world  laugh,  an'  it  wHL 

For  Hero's  sake  the  Grecian  lover 
The  stormy  Hellespont  swam  over : 

I  cross,  without  the  fear  of  ill. 
The  wooden  bridge  that  slow  bestrldss 
The  Madrigal's  enchanting  skies. 
Or  barefoM  wade  through  Tapes'  tides ; ' 

And  let  the  world  laugh,  an^  it  wUL 

But  since  the  Fates  so  cmel  prove. 
That  Prramus  should  die  of  love, 

And  love  ahoold  gentle  Thisbe  kill ; 
My  Thisbe  be  an  affde-tart, 
The  sword  I  plunge  into  her  heart 
The  tooth  that  Utes  the  cmst  apart,  — 

And  let  the  world  laugh,  an*  it  wiU. 


THE   NATIVITY   OP  CHRIST 
BY   LUIS  DB  C<5nGOBA  Y  A  SCOTS 

To-DAT  from  the  Aurora's  bosom 
A  pink  has  fallen.  —  a  crimson  Uoi 
And  oh,  how  glorious  rests  the  hay 
On  which  the  fallen  blossom  lay. 

When  silence  gently  had  unf  oiiad 
Her  mantle  over  all  below. 
And,  crowned  with  winter's  frost  snd 
Night  swayed  the  soeptre  of  the  world. 
Amid  the  gloom  descending  slow, 
Upon  the  monarch's  frosen  bosom 
A  pink  has  fallen,  — a  crimson  blossom. 


The  only  flower  the  Virgin  bore 
(Aurora  fair,)  within  her  breast. 
She  gave  to  earth,  yet  stUl 
Her  virgin  blossom  as  before 
Tlie  hay  that  colored  drop 
Reoeived  upon  iU  faithful 
That  single  flower,  —  a  orimsoo  blossom. 

The  nuager,  onto  whioh  *t  was  given. 
Even  amid  wintry  snows  sod  oold, 
WitUn  ita  fostartng  arms  to  fold 
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Tto  MiuhlDC  fkmmt  thftt  fall  from  H«ftf«a, 
Wm  u  a  ranopy  of  nolil,  — 
A  ilnwny  ruuch,  —  «li«r«  on  iU  bowm 
That  dower  bath  fallen,  —  Uiat  criaaun 


Tfiv    ASSl'MrTKiN   «>r   TIIK   ViRi.lN 
•V   Ll'lH   rONCB   Iia   LBiiM 

Lapt  !  thlna  upward  flishl 
Th»  tifiralnff  hftaran*  rscaiT*  with  loyf ul  Miif : 

Blart,  wbu  thy  gmrvmntm  bright 

May  MiM,  aniiiT thr  thn«c. 
Awl  to  thr  aac-red  ntuuiit  lluat  paacafully  aloof. 

Bright  anfvlB  arr  around  th«^, 
Tbry  thai  harp  wrvMl  thM^  (ruiu  thy  birth  ara  ttirrr 

TiM'ir  hand*  with  atara  havp  crownad  thtw  ; 

Thou,  |iaerlrM  <^uf<«n  d  air, 
Aa  nirl'l-  to  thy  (e«l  the  adver  moon  doat  wear. 

Criratlal  ddtv  '.  ■»  mrvk 
And  uiild  auil  (air  t  —  nh,  M  thj  peaceful  ey« 

ThU  thiiruv  vallfy  arrk. 

Whrr«*  «iii  h  awM-'c  bltMMiua  li#t 
Vul  «  ber«*  tlie  mhis  u(  Etp  iu  pom  and  aorrow  aljih. 

For  If  thf>  Imprinnued  aoiil 
CiHiId  catrh  ttia  brlithlDMa  <if  that  haarenly  way, 

*T  woull  o«Q  ita  a«rrt  1  uutrul 

AikI  yr fitly  paai  awsy, 
l>rawu  by  ita  uiagiirl  puwer  tu  au  rtamal  'lay. 


1X1    i-i^i  MUMi'irii  sriKtr 

iPt    iiihs\s:><i  |ii.   HivwtkA 
iVm  Hpint '.  th4t  Miitiiii  a  (i-rm  of  rUr 

*  >IhP  ««'llf«l  thf  liri|{i.tlir»a  ..f  tii^  luiiTe  Aj  : 

III  drraiiil«*aa  bIuilInt  mvaUmI  Cliy  iMimiiNC  ^y^. 
Ni>r  hr^A«ru»ar«1  ai*U|ttit  !•>  «ui|C  tli>  tlifM  amay  ! 

Ill  tiiat  I  ha»tiar«l  thr<«>  did  al  Iriiifth  uii«  I>>m- 
T!ij  prs^iti  iliKTu,  aii>I  ifi»««  thrw  •»«  t  n-lraar ,  — 
I  ii'lixvil  tfi^  limrtal  nn\,  rtrriial  |«-a«f< 
|l«*r<  iii<«I  Uir<r  til  ila  rtiUii**«i  and  rf|a>af>. 

L«>  k  -I  >«ti  Kiii-p  ii.i>rp  (milt  thy  i-v-lrMti^l  •l«rlliii|f, 
lirlii  ii.a  t>i  ri*r  aiMl  \*  iiiiuiKrtal  tliTr, 
Aiirtrthlt  ««|>>r  tiif Itiiif  liitti  air  ; 

Fi"  II.. t  Mhi-lr  •I'll],  With  MHTPt  aHiir  ■« riling, 
K> nil  rartii'a  d^rk  iiiaiiaiini  ■truinrl'^  <••  b*  (r»», 
A  ltd  li>ii|[a  t«i  »«r  aw'>  ai«d  )m  al  r««t  with  thr*. 


THB  LOVtR*>  COIirLAiar 


»T   NBBHAIIDO 


BftMvr  Bun  I  th^ 
roieat  with  Ughl  h  ■■*■■*■  Mw. 
8ay.  haak  than  wmm  im  Iky 
One  hue  to  rival  thla  Uw, 

Tbott  Buouner  Wiod,  of  aoA  ■■ 
Faomnf  om  faaUy  wlik  tkf 
Bay,  haal  thou  fouad,  !■  AD  Ikw  vM 
'      TraMaaofgofci,Ut€— <ii^fc|  — 

]l<Hio,  honor  of  tte  Blchi !    ~ 

Bay,  hava  yo  mo*  two 
Anawar  ma.  Bun,  Air, 


Baar  ya  my 
Baajathaaa 


ART   AM>   HATTAI 
■V    rBAHCIftCO   DC 


Tmb  worka  nf  hi 
Tha  rurl<Hi«  aya  ;  IJM  fi 
And  fardma,  whan 
Krpr««rb  tba  ftobto 

But  oh :  the  fiaa 
U(  Naturv.  In  har  livli* 
In  atimiralMM  MknC  ami 
The  MHil  of  hiH  who 

Tiip  river  nuinng  aa  llo 
The  verdant  raoek  af 
And  the  Una  hifla, 

Tbfae  gpaak  ol 
Frorlalmtha 
Who  aUmpa  oa  aU  kfa 


TMi:    TWO   HAB 


ICI*4.U    B« 


T  yeatarrlay  thaa*  fow  amA 
I'avMl  in  tha  aold—  l^in 


Bit 
W 

I  Mw  thr  t4ada 
Put  forth  the  unnna 

Tbrn  tbp  glad  upland  1 
And  til  the  air  the 
A  pfvrWaaemmk 
Aud  on  aarh  palm 

And  thua  apeanff  up  aa 
All  that  hrB«alhtka 
All  that  amiled 

Aid  »lial  ara  wa?  a 
Tb'  lal»r  imrveal  al  a 
And  oh'  bow  many 


1:   J    M     M   M   TV 

f  •    III*  'i  *  •.  ■        :  r    ■>•  I  I  1  *  \ 

(•  1  ■■.IIT  »-?riii  •   I  r»«^i  t  II:  I. till  •!.  ■  t<rralbva 
I  .al  I   tr  -liciK-,  will-  h  hii.-lir«  tH  r^atrmina 
I  .'  i.  J'.  '-  rii  •••lit      11^1  ill  .!•  iiMirtJtl  •hajna 
Mr««r-  m  »r-l  a«|i-r>-i  '  ;  lur'a  in.iiii*rTal  vr^alha! 

11    '.  tf  -.  i> I.  :  >  h ■.  «  t'l.ii  ■  ^■•■r  ■  liiatvrv^i  i-iirla 
'  »U-«t-«:  «!  -I  ••tm.tl  'rvAai.rt-a  ).r  ' 

\    1     .    r   !  '   at    '  '■   »ll  r«   ai.^'li      i.arni"IlV 

%  'i.'-i.ir  '  ?  .-'.f  •  ■  r  il  Al.  I  •.■•■I-  >ti««l  |«>arU ' 
^     at  ir.artr.  .•-i»  •«  «  .fi  '      1 1«  f  ^  l.'gh  ralata 

•  »'  in.'    ft*.  ■»,  w.'i  II,  !;...  ;.,-•  t 

I  -  ti.«{«**  i.f   tp.)     !  !!'■•      •  ^'..ii  |«»  1«  yiTPU  , 
A:    \   :ii  "1*  t'.    'I      i«  '    ft.     I     •■iit«>||.p|al^. 

«:i-.--..-l.  .'a  *>r  «»,*i.«-a«    ■!  u\»  li.>  (•vl-i*  ilfht.) 

fLr  iiuiburlal  at«M  I  wk  au-i  (itllww  ud  t<j  llfaiafa  T 


(I  CAR    linxoK  cip   THB   UQCIV 
»v  i.ri«  p«  cUtwwa  v 

ClB«a  h'wir  of  the  llqnM 

(tMviet  rtrulet  of  ahinlag 

Wt..iae»al«mila*I 

With  r«tle  alap,  ami  mi 
Wlirnafae.  f.fwbxml 

iWhoMa  herwif  m 

Tlw  Mii'w  and  rrii 

III  !).«•  ai«lf  grtMm 
Th^n  uuiM'thly  Bow  aa  now  . 

Tli'' >  rf  •!*!  rurb  awd 

Whii  h  n.iw  thy  tniiatla 
L««i,  l>r<  h*n  and  cdwfnan4  ihn 

f  H  au<  h  rare  rharma  aa 

Uf  him  whohuUa 
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PRAISE   OF  LITTLE  WOMEN 
JUAN  RUIZ  DK   HITA 

ruH  to  make  my  Mrmon  brief, — to  ahorten  my  or»- 

tii<m,  — 
r  a  neTer-eDding  ■armon  ia  my  utter  deteatatUm : 
ke  abort  women,  —  auita  at  law  without  prooraatim^ 

tkMH, — 

d  am  alwajra  moat  delighted  with  thinga  of  abort 
doraticwa. 

Mibbler  iaalaugblng-atock ;  be  *a  a  fool  who  *b  alwaya 

grinning; 
t  little  women  lore  ao  much,  one  falla  in  love  with 

■inning. 
B«  are  women  who  are  Tery  tall,  and  yet  not  worth 

the  winning, 
d  In  the  change  of  abort  for  long  repentance  flnda 

beginning. 

praiae  the  little  women  Love  beaooght  me  in  my 

muaing; 
tell  their  noble  qualltiea  is  quite  beyond  ref uaing : 
I  *11  praiae  the  little  women,  and  you  *11  find  the  thing 

amuaing: 
ey  are,  I  know,  aa  cold  aa  anow,  whilat  flamea  around 

diffuaing. 

my  *re  cold  without,  whilat  warm  within  the  flame  of 

Love  ia  raging ; 
,ey  *re  gay  and  pleaaant  in  the  atreet,  —  aoft,  cheer- 

ful,  and  engaging ; 
key  *re  thrifty  and  discreet  at  home,  —  the  carea  of 

life  assuaging : 
1  this  and  more ;  —  try,  and  you  11  find  how  true  ia 

my  preaaging. 

t    a  little  precious  stone  what  splendor  meeta  the 

eyes  I 
a  little  lump  of  sugar  how  much  of  sweetneaa  Ilea  I 
>  In  a  little  woman  lore  grows  and  multipliea : 
XI  recollect  the  proverb  aays,  —  A  word  unto  the  trise. 

pepper-corn  is  very  small,  but  seasons  every  dinner 
ore  than  all  other  condimenta,  although  't  ia  sprinkled 

thinner: 
ist  so  a  little  woman  is,  if  Love  will  let  yon  win 

her, — 
lere  *s  not  a  Joy  in  all  the  world  you  wiU  not  find 

witl^  her. 

id  aa  within  the  little  rose  you  find  the  richest  dvea, 
td  in  a  little  grain  of  gold  much  price  and  value  Uea, 
from  a  little  balsam  much  odor  doth  ariae, 
in  a  little  woman  there 's  a  taste  of  paradiae. 

en  as  the  little  rubv  its  secret  worth  betrajrs, 

lor,  and  price,  and  virtue,  in  the  clearnesa  of  its 

rays,— 
■t  ao  a  little  woman  much  excellence  displajrs, 
anty,  and  grace,  and  love,  and  fidelity  idwaya. 

e  akylark  and  the  nightingale,  though  small  and 

liffht  of  wing, 
t  warble  sweeter  in  the  grove  than  all  the  birda  that 

sing: 
d  so  a  little  woman,  though  a  very  little  thing, 
sweeter  far  than  sugar,  and  flowera  that  bloom  in 

spring. 

e  magpie  and  the  golden  thrush  have  many  a  thrUl- 

ing  note, 
ch  as  a  gay  musician  doth  strain  his  littl^;  throat,  — 
userry  little  nonKster  in  his  green  and  yellow  coat : 
id  such  a  little  woman  is,  when  Love  doth  mi^ke  her 

dote. 


There  *s  nauffht  oan  be  oompared  to  her,  tbroa^ioot 

the  wide  creation ; 
She  la  a  paradise  on  earth,  — oar  gieateat  ooo8ol»> 

tion, — 
80  cheerful,  gay,  and  happy,  so  free  from  all  vexation : 
In  fine,  ahe  *b  better  hi  the  proof  than  ha  antioipation. 


If  aa  her  sixe  increases  are  woman's  charms  decreased. 
Then  surely  it  is  good  to  be  from  all  the  great  released. 
Now  xtf  two  evils  choose  the  less^ — aaid  a  wise  man  of 

the  East: 
By  consequence,  of  womankind  be  aure  to  ehooee  the 


MILAGROS  DE  NUESTRA  SElSORA 
BY  GONZALO   DB   BHRCBO 

I,  OoiTEAX^  DB  Bbboxo,  in  the  gentle  summer-tide. 
Wending  upon  a  pilgrimage,  came  to  a  meadow'a  aide : 
All  green  was  it  and  beautiful,  with  flowera  far  and 

wide, — 
A  pleaaant  spot,  I  ween,  wherein  the  traveller  might 

abide. 

Flowera  with  the  sweetest  odors  filled  all  the  sunny  air. 
An^  not  alone  refreahed  the  aenae,  but  stole  the  mind 

from  care; 
On  every  side  a  fountain  guabed,  whose  waters  pura 

aiul  fair. 
Ice-cold  beneath  the  sommer  aun,  but  warm  in  winter 

were. 

There  on  the  thick  and  ahadowy  treea,  amid  the  foliage 


green, 
the  tiff 


Were  the  flg  and  the  pomegranate,  the  pear  and  H^ple, 

aeen; 
And  other  fruita  of  varioua  kinda,  the  tufted  leavea 

between. 
None  were  unpleasant  to  the  taste,  and  none  decayed,  I 

ween. 

The  verdure  of  the  meadow  green,  the  odor  of  the 
flowera. 

The  grateful  ahadowa  of  the  treea,  tempered  with  fra> 
grant  ahowera, 

Refrained  me  in  the  bumhag  heat  of  the  aultry  noon- 
tide houra : 

Oh,  one  might  live  upon  the  balm  and  fragrance  of 
those  bowers  t 

Ne*erhad  I  found  on  earth  aqiot  that  had  such  power 

to  please. 
Such  shadowa  from  the  summer  sun,  such  odors  on  ttie 

breeze: 
I  threw  my  mantle  on  the  ground,  that  I  might  raat  at 


And  stretched  upon  the  greensward  Imj  in  the  sliadov 
of  the 


There  aoft  reclining  in  the  abade,  all  oarea  bealde  me 

flung, 
I  heard  the  aoft  and  mellow  notea  that  throofh  the 

woodland  rung: 
Ear  never  liatened  to  a  strain,  from  instrnment   or 

tongue, 
80  mellow  and  harmonioua  aa  the  eoogs  above  me 

aung. 

SONG  OF  THE   RHINE 

Fobtb  rolled  the  Rhine-atrsam  etroog  and  deep 
Beneath  Helvetia's  Alnine  ateep. 
And  Joined  in  youthful  oonqMUiy 
Ita  feUow-traveUers  to  the 
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Id  Qwtamay  embnfd  tb«  Rtiln*, 
TiM  Nftckmr,  ths  Mowl,  tbe  LAhn,  And  tht 
And  ■imifftliMMd  bv  e»rh  rualiin^  U4«t 
OuwArd  ha  BMrebaa  in  klof Ij  pn«i«. 

Bui  tooa  from  hia  eofrrliM  ffraap 

Til*  MtraM  uf  hU  iNHv^r, 
TIm»  runvnt  •  llowinf  Truis  unclaip^d  — 

U«  novM  in  pritis  no  wore. 

yortb  tb<»  ronfatlrraU  watcra  broka 

On  th»l  rabelLiuiM  d«^-. 
Ami,  buntinff  fnmt  thair  nMmarrh'ijrolM, 

£ach  i-buar  a  ariAratr  wa) . 

Wabl,  ImtI.  Lptk.  aii>l  Varbt.  all,aU 
FIuwmI  aidewanla  uVr  Ib^  land, 

Aiid  a  naiD#l«M  brook,  by  Lpydm'a  wall, 
Tbe  Kbiue  aauk  in 


ELrt.Y    WKITTIN    IN    TIIF.    RllN'S   OF   AN   ULD 

i  AMLK 

»V    KBlaPlllLH    VON    MATTNI^NOM 

BiLBrr.  tn  tbr  *t>il  (if  rvvuinir  Iwilight. 

KaaU  tb*  |»Uib ,  tba  «in«1Uui«1  tnit  t>  atiU, 
Bara  tbat  barv,  auilJ  Ibair  nouMrniiR  ruina, 

(*blr|w  a  crii  kH.  ninumfuUy  and  •iiriU. 
Rilrur^  Muks  front  akira  witlmut  a  ■ItMlow, 
lUowlir  wind  tbv  hrrdi  from  ffrlJ  and  nwadow. 

Ami  tbr  irrar>-  hiiHl  In  t)it>  rr|MNie 

Of  bia  fatber'a  luw  ly  c^iCtaiir  (iirai 

llrra,  up^m  thia  hill,  bv  forr»tB  houiiilrd, 

*Sliil  ttia  ruiii*  iif  d^i'tart^  dajra. 
By  Ibr  a«fi.l  ■ita|v«  ft  KM  Mirri>iiii«lMl, 

BadDnw  '  iiiiCri  t>MN'  my  ai<n|r  I  raiae  ! 
P»ily  ibiiik  I  «bai  III  irrjy  nM  t^* 
Wrr»  thr»r  «rr(-k*  nf  liinllt  lirritj 

A  ma)««t><  •  ANil**.  Iikf  A  I  r--wii, 

I'larrU  ufu  tlic  u<i>uiit«iii'ii  l>ru«  of  itonay 

T1»rr»,  wli^r*  rouikd  ibrriihin.ii'»  Kli«iit.y  niiua, 
S*ill>  «biB|wniiff.  limit"  ii*^  >«>  ffrmi. 

Ami  Xttm  (>«riiiiiK  tvilif  M'l  iiniiiriif  ill  ■liiiiiiurr 
Blilika  thr  riiifCy  «iiid<i«  »|»<ir  Irtwmi, 

|{1«>M«»I.  |iprhai«i.  a  fatiirr'a  tearful  r>* 

Oiii*-  tltr  iiiiM*»t  wm  iif  lirriiAany  ; 
4>i«>  «liiiw  lirarl.  «it)i  liiirti  ani)iiliiii  nf», 
Wariiil^  anrilril  t«<  iiit<vC  tlt«  toihing  ktrif^ 

"  (}■<  in  prai-r  '  "  thii*  ■itakf  lbi>  liiiaf7  «arniir, 

A«  It'  B>r>l**  I  '•■!  >•!•  aw'ir  I  i>f  funf  ; 
**  <     11. r  lift  >imt  k  a^ra^ti.  i-r  « «>ti.r  as  im  l<ir 
ii!..  r^  «>irth>  of  ti.i  fall.i-r'ii  itaii;*  '  " 
\ii-!  Hir  ii>ilf>  vjiilli'a  firiicM  r\r»  «t>rr  ttimwtnf 
l>va>lit  rtaaiira  furtii  ,   liia  i  lip>rka  wrr  fft'Winc 
\»  «iMi  fi.ll  ••!  «ti  tiraiii  li#a  tli«  r*«l  ?•«■• 


T'rii.  a  <  •■■'I  I    •'  tl'.l   \*r,  f.r»   ttir  i  lian^pioB, 

K*»i.  »■  K    >  «*  :  I.I  II  }l<-i'«.  f>-  fiflit 

?  I    ii«-«  ;i.  •Ii-riii  kli'l  l#ll.|^«t. 

•r    I  !■  |i«l|.  till*  l.i«tlii*  IbiirM 

r->  k  t!iri<uffli  rt>«irr»  ilrai  rit  Irtb. 

1  Nr  I'aatlv-  r*f  ti»  «i*ti-|rtli, 
1   ■  l..«  (•!■>>?'•  t\%  ■     \rt  tfAifiil  fai  p. 
I      t!<r  ii..>irat  li.«.  Siii'i  •  ItA'tr  riiit'rai'a- 


1    kr  •  «...! 

I.  1-i  >«r 


I 'ti.   wit!    kr  i:    -ii  I  i.tfiiif,  ]■<•  k«  tlir  fftir  "fia 
Tr    >i.  !.'*  I..rr*l  >!    « i.  li,»  \  a',',»  \  Atr\r  ' 

Slii'l  I  m»»  I  ti?«-a«t|.i»lr  <',■■«  III  f  -li]     '  ririiiliC 
^I#«^1b  f}  fi  fMBfl,  I!.*    >»:    s^l  ilra^a  iiraf  ' 

II  :i.  Ittf  (a.tl.r-1.  rift.l   ^Ai.  I  t'-'itr  Ftl*li-liii|r, 

M«b4a  •!•*.  |«::j«1  !>■  ki  «itij  i4uaL*«  UaiuLi^. 


Oh,  but  what  thni  mII«  «fl  cf*  AiA  «f . 


lUrrlly 


Oh.  what 

Nowtha 
Wlndaofav 

Wbaniha  atroM 
ThlatlM  bm^ly  nod, 
Wbn*  for  ah&M  aa 

Wbm  aloud  Iba 

Audio  bona  In 


I 


Aahaa  ara  tb»  beaao  of 
I>p#ptbay  lia  ««lhia  anrihla 

Hardly  tba  baU-auakan  ~ 
Now  point  out  tbo 

Many  to  lh#  ww'to 

Car  tba  brtUUnl  daada  a« 
Hwaep  tba  rloud-foUa  of 


Tbua  darnrt  Uf^*a 
Tbua  Sit  by  lh#  « 

Tbua  aiaka,  in  lb« 
All  that  rartb  doth 

Laurvla.  Ibai  tb»  vktor'a 

Hifb  daada.  that  In 
Cma  daTot«<d  unto 
And  tba  aoof  a  uf  li 


rapM  l*9*  •<  «i^ 


All.  all,  thai  with 

llerv  un  earth  a  n<ibla 
VaaUbaa  bkr  aunahina  in  tba 

Wb*a  III*  bonaen'a  vofnala 
Frirada  at  av#ainc  |«fft  «ith 
Mnrnluff  bwka  opi«  tba 

Evrn  Ihr  J<iy«  thai  Lma  a»d 

L«a«v  uo  aarib  no  1 


Oaatia  Lurva  !  bow  all  thy 

iVmndMl  cloaa  by  tboray 
And  a  audd«n  twmpaat'a 

Oft  diHb  darhM 
Vkin  aralilWa,  bcii^ir. 
«intli#  nonarrh'fl 

Athl  til*  way- 

Uitbtbeffra?* 


THB  >TAU 

a«  HMana 

!(iairrriaB« 
rn««fro» 
Brti«a  to  aU  tba  w 
Abd  Iha  ajTTow  la  mj 


PhbiMtba 
bhiiva  tba  bttto 
(f  Ifcl  ara  all 
I 
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Maaght  I  heed  the  moonlight  dear, 
Dim  to  me  the  stan  eppeer. 
Since  !•  hidden  from  my  sight 
Knnigmid,  my  hearen  of  light. 

But  when  in  their  qtlendor  ihino 
Orer  me  those  suns  divine, 
Then  it  seemeth  best  to  me 
neither  moon  nor  stars  shocdd  be. 


RONDEL 
BY  CHAKLBS   D*OBLBANS 

Bmmcm  eway,  begone,  begone, 
Cu-king  care  and  melancholy  I 
Think  ye  thus  to  govern  me 

All  my  life  long,  as  jre  have  done  ? 

That  shall  ye  not,  I  promise  ye. 
Reason  shall  have  the  masteiy. 

80  hence  away,  besone,  besone, 
CarUng  care  and  melancholy  I 


If  ever  ye  return  this  way, 
With  your  mournful  company, 

A  curse  be  on  jre,  and  the  day 
That  brings  ye  moping  back  to 

Hence  away,  begone,  I  say, 
Carking  care  and  melancholy  I 


THE    BANKS  OF  THE  CHER 
BY  ANTOINB-MARIN   LB  MlftxKB 

In  that  province  of  our  France 
Proud  of  being  called  its  garden. 
In  those  fields  where  once  by  chance 
Pepin's  father  with  his  lance 
Made  the  Saracen  sue  for  pardon ; 
There  between  the  old  chstean 
Which  two  hundred  years  ago 
Was  the  centre  of  the  League, 
Whose  infernal,  black  intrigue 
Almost  fatal  was,  *t  is  reckoned. 
To  voung  Francis,  called  the  Second, 
And  that  pleasant  city's  wall 
Of  this  canton  capital. 
City  memorable  in  story. 
And  whose  fruits  preserved  with  care 
Make  the  riches  and  the  glory 
Of  the  gourmands  everywhere !  — 
Now,  a  more  prosaic  head 
Without  verbiage  might  have  said. 
There  between  Tours  and  Amboiaa 
In  the  province  of  Touraine ; 
But  the  poet,  and  with  cause. 
Loves  to  ponder  and  to  pause  ; 
Ever  more  his  soul  deUghteth 
In  the  language  that  he  writeth, 
Finer  far  than  other  people's ; 
80,  whiie  he  describes  the  steeples. 
One  niiffbt  travel  through  Touraine, 
Far  as  Tours  and  back  again. 

On  the  borders  of  the  Cher 
Is  a  valley  green  and  fair, 
Where  the  eye,  that  travels  fast. 
Tires  with  the  horixon  vast ; 
There,  since  five  and  forty  lustres, 
From  the  bosom  of  the  stream. 
Like  the  castle  of  a  dream, 
High  into  the  fields  of  air 
The  chftteau  of  Chenonceaux 
Lifts  its  glittering  vanes  in  clusters. 
Six  stone  arches  of  a  bridge 


Into  channels  six  divide 
Tlie  swift  river  in  Ita  flow. 
And  upon  their  granite  ridfe 
Hold  this  beaatttol  ohttean, 
Flanked  with  turrets  on  eadi  dde. 
Time,  that  grand  <dd  man  with  winga, 
Who  destroys  aD  earthly  tU^iga, 
Hath  not  tarnished  yet  one  stone, 
White  as  ermine  is  alone. 
Of  this  palace  of  daad  kinga. 

One  in  speechleaa  wonder  aaoa 
In  the  rampart-walls  of  Blois, 
To  the  shame  of  the  V  aiois, 
Marble  stained  with  bk>od  of  Oulie  t 
By  the  Crimea  that  it  oan  show. 
By  ita  war-beleaguered  gates, 
Famous  be  that  black  chttaaa ; 
Thou  art  famous  for  thy  f Mas 
And  thy  f  eastinga,  Chenonceaux  I 
Ah,  moat  beautiful  of  plaoea. 
With  what  pleasure  thee  I  see  s 
Everywhere  the  selfsame  traeaai 
Residenoe  of  aD  the  Oraoea 
And  Love*s  inn  and  hostelry  I 

Here  that  second  Agrlppina, 
The  imperious  Cathuina, 
Jealous  of  all  pleasant  thingii 
To  her  cruel  purpose  still 
Subjugating  every  win. 
Kept  her  sons  as  onderlinga 
Fastened  to  han^Mron-etniigai 

Here,  divested  of  his  armor. 
As  gidlant  as  be  was  brave, 
Francis  First  to  some  fair  ohannar 
Many  an  hour  of  dalHanne  gave. 
Here,  beneath  these  oeiUnga  florid, 
Choee  Diana  her  retreat,  — 
Not  Diana  of  the  grovee 
With  the  oreaoent  on  her  forebaad, 
Who,  as  swiftest  arrow  fleet. 
Flies  before  all  earthly  lovea ; 
But  that  charming  mortal  dame, 
She  the  Poiterine  alone, 
She  the  Second  Henry'a  flame. 
Who  with  her  celestial  lone 
Lovea  and  Laughters  made  seeure 
From  banks  of  Cher  to  banks  of  Bora. 

Cher,  whoee  stream,  obacore  and  trooblid 

Flowed  before  with  many  a  halt. 

By  this  palace  is  ennobled. 

Since  it  bathes  ita  noble  vaolt. 

Even  the  boatman,  burryiiw  fast, 

Pauses,  mute  with  admiratioD 

To  behold  a  pile  so  vast 

Rising  like  an  exhalation 

From  the  stream ;  and  with  hia  mail 

Lowered  aaltttea  it,  gUdfang  past. 


TO  THE  FOREST  OP  GASTINB 
BY  PtBRRB  DB  KONSAKD 

STmBTCHXo  in  thy  shadowa  I  rehsaiM, 

Gastine,  thy  solitudes. 
Even  as  the  Grecians  in  their  twm 

The  Erymanthian  wooda. 

For  I,  alas  I  cannot  oonoeal 

From  any  future  race 
The  pleasure,  the  delight,  I  feel 

In  thy  green  dweUing-plaoa. 
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Thou  who  bra#«tb  thy  ahaltaftag 

Doii  nakv  m*  vtaUxw  im  ; 
Thoa  who  doat  cmum  that  at  aO  hoan 

Tba  MiUM  aiMw*r  m*  ; 

Thou  who  (rnm  twrh  Impottiimta  can 

lloit  frr#  mr  with  a  l4«k. 
Wh«ii  Imi  I  roAin  I  know  ntiC  whar* 

Coovvmng  with  a  bouk  .' 

Porvrar  maj  thv  thlrk^ta  hokl 

Th^  amoroua  briiraila 
Of  Hatyn  aad  of  Bvlvaiu  hoM, 

That  Biak«  tha  Nyupha  alraiJ  ; 

In  tliiw  the  XuM>a  PTrrfmira 

Thwir  hahitatlon  i-Uiin. 
▲lid  iwTvr  mav  thy  wiMxladeplora 

Tha  ■achlagioiu  darner 


FciNTI  N  \Y 
BY    f.ril  t  Al'MR    AM^M\l!    liBLHAUIIBU 
O  AMUBLB  M>litUil», 

8ii}iHjni  oi  Mlriii«>  an«l  iif  pware  ! 
A»>liiin  nhrrv  tt}rr*-r  craau 
All  tuuiuU  aud  tDi|iurtud«  ! 

I,  who  harp  rhaiitnl  mauy  a  tlma 
T<»  t^mlrr  art-mta  of  my  lyt* 
All  lliAt  on«'  Miflrn  friiiD  the  flra 
Itf  luve  aud  bf*Aiit}  lu  itx  priniTt  — 

pii  i]l  I.  whi«i'  irratitiid^  n«iuit*a 
All  McMiiii;  I  fiiim  th(v  n^<f>n«>,  — 
HImU  I.  iiii«iiiiir,  in  ulrnrr  lra«r 
Thy  la-urfat  Ciitn*  and  drlifhta  7 

Thou  t>riiiKr«t  )«ik  mr  ^(Kithful  draam  ; 
rajmral  iii>  .icilatv^l  brr4J>t. 
Aift  uf  ni>  i>lli*ti''«a  aii-l  rrsC 
Make«t  a  lia|i|titirM  rstrnni*. 

AmM  th'ai'  hamMi  an^l  llieap  wooda 
AfAin  dii  !  tie|{iu  tu  iiir. 
And  to  th«  wuhI*  all  mpniur)  pva 
Of  aurrowa  and  bu1h-iIu«Iml 

What  Hfuiliiiir  iiK-ttirM  an^l  mrrpn^ 
Km  )i  ilty  rr««>«U  tu  aifht  anil  mmoam, 
C»f  tr^ariirra  «ith  whirh  PruvkWuoa 
KuilwU.iilira  tiiM  rural  mn 


Hmr  twrw-t  -t  i«  in  YiVl'lfr  flatW 
Til  «»<r.  «  hrit  niHni<l«%  liuniA  thr  plalta, 
T'.im  f."  k«  «r--Mnd  iht*  ■liMfili'rtl  anaka 
Hr|HiBiii||  ib  tUr  rllH-lnw'ii  ahadr  ! 


T  >  tt^af  at  i*««>  <Htr  flafwiMa 
Ai.aatr'^l  \,\  4,1  i)if>  ii.lla  anNiad. 
Af.  I  all  thr  i.llaifca  r*-aiiiiii'| 
^  .th  haulNit*  ai»-l  «.tli  ranitiOrta  ' 

A'm  '  tVv  p«'ai-<'f-.1  •lay«.  prrf»rr«. 
^K  .:  h  t  ••  gT'-%\  •■  jfiivvs  iib«ard  |irrai  , 

Ml    II.  I   >|r||i  r  U.  I    I  llrli^Ma 

Air  (■i«ri'.rafi  til  iiiBiiriiil  lhf>ir  rimi 

f  >!  I  arf^  •     r-.f*  atr*;  i\g  on  a|«rr  . 

A I    I     r  .• ;  In  itii  ■!.  iM  ■•■III  iif  lata 

y  If  <.!«■  ti.>    If.  r»^     ♦  f a?r 

1*.  at  ^  irfl  u.r-  1<i  L  m;  ».tl»'»it  Kr«r«. 

(•  >'   r  'ma.      *   r^trt  -Wat  ' 

II  ■>^ri-  !.:»:  I  aaw  tt.*  li^Ll  ff  -lay. 


To  alaaf  wlili  mf 

Tiil 

Id  thia  dalicMtel 
Baaiitifiil 
Bnlooc  y«  too  ny 


Whitbar  BM 
Of  all  tbaa»  ti 
Hath  plaatad.  ^ 
Bavt^ 


Isth»  haabt 
Brondlat  o*av  Ma 
l^y  a  yoms  bi^^  4aaBa4  ftv 
Waatod  bjr  SlaaaaB  aad  pU^ 
**iVoptooCtha 
fiaklhf>,***tialka 
Rinipiic  ai«  tba  haOi  I 
Who  ar»  pvajriag.  puf  tmfmm  t 


*•  Wh««  foa  aea  tta 
CorarNl  with 
You  will^y.  B«*iil»H 
AU  bU  pais  a^  ■■■!■ 
TbM  raUml^lolMii 
Biaf  your  tkmfllM  platat  «m  H 
And  whaa  ri^  tte  Ml^  M  j« 
Who  an  prayiaf ,  yi^  im  m^ 


"  PalB»bo0d  I  Mali  Ml 
Waaiha 
iHan 

Tha  aod  apftvaaka^  mA  I 
8h«>rt  ny  n%rta«0a  afpHB  | 
la  tba  aprtactaaM  of  m^  fHB 
I  am  dyinc ;  aai  all  f 
Who 


••  IWal  of  MattiBMd 
Wufthy  o«  aU  lof« 
Thlaa  my  Ufa  WM  la  Ito  I 
Ah,  "t  -      -  - 

iViipU  d  tha 
Fliy,  al  iha  ~ 
Hrrwbo 
Baylag 

VIBB 
BT  CAlTAVa   Lfl 

It  la  Kvwxl  to  ili|mia|  ga 
Fnim  thp  vall^  of  vkia  « 
F><r  a  |«wt  (4  STjr 

It  U  (ond  ti*  r    , 

(>n^  !■  m«|«ra4'aBd  all 
W.tiitt.>.4d  ilBtiriof 
It  !■  f-«l  t«i  rhymtaf  ga 
KfiB  tha  «aUaya  al  Tkia 


II*  «aa  a  iu#diral  maaof 
Aii<l  turned  wvffy  wall  a 
IKj  ytHi  k "■'"  •■ 
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dck  he  and  to  ny, 
liink  bad  wine,  my  dear  t " 
know  thi«  Tbomaa  Bonnet  ? 
a  medical  man  of  Yire. 

know  one  Master  Le  Hoax? 
an  adrocate  of  Vire ; 
te  of  dry  and  sweet  be  knew ; 
know  tbia  Master  Le  Hoax? 
tM  hoUy  bougbs  bis  name  be  drew 
u  tarem-signs  one  sees  appear, 
know  this  Master  Le  Hoox  ? 
an  advocate  of  Vire. 

know  one  Master  Olivier  ? 

an  ancient  fuller  of  Vire ; 

'  fulled  his  tub,  they  say ; 

know  this  Master  Olivier? 

Ls  trade,  it  was  only  play  ; 

w  bow  to  sing  and  drink  and  leer| 

know  this  Master  Olivier? 

an  ancient  fuller  of  Vire. 

Le  Houx,  Le  Sonnet 
tce,  and  Tavern,  and  Poesy ; 
:ood  rhjrmer  knows  to-day 

Le  Houx,  Le  Sonnet, 
leaaon  throws  her  ci4»  away 
byme  well  chosen  be  ; 

Le  Houx,  Le  Sonnet 
ice,  and  Tavern,  and  Poesy. 

a  delicious  place, 

a  little  Norman  town. 

t  the  home  of  a  godlike  race, 

a  delicious  place ; 

at  gives  it  its  crowning  grace 

leace  that  there  comes  down. 

a  delicious  place, 

%  little  Norman  town. 

xe  taverns  by  the  score 
id  are  the  drinkerv  there, 
lan  in  Evreux  of  yore, 
xe  taverns  by  the  score. 
ts  there  empty  brains  no  more, 
pty  glasses  everywhere, 
.re  taverns  by  the  score, 
id  are  the  drinkers  there. 

e  fresh  cradle  of  the  Song, 
>ther  of  the  Vaudeville ; 
s  as  cupbearers  throng, 
e  fresh  cradle  of  the  Song. 
Hers  pierce  the  puncheons  strong, 
:tor8  drink  abroad  their  fill ; 
e  fresh  cradle  of  the  Song 
>ther  of  the  Vaudeville. 

od  to  rhyming  go 

he  valleys  of  Vire  to  the  valle]rs  of  Boreal 

oet  of  Normandy  the  Low, 

>d  to  rhyming  go  I 

inspired  and  all  aglow 

le  old  singers  of  voice  so  pure. 

od  to  rhyming  go 

he  valleys  of  Vire  to  the  valleys  of  Burea  I 


A   FLORENTINE   SONG 

lir  't  is  for  myself  alone, 
fish  to  have  a  sweetheart  near  me, 
d  I  rail  another's  heart  my  own, 
a  ((aliant  lover  to  revere  me. 
y  I  will  plight  my  faith  to  none, 
oany  an  amorous  cit  would  jump  to 


For  I  have  heard  that  lovers  prove  deceivers. 
When  once  tbey  find  that  maidens  are  believen. 

Yet  ahoold  I  find  one  that  in  truth  ooald  plaaae  me, 
One  whom  I  thought  my  charma  bad  power  to  mow, 
Why  then,  I  do  conf  eea,  the  whim  mi^bt  atbm  ma^ 
To  taste  foroooe  the  porringer  of  love. 
Alaa  I  there  is  one  pa£r  of  eyea  that  teaae  me ; 
And  then  that  mouth !  —  be  aeema  a  atar  abcnre, 
He  is  ao  good,  so  gentle,  and  ao  kind. 
And  so  anlike  the  soUen,  downlah  hmd. 

What  love  may  be.  indeed  I  cannot  tell. 
Nor  if  I  e*er  have  known  his  canning  arte ; 
But  true  it  ia,  there 's  one  I  tike  so  well. 
That  when  be  looka  at  me  my  boeom  starta. 
And,  if  we  meet,  my  heart  begina  to  swell ; 
And  the  green  flelda  around,  when  be  departa. 
Seem  like  a  neat  from  which  the  bird  baa  flown  ; 
Can  toia  be  love  ?  —  aaj  — ye  who  love  have  ~ 


A  NBAPOUTAN  CANZONET 

Ohs  morning,  on  the  eea  ahore  aa  I  strayed. 
My  heart  dropped  in  the  aand  beside  the  aea; 
I  aaked  of  vonder  mariners,  who  said 
They  saw  it  in  thy  boeom,  —  worn  by  thee. 
And  I  am  come  to  aeek  that  heart  of  mine. 
For  I  have  none,  and  thou,  alaa,  hast  two; 
If  this  be  so,  dost  know  what  thoo  ahalt  do?  — 
8t£U  keep  my  heart,  and  give  me,  give  me  thinai 


CHRISTMAS  CAROL 


One  of  the  NcapoUtan  Paatortdt  dtT 


Wen  Christ  waa  bom  in  Bethlehem, 
T  waa  night,  but  seemed  the  noon  of  dny ; 
The  stars,  whose  liffht 
Waa  pure  and  bright, 
Shone  with  unwavering  ray  ; 
But  one,  one  glorioaa  star 
Guided  the  Baatem  Magi  from  afar. 

Then  peace  waa  spread  througboot  the  kuid  t 
The  lion  fed  beside  the  tender  Uunb ; 
And  with  the  Ud, 
To  pastare  led. 
The  spotted  leopard  fed ; 
In  peace,  the  cuf  and  bear. 
The  wolf  and  Umb  reposed  together  than. 

As  shepherds  watched  their  flodta  by  night. 
An  angeL  brighter  than  the  ann's  oim  VigkA, 
Appeared  in  idr, 
And  gentty  said, 
Fear  not.  —  be  not  afr^d. 
For  lot  beneath  year  evea, 
Berth  haa  become  a  amUing  paradffi 


A  soldier's  song 

Paraphrsss  of  a  Neapolitan  popular 

*'  Wbo  knocks, — who  knocks  at  my  door, 
Who  knocks,  and  who  can  it  be  ?  '* 

**  Thy  own  true  lover,  betrothed  forever, 
DO  open  the  door  to  me.** 

**  My  mother  is  not  at  home. 

So  I  cannot  open  to  thee.** 
**  Why  make  me  wait  so  long  at  the  gate, 

For  Bierey*s  sake  open  to  f<^  ** 
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not  fORM  In  an  UU, 
rrom  the  window  1  *U  IbUn  to  thm." 
••My  rloak  U  ol<l.  uid  tba  wind  blows  oold. 
Bo  u|im  tbe  ooor  to  me.** 


IBLL  ME,  TEI  I.   MK,   THOU    mBTTV   BUM 
■Y  UUVANNl   MBU 

Tbj.  mo,  ton  BM,  thoa  prttty  boo, 
W  hither  ao  mtIj  thy  ftlffht  may  bo  T 
Kilt  A  naighboring  mountain  boight 
Tet  bluahM  with  tba  momliw  light ; 
Ball  tba  daw  on  apny  and  bloaaum 
TmnbUng  ahinaa  in  the  mandow'a  bOMOit 
Why  do  faao  tbaa,  tbrn,  unfold 
Tby  aoft  aitd  dainty  winga  of  gold ;  — 
Tbuaa  Uttlo  winga  are  weary  qulto, 
BtiU  thou  holdral  thy  onward  flight,  — 
Then  tell  me,  UU  ne,  thou  pretty  boa, 
Wbithar  ao  early  tby  flight  may  ba. 


Tbou  aaakiot  boney  ?  —  if  it  ba  ao. 
Fold  up  thy  winga,  —  no  farther  go ; 
1  'II  ahow  thee  a  aafe  and  aaiTMl  apot, 
Where  all  the  year  rouml  *t  will  faU  tbeo  not. 
KnowoaC  thou  the  maid  tor  whom  I  aigb,  ~ 
Her  of  tbo  bright  and  beaming  eye  T 
Kndleaa  aweetneaa  ahalt  thou  iipi 
Himied  atoraa  upon  bar  Up. 
On  thoae  lipa  of  brightest  rad, 
Lipa  of  tho  beloved  maid, 
Bweeteal  booey  Ilea  for  the* ;  ~ 
Bip  it, — iip  it ;  —  thia  U  aba. 


SICIIIAN   CANZONET 

Wbat  Bhall  I  do.  awect  Nirl,  tell  ma, 
I  iHirn.  —  I  Uini,    -  I  can  no  more ! 
I  knttw  nut  hww  the  thing  befell  me. 
But  I  *m  in  kive,  %u<l  ail  b  u'rr. 
One  look,  -  alaa  !  uue  glanrv  of  thina. 
One  dngle  gUnre  uy  dralh  ahall  he  ; 
Kren  thia  p«>*r  hrart  ii>i  nii>re  la  mine. 
For,  Nki,  It  tielimga  Ut  lhc«^ 

Him  aball  I  then  my  grief  repreaa, 
lliiw  Khali  ihla  arnil  in  anguuh  hva? 
I  f^ar  a  no,  ■  -  deelra  a  prs,  — 
It  It  Willi  h  Iho  answer  thou  wtit  gfveT 
h  K    -  l^ve,  —  iiot  ao  dereieed  am  I ; 
P->ft  (tlly  dwella  in  thoee  bright 
Ait*l  no  lyrannlr  rruelly 
Within  that  gontle  boaum  Ilea. 

Then,  faireet  Nhm.  ineak  ami  any 
If  I  miiat  kimw  thj  l>i*e  iir  hate ; 
ON.  -In  not  leave  uie  thua.  I  pray, 
iiiil  speak,  ~-  tM>  iMiirk,  -  I  mnno( 
</-i:.  k.       I  entreiA  tbee  ;    -  If  ni4  an. 
T'  .■  eMary  mn*i\  no  nutrm  Bhall  dgli .   - 
►  •  ••"M  it.r  'I'lti  kly,      V"  •'*  ••". 
^  :..  Ii,     -  «:.!<  h  atiall  I*-  uiy  iJeatiBy. 


Till 


I   \M  K    >   I     ^  M  PI 


ar  I '  I  'I  Mffr    \s  :iM 


r 


I  t.,9m'%  If 


:>  I' •  I  r.,»«'t  If  f  I*.  .••:!•.  T\«  f.>!l.>«inf  Mmple  sikI 
#■■  h:r  ft.  •■n  *■■*'.  ■  •  ;•  r  ■•  r*'«r«i*er  !<•  Ih*  tlr  fslnS '■t'»- 
•{  -«  r.     r  <  •'    •  I*  M^ar  • .  ■  -i  1*  •  ■'.■  -••  •  f  |N«  hlnfitiini  i-f  N«- 

tM  -I  Ih*  ■    rrtf  i-f    :^r.  '.B  w  '    fS   Mri  |lttir7HkC«r«i.  *  h* 
^  ■  m  K  --.fc.flK. ^         _A ■■■■ 


•  Vr.  I'  ■■(f'-l  «.  "II  a  pMifvekir 
•:i- .      T\«   f.>!l.>«inf  Mmple  sikI 


It  aUyad  awhila,  aM  ttaa  p«i  mm 
Fttt  out  to  am,  Md  OHM  latoav 


Aadttef 


l^ndodwltb 
For  thay  atoopad  do— 
M  bv  ooo  Ilookod 

aaai 


A 


And  yat  tboy  took  Ml  o« 
I  beard  tbam  nttoff  b«l  a 
*•  Wo  for  our  aatlva 


A^  tboy  an 


Wltk  ay«a  of  anira, 

I  mado  myaelf,  and 
Aakodblm,-Wboin 
Halookadatmaand 
I  go  to  dlo  f or  tfcia  fair 
I  fait  m  V  heart  wna  tm 
If  or  could  1  a^y  to  him, 
Tkoy  won  tbrao  haadfi 
Andtteyaio 


ft:: 


«   th  L.B  f 


h«  1^ 


. .Hkfani.    . 

;■•  VMS  >.iBlhr««  k«B4reA.' 


Timt  morah«  I  f  ocflot  to 
And  aat  myaelf  to  follow 
Twtco  over  tboy 
Twice  over  tboy 
But  when  w 
We  beard tbod 
And*mldtbo 
More  than  a  tl 
Tbey  were  three  bnadred. 
Andtktyam  ~ 

They  woio  three  bandied. 
They  aeemed  thi 
But  wtshed  tu  die  wfih 
Before  them  ran  with 
1  prayed  for  them,  bo 
j  Mwouoed  anddanly  aw«y, 
'  For  in  their  midet  I  eoni 
Thoee  eyea  of  amre 
Tboy  were  three  ' 
i  Amithff 


I        111.    NOTFJ>  AND  lU-USTSATH 

PaM  0.     Ufm% 
BfthlfMem, 

(Tliia   |inen 
■entmce  in  a 
'  Sank    Ammram 
"  Tho  BtMMUrd  of  Ida 
pieeo  of  rrinaoa  aUk  «mI 
raTiMi   Nuna  M  l\tMthwm 
The  hiatiiric  farta  hi  iwapi 
Mr  III  In*  that    PidMki  « 
Moravian  aiotfiffn  at 
auppiirt  fheir  hwai  bj 
tier  ia  prrvwrred  w  tir 
lliatuncal  buaily  aft 
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[tiare  and  made  to  be  carried  on  a  lance, 
cable  silkf  now  so  much  faded  and  di»- 
by  time  as  to  make  it  impossible  to^  de- 
its  original  color.  On  both  sides 
ire  embroidered  with  what  was  yellow 
ded  with  green,  and  deep  silk  fringe 
g.  On  one  side  are  the  letters  **  U.  S.,** 
circle  around  them  the  words,  "  Unitat 
Fortior  **  ;  on  the  other  side,  in  the 
s  embroidered  an  all-seeing  eye  and 
ds  ''Non  Alius  Regit:'  Fulaski  re- 
mortal  wound  at  the  siege  of  Savannah, 
Qg  on  one  of  the  vessels  of  the  fleet 
was  on  his  way  north,  was  buried  at  sea. 
.  that  Lafayette  lay  sick  at  Bethlehem, 
it  was  on  a  visit  to  his  brother  officer 
laski  ordered  the  flasr.  Its  size,  in 
it,  would  have  precluded  its  use  as  a 

1.  The  Skeleton  in  Armor. 
fiistoric  grroundwork  upon  which  Mr. 
ow  built  his  legend  is  in  two  parts,  the 
.  tower  and  the  Fall  River  skeleton, 
sage  from  Rafn,  to  which  Mr.  Lon^ 
ifers  as  affording  a  poet  sufficient  basis 
ich  to  build,  is  as  follows  :  — 
re  is  no  mistaking  in  this  instance  the 
which  the  more  ancient  stone  edifices 
North  were  constructed, — the  stvle 
belongs  to  the  Roman  or  Ante-Gothio 
ture,  and  which,  especially  after  the 
Charlemagne,  difFused  itseli  from  Italy 
6  whole  of  the  West  and  North  of 
where  it  continued  to  predominate 
i  close  of  the  twelfth  century,  —  that 
lich  some  authors  have,  from  one  of  its 
iking  characteristics,  called  the  round 
le,  the  same  which  in  Ejigland  is  de- 
id  2Saxon  and  sometimes  Norman  archi- 

the  ancient  structure  in  Newport  there 
maments  remaining  which  might  pos- 
ve  served  to  guide  us  in  assigning  the 
date  of  its  erection.  That  no  vestige 
r  is  found  of  the  pointed  arch,  nor  any 
nation  to  it,  is  indicative  of  an  earlier 
lan  of  a  later  period.  From  such  char- 
ts as  remain,  however,  we  can  scarcely 
y  other  inference  than  one,  in  which  I 
uaded  that  all  who  are  familiar  with 
them   architecture  will  concur,   THAT 

ILDINO    WAS    ERECTED    AT    A    PERIOD 
>LY    NOT    LATER  THAN  THE  TWELFTH 

y.  This  remark  applies,  of  course,  to 
nal  building  only,  and  not  to  the  alter- 
lat  it  subsequently  received  ;  for  there 
ral  such  alterations  in  the  upper  part  of 
liing  which  cannot  be  mistaken,  and 
ere  nxiHt  likely  occasioned  by  its  being 
in  modem  tinicH  to  various  uses  ;  for 
,  as  the  Rulwtnicture  of  a  windmill, 
erly  as  a  hay  niavr:i7Jne.  To  the  same 
av  be  referred  the  windows,  the  fire- 
rifl  the  ajw'rtnr»*8  made  alwve  the  col- 
That  this  building  could  not  have  been 
for  a  windmill,  is  what  an  architect  will 
BCern." 


Dr.  Palfrey,  in  his  History  qf  New  England^ 
so  cogently  presented  the  reasons  for  beueving 
this  tower  to  have  been  constructed  by  Goyemor 
Arnold,  that  most  students  have  since  been 
disposed  to  accept  this  explanation  ;  but  there 
have  not  been  wanting  those  who  maintained 
other  views,  as  witness  an  article  by  R.  G. 
Hatfield  in  Scribner's  Monthly  for  March,  1879. 
in  which  the  auU&or  maintains  that  the  old  mill 
at  Newport  ought  to  be  called  the  Vinland  Bap- 
tistery ;  and  also  an  article  by  Mr.  S.  Edward 
Forbes  who  maintains  that  the  structure  had  no- 
thing in  oonmion  with  the  Chesterton  mill  in 
Warwickshire,  with  which  it  is  commonly  com- 
Dared 

With  re^:ard  to  the  Fall  River  skeleton, 
which  with  its  appurtenances  was  unfortunately 
burned  before  it  could  be  satisfactorily  exam- 
ined byexperts,  the  following  description  taken 
from  Tf^  American  Monthly  Magaxine  tor  Jan- 
nary,  18i^,  will  give  the  reader  as  full  an  ac- 
count as  is  now  possible  :  ^ 

**  In  digging  down  a  hill  near  the  village,  a 
laree  mass  of  earth  slid  off,  leaving  in  the  bank 
ana  partially  uncovered  a  human  skull,  which 
on  examination  was  found  to  belong  to  a  body 
buried  in  a  sitting  posture ;  the  head  being 
about  one  foot  below  what  had  been  for  many 
^ears  the  surface  of  the  ground.  The  surround- 
ing earth  was  carefully  removed,  and  the  body 
found  to  be  envelopea  in  a  coverinp^  of  ooaraa 
bark  of  a  dark  color.  Within  this  envelope 
were  found  the  renuuns  of  another  of  coarse 
cloth,  made  of  fine  bark,  and  about  the  texture 
of  a  Manilla  coffee  baf^.  On  the  breast  was  a 
plate  of  brass,  thirteen  inches  long,  six  broad  at 
the  upper  end,  and  five  in  the  lower.  This  plate 
appears  to  have  been  cast,  and  is  from  one 
ei^th  to  three  thirty-seconds  of  an  inch  in 
thickness.  It  is  so  much  corroded  that  whether 
or  not  anything  was  engraved  upon  it  has  not 
yet  been  ascertained.  It  is  oval  in  form,  the 
edges  being  irregular,  apparently  made  so  by 
corrosion.  Below  the  breastplate,  and  entirely 
encircling  the  body,  was  a  belt  composed  cnf 
brass  tubes,  each  four  and  a  halt  inches 
in  length,  and  three  sixteenths  of  an  inch 
in  diameter,  arranged  longitudinally  and  dose 
toother,  the  length  of  the  tube  being  the 
width  of  the  belt.  The  tubes  are  of  thin  brass, 
cast  upon  hollow  reeds,  and  were  fastened  to- 
gether by  pieces  of  sinew.  Near  the  right  knee 
was  a  quiver  of  arrows.  The  arrows  are  of 
brass,  thm,  flat,  and  triangular  in  shape,  with  a 
rouna  hole  cut  through  near  the  base.  The 
shaft  was  fastened  to  the  head  bv  inserting  the 
latter  in  an  openinf^  at  the  end  of  the  wood  and 
then  tying  with  a  sinew  through  the  round  hole, 
a  mode  oF  constructing  the  weapon  never  prac- 
tised by  the  Indians,  not  even  with  their  arrows 
of  thin  shell.  Parts  of  the  shaft  still  remain  on 
some  of  them.  When  first  discovered,  the  ar- 
rows were  in  a  sort  of  quiver  of  bark,  wnich  fell 
to  pieces  when  expoeea  to  the  air.*' 

The  more  generally  received  opinion  amongst 
archieologists  makes  the  skeleton  to  be  that  of 
an  Indian.] 
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PjMpIIi.     Skoal! 

Inseiuiclinuviii,  thw  is  the  enatoiiiAry  Mlnta- 
ticm  «hi*n  drinkiiifr  a  health.  I  hare  eliichtly 
chaniriMl  thi*  urtlui^pvphx  uf  Uie  vurd,  id  order 
tu  prvHvrvf!  t)ii«  cunwt  pmnunciatiou  [tkaal]. 

Paye  24.    Aa  Lujtt  Bay§. 

La  niliirft 
IV  im  Eft|w&c)|  MnUdo  no  ■»  UinpU, 
tUnu  U  rv|in4«utMi  «n  itus  hoima 
HmU  »I  lUul  JUlCiu  deMlc  rl  Ut^iiMU. 

Lurs  bs  VBa4. 

Pagf*  '«£•'.     i^^Tf  NMiirio  SiiMiifif  / 

"  I>ii^».  Sf  AdRi,  ivii|Ninflif^  .Saiicho.  1o  qne  fi*ii- 
fr:>  dicho,  uui*  <!«•  ItM  iu4it«ii  alirniuuciu.  Ahn— 
uiuiciu,  liaiM*iii  dt*  diH.'ir,  Nuicho,  y  im  ctiiii«i  dv- 
cu.  dijo  «1  Ihuiue.'*  -  Ikin  (^yi xuir,  Part  11., 
ch.  'Xi, 

PaiC^*  *-".*.     Vray  (\irriUo, 

'X\k»  alluiiiiiii  hi-rv  u  tu  a  Spanish  Epif?ram. 


I 


A  i  !.•    1 
A 


.1  /'.r.  ,  ,/..  r,,/. 


y 


"  111*  •  I J  r*  t..<-ii  !<•  1 1 


i  r'.  ('in  \teA\  ■' 

•  A   »  ""    ■•  ;ffi. 
■Ill   I  'iii'i 


Byron  kaa  liki 


fUrni|ir<>  Fray  Carriliu  < 
i'aiiMUMliniiw  ■!*«  furni . 
<^:iivu  rit  tu  irldA  ratu«i«r» 
r«rft  no  trrtc  jauiah  ' 

ItoHL  DS  KiKca,  FlortMta,  No.  C11. 

P«(»M  L?«.      /'fii/r  •  fViinn  **■*!. 

Tliu  U  fntiii  ail  ItulKiii  |Nipuliir  sunt;. 

"  i*»iln>  Frmurrft  ». 
r*.|rr  KraiHf  M  .. :  ** 
—  C«iMi  «••!>  tr  ilfl  r»irr  Fraiir*^^  T  — 
"  \  '■•  uiiA  U*1U  r»traiiiii« 

rill*  HI  VUi.>le  C*'tltrtm*T  !  ** 

F«tt«*  rriitrmn*,  fiAttr  I't^ilnir^! 
i'ti-  1a  %>>i;l.ii  «-iiiifi*4jh4ri- 
KoriMii.  Tiii  'f '.'i-i."!.  './■/%••.'■•  tiuiailen  iiundtZTten 

Pnifv  ^'.      .1»''  •'  *tiiti\  rvi.Vf  rn  r/#irv. 

Frmii  niiiitiikith  lixiini  «•!  ili-  twt-lfth  of'ntiir}', 
ill  .^ir  AIi*]tHnil«-r  ('iiiki>'i«  t.s.sa},  vn  thr  ihit/in, 
/Vi«/rrM.  fim/  Iht'Unt  t'f'  Ikft^thttuj  i^ttin  l'fr»r, 
p.  l'^'. 

rrik-*'  .'»►■.       Thr  (f'Hii  nftf.'   ISu*rt*. 

Mii^ii/-  14  til*'  iiaiiie  invfii  \'\  the  (iy|i!tifs  tu  all 
«li<i  :irf  iidi  iif  tlifir  nii-i*. 

Tlii*  <f\|t*ii->i  I-  ill  ih>'iii«*>lvi*^  (*a1^.  S***'  Iliir- 
rri«'«  %i4lii.iM<>  uiiil  fxtn'iiii-l>  iuti'niitiiu;  wurk. 
7/*  Zirji.i.i  .-  itr  tin  .li'i'Mn*  i'f  thr  (f yj'Si' •  t*i 
*")  'ii'i.     I.<iiii|iiii.  i**n. 

!*■»*:••    »"'.      .I«»  «  i'  '••«  riiriw-'tn/*  uYYu.'i/ rM^. 

"  i'.  V  ^•■iMi'iiiltiiiii'  .1  iin  l:iil'i.  yi  \  iin  .\«.iri- 
•■!)'••,  i|iii*  •■<•(. tli  I  |in"i^uni.iiiil'*  :i  utrii.  iqii**  |ii>r 
li  it«  r  NiilitiMiiliiIt.iiii.i-lit.  %  t'Hi.ii  !i'\«piiiiiii triiKui 
■'•  }i.i}i!-i)i  I.  |Min|ii*-  iHi  ii.ilii:iii  II'VmIii  Hi  h;ilii;Aii 
fi«-  n  "III  i*ar  ai|ip  1  il-  i  IinIim  |im  •  nNTr.idiM)  m 
n  «'ii-'.t  I* !.iri  iiiiiF«  l»«i|»"»ii>  *  *u\iw "' "       Ai  >u»fiu 


Pkffeav    Mari  Fru 
A  (jonmoii  ^pauah 
aside  a  qaeation  una  doaa  aot 


Page  .**!.    .4y.  k^.  fiiiatf 
'llitf  Spaniards,  villi  cood 
this  cvlur  of  thv  «ye  aa  ~ 

it  in  BODfc ;  a*,  f or  e 
ri/Zaaciiv.*  — 


IIL% 


s    ■  I  r  I  liuro 


TCBffA 

Deiulfl  V 
Boas,  aa  F 

Danti*  apeaka  of  B»aUk«'a  wfm  m  ^ 
Ptiryatuno,  xxxi,  1  Iti.     Labm  «f^  ■  &■ 
ffj2ioNi,  **  Kraau  i  aaoi  oeda  4*  ■■ 
ditx-iu.  ainiili*  a  qoel  del  ^am.** 

S^  I  ht>  ancient  liallada  of  Mi 
tior,  and  Calaymes. 

I'ain*  •**•     -'»'  arv  aUnimm, 

Fnmi  th«  Spaakk.   ll«iU4ari 
Nil.  •>•-'. 

Pa^v  4-i.     ^W  ni0&f. 

Fmiii  the  Spaniah  ;  aa  ai« 
ininir>diafrly  fiiUowiac* 
iiu-iMtii  the  first  aceaa  of 
M.ildiinado'. 

Pa*:f  \fs,     Tht  fril  ryv. 

"  In  thf  Cutaao  UacuaK*. 
in  ralli'd  Qurrtlar  maami^^ 
iiiakinic  iiit'k.  aad  «kick, 
num  anprrvtitifHi, 
an  evil  liMik  at  |«<iple. 
fr«im  thi*  tendrnMvA  of 

aUplMMMHl  t»  br  IIMIffW 

fif  a  iimrw  nialOTP 
fvil  i:liuicr,  ikry  fall 
hiiun. 

■"Hif*  .*^paaian 
apm*iiiiir  the  pvil  rye.  tl      _ 
%**nr  pn*val««t,  cwpavially  m 
thf  liiwrr  (inlvrH.      A  atav'i 
a  f:«HHl  nafinriuifvl.  aad  oa 
hitni.  li|i|»r<|  with  aalTer.  ii 
t«i   tlif  fhildrm'B  arrka  ky 
)inMih<<l  fnmi  ihr  kair  of  m 
Shi'uld  thi*  rTil  irlaarp  ka  ewl,  it  ii  Ip 
thai    thf*  hum  t*<cnv«a  it, 
aiiuiMli-r.  >urh  kitrna  may  ko 
<if  thf  «iU«T«imtk»*   ■knpi  ■ 

T^^m'%  /iPi'-'J.'l.  Tol.  1.,  rk.  M. 

Tliiii  ami   the  f iilhiii  ing 
fitun  lium*w*a  Ztaoaia. 
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QyiMy  words  in  the  same  Roene  may  be 
terpreted  :  — 
•Dorados,  pieces  of  gold, 
on,  a  simpleton. 
lur  morocco,  stripped. 
Sj  sheets. 
I.  a  shirt. 
Mi'n,  a  thief. 

iaaUeros,  those  who  steal  at  nightfall. 
illeros,  footpads. 
ai<,  a  highway-robber. 
\Hs,  candles. 
mandments,  the  fingers. 
fartin  adtep,  to  rob  a  person  asleep. 
eriM,  ejes. 
In,  poboe  officer. 
jgayo,  a  spy. 

yards  ana  Dancing  John,  to  take  flight. 
52.    If  thou  art  keeping,  maiden, 
I  the  Spuiish ;  as  is  likewise  the  song  of 
itrabandista  on  the  same  page. 
5.5.    All  the  Foresters  of  Flanders, 
title  of  Foresters  was  given  to  the  early 
^rs  of  Flanders,  appointed  by  the  kix^;8 
ice.    Lyderick  du  JBucq,  in  the  davs  of 
e  the  Second,  was  the  first  of  them; 
andoin  Bras-de-Fer,  who  stole  away  the 
dith,  daughter  of  Charles  the  Bald,  from 
eneh  court,  and  married  her  in  Bruges, 
e  last.    After  him  the  title  of  Forester 
anged  io  that  of  Count.    Philippe  d*Al- 
uy  de  Dampierre,  and  Louis  de  Cr^cy, 

later,  in  the  order  of  time,  were  there- 
kther  Counts  than  Foresters.  Philippe 
wice  to  the  Holy  Land  as  a  Crusader, 
ed    of  the  plague  at    2St.  Jean-d^Acre, 

after  the  capture  of  the  citv  by  the 
ans.  Guy  de  Dampierre  died  in  the 
of  Compi^gne.  Louis  de  Cr^cy  was  son 
^cesser  of  riobert  de  B^thune,  who  stran- 
B  wife,  Yulande  de  Bourgogne,  with  the 
oi  his  horse,  for  having  poisoned,  at  the 

eleven  years,  Charles,  his  son  by  his 
ie,  Blanche  d'Anjou. 

55.  Stately  dames,  like  oueens  attended, 
n  Philippe-le-Bel,  king  of  France,  visited 
rs  with  his  queen,  she  was  so  astonished 

magnificence  of  the  dames  of  Bruges, 
le  exclaimed:  '^Je  croyais  Stre  seule 
ci,  mais  il  parait  que  ceux  de  Flandre 
trouvent  dans  nos  prisons  sont  tons  des 
,  car  leurs  f emmes  sont  habill^es  comme 
neesses  et  des  reintns." 
n  the  burgomasters  of  Ghent,  Bruges,  and 
went  to  Paris  to  pay  homa^  to  King  John, 
,  the^  were  received  with  great  pomp 
(tinetion  -but.  being  invited  to  a  festival. 
)8erved  that  their  seats  at  table  were  not 
led  with  cushiuns  ;  whereupon,  to  make 
their  displeasure  at  this  want  of  regard 
•  di^,i>ity,  they  folded  their  richly  embroid- 
oaks  and  Heated  themselves  upon  them, 
inj?  from  table,  they  left  their  cloaks 
them,  and,  h«'ing  informed  of  their  ap- 
fonretfulness,  Simon  van  Eertrycke,  bur- 
er   of  Bruges,  replied,    *'  We  Flemings 


are  not  in  the  habit  of  carrying  away  our  ooah- 
ions  after  dinner." 

Pa^55.   Knights  who  bore  the  Fleece  <^  Gold, 

Philippe  de  Bourgogne,  snmamed  Le  Bon, 
espoused  Isabella  of  Portugal  on  the  10th  ox 
January,  1430 :  and  on  the  same  day  instituted 
the  famous  order  of  the  Fleece  of  Gold. 

Page  55.    /  beheld  the  gentle  Mary. 

Muie  de  Valois,  Duchess  of  Burgundy,  was 
left  by  the  death  of  her  father,  Charles  le  T6- 
m^rair^  at  the  age  of  twenty,  the  richest  heir- 
ess of  Europe.  She  came  to  Bruges,  as  Coun- 
tess of  Flanders,  in  1477,  and  in  the  same  year 
was  married  by  proxy  to  the  Archduke  Maxi- 
milian. According  to  the  custom  of  the  time, 
the  Duke  of  Bavaria,  Maximilian^s  substitute, 
slept  with  the  princess.  They  were  both  in 
complete  dress,  sepan^ed  by  a  naked  sword, 
and  attended  by  four  armed  guards.  Marie  was 
adored  by  her  subjects  for  her  gentleness  and 
her  many  other  virtues. 

Maximilian  was  son  of  the  Emperor  Freder- 
ick the  Third,  and  is  the  same  person  mentioned 
afterwards  in  the  poem  of  Nurembera  as  the 
Kfuser  Maximilian,  and  the  hero  of  Pfinzing^s 
poem  of  Teuerdank,  Having  been  imprisoned 
by  the  revolted  burghers  of  Bruges,  they  re- 
fused to  release  him  till  he  consented  to  Kneel 
in  the  public  souare,  and  to  swear  on  the  Holy 
Evangelists  ana  the  body  of  Saint  Donatus  that 
he  wonld  not  take  vengeance  upon  them  for 
their  rebellion. 

Page  55.  The  bloody  battle  qf  the  Spurs  qf 
Gold, 

This  battle,  the  most  memorable  in  Flemish 
history,  was  fought  under  the  walls  of  Court- 
ray,  on  the  11th  of  July,  1302,  between  the 
French  and  the  Flemings,  the  former  com- 
manded bpr  Robert,  Comte  d'Artois,  and  the 
latter  by  Groillaume  de  Juliers,  and  Jean,  Comte 
de  Namur.  The  French  army  was  completely 
routed,  with  a  loss  of  twenty  uiousand  imantiTr 
and  seven  thousand  cavalry  ;  among  whom  were 
sixty-three  princes,  dukes,  and  counts,  seven 
hundred  lords-banneret,  and  eleven  hundred 
noblemen.  The  flower  of  the  French  nobility 
perilled  on  tibat  day ;  to  which  history  has  given 
the  name  of  the  Journie  des  Eperons  d*Or,  from 
the  great  number  of  golden  spurs  found  on  the 
field  of  battle.  Seven  hundred  of  them  were 
hung  up  as  a  trophy  in  the  church  of  ^  Notre 
Dame  ae  Courtray;  and,  as  the  cavaliers  of 
that  day  wore  but  a  single  spur  each,  these 
vouched,  to  God  for  the  violent  and  bloody  death 
of  seven  hundred  of  his  creatures. 

Page  55.    Saw  the  fight  at  Minnewater,  ^ 

When  the  inhabitants  of  Bruges  were  digging 
a  canal  at  Biinne water,  to  bring  th^  waters  of 
the  Lys  from  Deynze  to  their  city,  they  were 
attacked  and  routed  by  the  citizens  of  Ghen^ 
whose  commerce  wonld  have  been  much  injured 
by  the  canal.  They  were  led  by  Jean  Lyouu 
captain  of  a  military  company  at  Ghent,  called 
the  Chaperons  Blancs,  He  had^  great  sway 
over  the  turbulent  populace,  who,  in  those  pros- 

Eerous  times  of  the  city,  gained  an  easy  kveli- 
ood  by  laboring  two  or  three  days  in  the  week« 
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and  hmA  th<»  rpouiiniiiff  four  or  fire  to  d«TOI«  to 
nublic  Mffaini.  Thn  nffht  at  MiDiMwatrr  wa« 
ti)Uo«Ml  by  opfD  ivbrllion  airmiiwt  Ijuom  de 
Mju'Ii*.  tlif  Tount  of  FUiidvn  aud  I'mUfCtor  of 
limicvii.  Ilia  Huperb  cb&t«-au  of  Wond«>]fHieni 
wan  pillaici>d  and  burnt ;  and  the  imuncvBta 
furei<d  th«»  fcmt«>a  of  Hniffpii,  and  «nt«rvd  in  in- 
amph.  with  Lyons  mounttHl  at  thvir  brad.  A 
few  dayii  aft«n»arda  b«  divd  luddenly,  |>frhapa 
by  iioiiion. 

M«an«bili*  the  jnmirfri'ntji  ivrriviKl  a  ch««k 
at  the  Tillain*  of  Nev^Io :  iind  l«o  hundred  of 
th<*ni  periiib*^!  in  thi^  church,  which  waM  burned 
by  the  Count *ii  itnlent.  (hie  of  the  rhiefa,  Jean 
de  Lanno^,  tiMik  rrfuire  in  the  belfry.  Knini 
the  Bumnnt  of  the  tiiver  \w  held  fortb  hi*  pumr 
fillfd  with  Kiild,  and  be^K***)  f"r  delivi*nuice.  It 
wMtt  in  vain.  1 1  in  eneniii'M  critNi  to  him  from 
brliiw  to  Have  hinuwlf  an  Infit  he  niiirht ;  and. 
Iialf  suffocated  with  sniiikf  and  Hiiuii*.  hi*  threw 
hinist'lf  from  the  tower  and  iteriiduKi  at  thi*ir 
fift.  IVace  WHM  WMin  afii*rwardii  eMtablished. 
aiui  the  (  ount  n'tintl  tti  fiuiliful  liruK*-!<. 

I'aiCe  .Vi.     Thr  fiiJJrn  ihiUftm^t  futt. 

'Die  (lohlfn  Ih-»4:iin,  takm  fmni  the  ohnrrh 
of  St.  Siphia.  ut  <'oiiHf;uitiiMiplf.  in  on»*  <if  the 
CniMaiieit.  and  plactfi  on  the  liflfr>'  of  ISruKeii, 
WAN  aftHraanU  tr:mH{Mirt*-d  to  (ihent  by  l*hilip 
y.m  Artevfhle,  and  htiU  atlonis  the  belfry  of 
th.tt  city. 

Till*  inscriittiiin  on  th*-  aLimi-lw-Il  at  Cthent  i«, 
*'  Myntn  nii/m  i»  HUand :  fi/*  ik  kUp  it  trhrami. 
ami  ais  iZ  /u|i/  i»  *t  rift'irif  tn  hrt  iunti.'*  M> 
nanif  is  Knlaiitl ;  wlicii  I  full  tht-n*  it  lire,  an<l 
when  1  rini:  tli^r**  i**  « i<-l>iry  in  thr  land. 

I*.'U!e  t'lT.  7'A'if  r/i'ir  ifTtat  imi-rml  city 
ttrftcned  its  hatui  thrimiik  n-^ry  flint. 

An  old  popular  pn^^t-rb  uf  thi*  town  mnii 
tliUM:  — 

.Vti  r»i  V  r  i;  *  I  //■;•../ 
UthI  dut\h  it%ir  in    ./ 

Niirpmtwrir'B  llaii'l 
<}■»«  lliruiM;li  rti-r>  \xn*\ 

T*.lO'  "T.  Niif  thr  j'iMt  yffUhu^  xtrujifiij  K'ii^'T 
.V  in  •nit  I 'I  PI  *«  I'fifrcf . 

M«'li'hiitr  l*tiii/iiiir  wan  nni-  nf  tht*  MiiMt  n-1*- 
bmtiHl  (ffnii.iii  ]HH-tH  iif  thf  •tixfi<f*ntli  n  ntiiry. 
Till-  )h  m  III  tii<«  /V'if ri/ifi.X  yk.ii*  tin-  n'itrninH 
f.iii|M-riir.  .Ma\iiiiili.iii  .  :iiiil  rh>  imm-iii  «nn  tiifhf 
(••  r:ii  iii<4  of '!ki(  d.i>  wli.it  tli>-  fh'iinit'i  /"'uriti*  ■ 
w.i«i<if}|f  I.ali.iii>*.  Mitiiiiih^ui  14  nit-ntiiimil 
b  f>ir»-.  Ill  ilii-  It't'^K  tit  Itrtt;''*.     .Sii«  prtH.-rdim: 

r.i»:»'  '■' ■  /'I  ''•'  '  '.  J'-  '.  "f'  ji'iinfrf/  SrUiiti 
i.»rj  *  r'lif »i»ir«/  A   <  K--  :  «/».«.' 

TTif  Y'lfiili  ««f  ^liti*  >•  li.iM.  ill  ibi<  rhur«'b 
wbi«)i  Im  .tn%  }ii«  iiiiiii'.  !<•  ••ii>-  iif  t)i*'  ni*bi-«if 
«i>rk«iif  -irt  ill  Niiri  iiil»  rv*.  It  i«  ■•(  briMiii'. 
aii-l  «  A'«  I  .L«t  b\  !*•  f'T  \  !'>•  !••  r  .Old  Iiih  viiw.  wIpi 
l.itifri«l  Tii>.-ii  ir  tliirY>  '  ii.iroi  I?  i«  .Mii>nit-t| 
villi  ii.  iri\  iiii>  liiimlri  •!  tit'iin-^.  iiiniiii.'  wlmli 
r'.iM-  ..f   rtii-    Iwi|\i-    .\|"MrI<>i  an*  i'i>tiH|iii  iiitivi 

i"T   ^l/c-    .tll<l    )m    |i|f  \  . 

rjfc***  '-7.       /',    *tt    ■  K'iT.  K    '*f  t'tttttrii   /.ilUTr^i-r 


bjllM 

is  an  czqnkit*  pieea  of 
and  riaca  to  tha  h^^A 
■tanda  in  tha  choir, 

dowi  corer  it  with  t_. 

Pace  W.     H'lWjf  ^  fAr  TmWi 

The  Twalva  Wiaallaaim  m 

nriiriBal  oofporatioa  of  tha 

^^acnJl,  the  cobbler  of  Na 

one  of  the  oriicinal  Twahra, 
nowni*d  of  the 
RMMt  volnminoiM.    lie 
it-enth  century  ;  and  left 
folio  volnmea  of 


n 

n 


hundred  and  eiffht  playa.  oae 
hundn-d  nmiic  t«l«<a.  aaid  han 


thoumnd  lyric  poems. 
Paice  •>.    A*  im  Adam  , 
Adam  Puschman.  ia  kia  . 

Hans  Sachs,  disacribns  kia  am 


vision:  — 


Gray  sad' 
Who  li»l.  ta 
And  rvad  ta  s  fair. 
Bcsuttf  ul  wttk 


Pai^^.v.  AitkfM 
[  In  a  letter  to  FivUipHlk. 
of  1N44.  Mr.  La^Am  i 
you  a  pOi*m  tw  Noivnibefla^ 
uiit  luistraiudatcd  wis  aiaxi 
tainly  stamb  for  n 
14  dorr  and  not  deq^ 
was  dt«f .  Hut  that 
wards  when  he  aays:  — 


•■   m/i   .J   J  ir  i/f    •■  li.j/'.-'    r   trr 

J'hia  pia.  ur  tjk\»-  rii.fti  !•    fur  iIm* 


v««sp1s  of  the 


(iehur 
Ihar 

Tli'ri'fore  dat-'-itk^  it  is 
HJiyi  *  I  wouM  havi<  it  so 
:uiv  rail*  1  will.") 

Pair    t^.      lI'Ao. 
roMi/A/  the  Mt»  o/tkr  lAwarfer. 

**A  dfleipitionof  w 
tribf  havinff  visited  tha 
durin-;  thr  Kevolatioa.  am 
afttT  iht'Si*  ^ad  been 
f-«mm*il.  the  i^oTmnir 
tiling  rvlatire  to  their 
prt,  what  they  knew  or  ktti 
wbiiar  iMimii  werv  foaad  aft  tka 
( »liiti.     'Ilirir  chief  nnakar 
hiniNf  If  iiii<i  an  altitMa  of  ai 
|Hiinp  suit rd  to  what  Ks 
of  bim  Htibiv'fi.  informal 
ditiiin  K.4n»lM|  down  f 
aiM-if  nf  tinii-«  a  herd  «if 
iiialM  came  to  tkf*  Iti^ 
uni%fix.il  diwtrwrtio*  of 
buff :!]••■-«.  and  nikor 
rn>al*-il   for  the  ase  of 
<in-at  .Man  abovr.  kvak 
wan  Ml  riinurMi  ikal  ho 
«r«-ni|>-d  i<n  lk«*  earlk. 
iNinni;  ninnntain.  oa 
ainl  thr  |iniil  of  kis  feat 
karUd  kis  bolla 
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except  the  big:  bull,  who,  present- 
lead  to  the  shafts,  shook  tnem  off 
;  but  twigging  one  at  length,^  it 
a  in  the  side ;  whereon,  sprinciiig 
mded  over  the  Ohio,  over  the  War 
linois,  and  finallv  over  the  great 
he  b  living  at  this  dav.'  '*  — Jef- 
3  on  Virginia^  Query  VI. 
Once  some  ancient  Scald. 
anting  on  this  poem  in  his  diary, 
ow  writes:  *^What  is  said  of  the 
of  course,  only  to  some  of  the  mel- 
nay  p«»ibly  be  as  old  as  the  days  of 
or  older.  Hamlet  and  Yoriok  are 
^  of  any  old  king  and  his  jester."] 
Vogelweid  the  Minnesinger, 
I  der  Vo^lweid,  or  Bird-Meadow, 
iie  principal  Minnesingers  of  tJie 
atury.  He  triumphed  over  Hein- 
^rdingen  in  that  poetic  contest  at 
istle.  known  in  literary  history  as 
^TartDurg. 

Like  imperial  Charlemagne, 
ne  may  be  called  b^  preeminence 
of  farmers.  According  to  the  Ger- 
n,  in  seasons  of  great  abundaiioe, 
ises  the  Rhine  on  a  golden  bridge 
nd  blesses  the  comnelds  and  the 
during  his  lifetime,  he  did  not  dis- 
mtesquien,  '"'  to  sell  the  eggs  from 
is  of  his  domains,  and  the  superflu- 
!S  of  his  gardens  ;  while  he  oistrib- 
bis  people  the  wealth  of  the  Lom- 
9  immense  treasures  of  the  Huns.*' 
List  to  a  Tale  of  Love  in  Acadie^ 

iest  records  Acadie  is  called  Cadie ; 
t  was  called  Arcadia.  Accadia,  or 
The  name  is  probably  a  French 
f  a  word  common  among  the  Mic- 
sigiiif  ying  place  or  region,  and  used 
other  woros  to  indicate  the  place 
a  things,  such  as  cranberries,  eeiB^ 
ound  in  abundance.  The  French 
ndian  term  into  Cadie  or  Acadie ; 
nto  Qnoddy,  in  which  form  it  re- 

S plied  to  the  Quoddy  Indians,  to 
,  the  last  point  of  the  United 
to  Aca<lia,  and  in  the  compound 
Idy,  or  Pollock-Ground.l 
Lucky  was  he  who  found  that  stone 
the  swallow. 

fQS  of  one  of  the  young  of  a  swallow 
be  mother  bird  will  bring  from  the 
ttle  stone,  which  will  immediately 
e^ht ;  fortunate  is  the  person  who 
le  stone  in  tlie  nest,  for  it  is  a  ini- 
edy."  Pluquet,  Conies  PoptUaireSy 
ri^jht.  Literature  and  Superstitions 
n  the  Middle  Ages,  I.  128.] 
'^  Sunshine  of  Saint  J^idalie''^  was 

)leil  fit  le  jour  Samt4»-Eulalie 
ra  pouimoii  el  ci«lre  tk  foUe." 

PLUQcrr  in  WaiOHT,  I.  131. 

''lashed  like  a  plane-tree  the  Persian 
mantlts  and  jewels. 


See  Evelyn's  Silva,  II.  53.  [The  story  miis 
back  to  Herodotus,  VII.  31,  the  "Peniati" 
being  XerxesJ 

Page  77.    For  he  told  them  tales. 

[The  stories  of  the  Loup-qarou.  or  were-wolf  , 
and  the  Litiche^  and  the  miraculous  properties 
of  spiders,  clover,  and  horseshoes,  may  be  found 
in  Plnquet|  Contes  Populaires,  who  coiijeotnres 
that  the  white  fleet  ermine  fox  gave  rise  to  the 
story  of  the  LSttche,] 

Page  77.     Well  I  remember  a  tiory, 

[Inis  is  an  old  Florentine  stor^ ;  m  an  altered 
form  it  is  the  theme  of  Rossim*s  opera  of  La 
Gazza  LadraA 

Page  85.  Thou  art  too  fair  to  he  Ufi  to  braid 
St,  Catherine's  tresses. 

There  is  a  Norman  sajring  of  a  maid  who 
does  not  marry  —  Elle  restera  pour  coiffer 
Sainte  Katherine, 

Pafi^e  86.  On  the  Acadian  coast,  and  the 
prairies  qffair  Opelousas. 

[Between  the  1st  of  Januanr  and  the  13th  of 
May,  1765,  about  six  hundred  and  fifty  Acadi- 
ans  had  arrived  at  New  Orleans.  The  existence 
of  a  French  population  there  attracted  the 
exiles,  and  they  were  sent  by  the  authorities  to 
form  settlements  in  Attakapas  and  Opelousas. 
They  afterward  established  themselves  on  both 
sides  of  the  Mississippi  from  the  German  Coast 
to  Baton  Rouge  and  even  as  hi^  as  Pointa 
Conp4e.  Hence  the  name  of  Acadian  Coasts 
which  a  portion  of  the  banks  of  the  river  still 
bears.  See  Qajarr^'s  History  qf  Louisiana^  the 
French  Domimon,  vol.  IL] 

Page  102. 

Behold^  at  last^ 

Each  tall  and  tapering  mast 

Is  swung  into  its  place, 

1  wish  to  anticipate  a  criticism  on  this  pat- 
sage,  by  stating  toat  sometimes,  though  not 
usually,  vessels  are  launched  fully  span«d  and 
rigged.  I  have  availed  myself  of  the  exception 
as  better  suited  to  my  purposes  than  the  ffext- 
eral  rule :  but  the  reader  will  see  that  it  is 
neither  a  olunder  nor  a  poetic  license.  On  this 
subject  a  friend  in  Portland,  Mune,  writes  me 
thus  :  — 

'*  In  this  State,  and  also,  I  am  told,  in  New 
York,  ships  are  sometimes  rigged  upon  the 
stocks,  in  order  to  save  time,  or  to  make  a  show. 
There  was  a  fine  large  ship  launched  last  sum- 
mer at  Ellsworth,  fully  sparred  and  rigged. 
Some  ^ears  ago  a  ship  was  tannched  here,  with 
her  rigging,  spars,  sails,  and  cargo  aboard. 
She  sailed  the  next  day  and  —  was  never  heard 
of  again  I  I  hope  this  will  not  be  Uie  fate  of 
yonr  poem  I " 

Paee  105.     Sir  Humphrey  Gilbert  sailed. 

*'  ^Vhen  the  wind  abated  and  the  vessels  were 
near  enough,  the  Admiral  was  seen  oonstanUv 
sitting  in  the  stem,  with  a  book  in  his  hana. 
On  the  9th  of  September  he  was  seen  for  the 
last  time,  and  was  heard  by  the  people  of  the 
Hind  to  say,  *  We  are  as  near  heaven  b^  sea  as 
by  land.*  In  the  following  night^Uie  h^ts  of 
the  ship  suddenly  disappeared.    The  people  in 
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Cbo  tiUmr  TMHfl  kept  a  Rood  Itwkout  for  him 
duriiiK  the  renmiiMler  of  the  vutakv.  On  the 
'SM  tit  S«piHiub«*r  thev  arrived,  thruoifh  much 
tempi^t  and  |M*nl,  at  Valniuuth.  Hut  nuthinic 
niun*  «:m  Mn*u  or  heard  uf  the  Adiuiral/' — 
Bclkimp'H  American  liiotfrai^y^  \,  'JU'f. 
I'aKtt  K'T. 

Thrst  $fvtTr  t{fffirtiOHM 
y<tt/rum  tht  gruund  iirise. 

**  Altlumirli  atHii-tion  ctHiirth  luit  furth  of  the 
dust,  n««ither  dmh  truiihlt*  Npriui:  uut  of  the 
^mund."    -  Joh  V.  •'•. 

I 'aifi*  l*^'*'     ^^ "^ " f*  "  '^ "*!'  "^ 'A f  SnronM, 

(III  ail  entry  in  Mr.  Ixindf**Ui»«*«  diarv  w  the 
■iiiin'e  frtini  whu-h  tlit*  leL;HiMl  was  deririMi. 
*'ll('n*  in  the  |iart  uf  Kiii»;  Witlaf'n  charter  to 
tlie  Abbey  uf  t'ruyluiul  n-hitint;  t«i  lim  drink- 
intr-htini.  i-iti-t|  in  Muitlanil'ii  //iir/t  Atfrg,  I 
aliK>  ulTer  to  tlie  rvfiHTfiiry  the  liom  of  niy 
tiilile,  that  the  eldeni  of  tlie  inonaNtery  may 
drink  out  tif  it  «»n  iliu  fii«tivaLt  of  the  Nuntji, 
and  iiiay  ftoiuetiuien  iiiiiitl  thi-tr  Iteneflirtiuiui  re- 
nif inbt*r  the  mmiI  mI  the  tl>inor,  Witlaf." 

In  I  "lint  of  f.t«'t.  Witl.if  ^nuk  one  of  the 
Aiiirli*  kin^pi  **t  Mfn-ia.  i»ho  niade  a  ip&)l:int 
Niiiiid  .-iKMJn-vl  the  >»xun  inviulrri.  It^  was  « hile 
fullin»:  hai-k  ht-fun*  h!|clHTt  that  Witiaf  t«i«ik 
Ktni-tiiary  :it  Cnivland.  when*  he  wun  fur  fnur 
in<intli<»  kfpt  hitlden  liv  .^iwurd.  thinl  Ahl>iit  of 
<'^•>I.llul.  At  the  end  of  thn-e  yean  •Sw.-inri 
intliient'i'  pnii'iiri-ii  the  re^ttunition  of  Wiilaf. 
«ho  b<-i-.iun>-  Iriliiiinry  to  hiiflM-rt.  In  iTittitmle 
t«i  the  ni<ink<(,  WiiLif  i;n'»ily  aihled  to  the 
leTantM  and  |<t  >«  ili  .;•  »  «•(  ilit-  h<>ii<«*'.  ] 

l':ii;e  II  >.  'I'lIK  >«•%•;  ii»'  IIl\WATHA.  Tirw 
Iiuliaii  VaIiIa  it  I  ni:ty  -mi  i-.ill  it  in  ftuiinleil 
nil  it  tr.idiiiiiii.  |ir*>^:ilfnt  iiiiinnv;  the  Nnrth 
.\iii«-rit\in  Iiiili:in<i.  uf  n  I«•■^N••||.^•l-  uf  iiiini«-iil<iiui 
)iir:h.  uhii  hi.ihm'iiI  :iiii><iit:  thi-iii  tu  rleur  their 
ri\i-p».  tifn*«itM.  iinil  tinhin^' v:i"niiiU.  and  t«i 
t<-.M  h  i}m-mi  the  iirti4  itf  |iimc«-.  ilt*  wum  kii^wn 
itiiiiiii;;  ilitfiT*  III  irilMxi  hy  ihi'M-ti-rul  iiiiiiifH  iif 
Mil  li.it Hill.  (  hi.ilMi.  MaikilMi/ii,  rareiiy:i-wjt|;iin 
mill  Mi.i^^  itha.  Mr.  .N'luMih'raft  k*^**^  an 
i*i-«-iiiiii!  Ill  hiiii  in  liit  .1  *!/:>'  litt^tin'htx.  \ii|.  1. 
p.  I  ■•  .  .tiiil  III  hii  //i*/-r',.  i'umixtnm,  *intl 
I'riWf,,!*  ,.f  ",  /rti/iun  Tr.'*%  *\f  tht  t'lttt'ti 
>M''>.  i'.irt  ill.  p.  •II.  iii.iv  lie  fiiiiiitl  the 
lri-|iii>i<t  furiii  tif  tli.>  triiliiinii.  •I<-nvtHl  frnhi  the 
\>  r^  tl  II  irritioii^  <•(  :iii  <  'nuiitl^kirii «  hii-f. 

Ill*--  *)t-  "\i\  tr:i<li!i>iii  I  h.i%e  wii«i-n  other 
'!:ri<iii'«  Iiiili:iii  h-i.'!  iitU.  ilriwii  I'liii'tlv  frMin  tin' 

\   »!■'>:.••    .Ilni      «    ll-l.lbli-     %111'IIU'^    iif      Mr.      .N  III  Nil - 

f-  ilr.  (-•  utinrii  'til-  l!t>riM  wnrM  in  i;nMtly  iii- 
•  i- !■'•  >1  t  r  I.  ->  iinl' t  It -.' (I<!"  /•■.il  III  r«*«M-iiiiii; 
:-ii  ^•i  liiui  II  III    flu-   lft;e|id.4l>    I'ire   uf 

• 

.  -f  f\,»-  iNM-iii  "•.iriiiiiii:  ihi'  *»j'liw."ivH 

'!i«  rii  '•■■•Tf  •  f   t  ..iki- ^ii|NTiiir,  III  ihe 

'ti-iii   il.i-    riitiirfil   Jiouks  and   the 


til    ITl     .    '    '. 
lh.      Ih.l     .1 
1   •  •-    ^.  f 

r.n  »!.•    • 
T»  »•:    Il      t" 

(ir.tiil  '*.iJ  i-  . 


\  '    Il 
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\ '     :  \  n  •. 


.'•^ft. 


.1  ■    !••».■".»»».■.    '^r 


AlffOB-quln.  C^iftirey. 
Anne— 'fcM.>**   ' 
Apok'wa,  a  AaJraaA. 
ltaiai.wa^wA,  fJU  tmmd  e/  Of 
Bemftb'gut,  IA#  ^amnmm. 
Be'na,  tkfpMetuani. 

BukaiUr  win,  /amime 
Chcemmua',  a  b%rch 
CbeCowMk'.  Ihr  pHartv. 
Chlbi*  boA.  4  HMMni  /  frimd  ^ 

the  IjOhJ  nf  Sptrua. 
iHUiin'da,  f  Ar  MIfny 
l>uah-kwo-Dv'ali#,  or  K 
Kaa,  jAaeM  hdo*  yvu. 
EwA-jraa',  luilai>p. 
Ohee'iia,  Ike  ina. 
Oitcbe  Ou'iiMv.  lAe  JVi^ 
Ultrhe  Mm  ilis  |A#  f.'rvitf  J 
lluahkrwrnu',  Ikr  JarkmeSM. 
HlMwm  tha.  fA#  Wur  .Vm.  I/W 

i^TU.  Ike   H'«jf.N'«4,  «M 

Ai«Ai/tnij. 
U-  Koo.  1}  grt'il  tc^ii*T 
Inin  rwuf,  m^M,  or 
l«hkuod*b',./frf  ,-  a 
Joe  U,  a  ffhusi,  m  n4nt, 
JuM-ftkevd,  mprnpAH. 
IUbibon«>k  )u.  lJi4  .VerCA-Vi 
Kjith.  lAf  hMy*ho§. 
Ka'fu.  4o  nM. 
K«lig»hfi« ,  lA#  rarfa. 
Kaw,  fill. 

Kftyj«l*k  ,  tKp  §ra-guiL 
KAwi>rn  ,  no  iNi/fff^L 
Ker  |{ii,  ayijA. 

Kr-r»a\  iliD.  fA#  Sonktrttt  I 
K«iu  berk,  a  mrpfnl. 
Krni*ii  ,  tkr  arfot  ir4r 
K>'iiir  il.B,  thf  pwltrtl. 
Kt^kirko'  bti,  fA#evr 
Kunlaaiw',  thr  fiaw^t  mf  _ 
Kwa  aiBil,  Mr  Sirvma  Jv<ff« 
Kwi>-lie''*Ue,  or  iNuu-k 
MAhnahiie  im-.  tSt  t% 
MaIiUiC.  tKr  Ix—n. 
Mabu-fu-lA)  arr,  /ms^ 
SlAhiitNiii'  lire,  1.  li.i  r\cr. 
Ma  iiiA.  t\r  h  •"if-^lrr. 
MMkrnoilkA.  t\rp,%i0. 
MeJa.  Il  mr-itrvte- 
Miviial.  It*.  tSr  Mii#i 
Mnriaan^  •••li.  iKr  yr^at 

iKf  .Vriii.'  i>/  ll«4tlA. 
Mrsl.i    ku  •%,  *P*p» 

M.tiJ<-kA)i  «UU.  /#■ 

rtl^•.t•ly  i»if>-  f\#   ^ujMf^ 
ff»i  {  .".'  /  ..I'j  ■/  St.  A%iktm% 

MinnrliA  iiA,  ij^u^Ktmf  W,tagr 

Minnf-wA  AA,  tl  /W 

ttrtt 

Mislw  M'k«A.  r^«  U 

M:il>r  Nai.  II.A.  tU  U 

M  itk-lMi.1  . .' W  >;Kie^  JIm 
M  'III*  !i:iii,  /•i</ije  i  «^a. 
Mofi  •  f  Hritfta  XykUk  ApfnL 

M>«lll  tf  I^TAVrA.  JV>fy. 

M.Mti  ■■'  MriwtvcrMAk  Jnm». 
M.I.  ■••.IP  FaIIuw 
M  •ill     !  Sri.'W  Hhc««.  .\>* 
Ml.  lwlLp«  wiB.  fW  ir#iff.  ITl 

Miil«  •!   AUali  kA.  Jtf**-I  ^ 

Mualiht-1«  M.  r\#  fr^mm. 
!Va  (■•«  lA  .( Ij  in,  tkf 
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ik,  tp^armint. 

bai^  voter  »piriU. 

a,  sueeiheart. 

sUep. 

grandmother  ;  mother  of  Wetumah, 

ilh^r. 

yk  !  look  ! 

he  Mtraicberry. 

,  the  fresh-water  herring. 

he  pigeon. 

bowl. 

cake. 

'le  robin. 

of  the  livening  Star, 

e  bluebird. 

rife  of  Osseo. 

,  a  rtfund  piece  of  brass  or  copper  in  the 

\hf  Boil  I. 

>e'iia,  the  grasshopper. 

nth. 

•«-wi4,  the  handsome  Yenadixte^  the  Storm- 
Saul  t  Sainte  Marie. 

inter. 

teat  of  the  deer  or  buffalo  dried  and  pounded. 
the  bison. 

,  the  brant. 

hereafter. 
<woine  of  the  Botffl. 

:un,  a  trar-cltib. 

es,  little  irild  vien  of  the  icoodt;  pygmiet* 

perch, 
rapids. 

pring. 

jtelicnn. 

,,  the  gooseberry. 

long  ago. 

a,  a  coxcard. 

•',  the  crawfish. 

«*f,  the  South- Wind, 
the  swallow. 

K,  ducks  ;  pieces  in  the  OomettftAe  BotcL 

th^  diifr  or  grelte.. 

Miie  Rhin,  viti/  me. 

Ifali,  th^  blue  heron. 

na,  strong  hearted. 

e,  the  spider. 

'he  mosfjuito. 

ixily  coat  of  arms. 

,  the  .tun -fish. 

the  (ind  of  Water, 
he  riifihil ;  thf  Siirth. 

mngician,  ajvjijler. 
ilJ^k.  ynrroir. 
e  Ea.\t-Wihd. 
u'nuug,  the  Star  of  the  Eastf  the  Morning 

II,  a  cri/  of  himnttation. 
av'w'i",  the  ffrr.fig. 
fteifls  vf  shfll. 
»n,  a  white  jkui  wrapjte.r. 
wilit  i/ouse. 
a  ruck. 

.'vr.x,  the  n  hite  gotise. 
*a,  f'lf-  II  fiijfjiffiniill. 
iw.i  ij.i,  the  C'lterjnllar. 

I,  ni::,t.f. 

Jliinritha\*  tnother,  daughter  of  Sokomie. 
an  iillrr  nnd  gaiuhlrr  :  an  Indian  dandy. 

4,     In  the  \'(il*  of  Tatrnsentha. 
illey,  iM»w  c:ill«?(l  Nomiau^H  Kill,  is  in 
•  unity.  N»'W  York. 
."1.     On  the  Monntdins  of  the  Prairie. 
tliii,  ill   his    l^tttrs  ami  Soteg  on  the 
Customs,  and  Condition  qf  the  North 


American  Indians^  toI.  II.  p.  160,  fciTes  an  in- 
terestini' account  of  the  Coteau  des  Prairies^ 
and  the  Kod  Pipestone  Qnarry.    He  sayi :  — 

*'Here  (according  to  their  traditions)  hap- 
pened the  mysterious  birth  of  the  red  pipe, 
which  has  blown  its  fumes  of  peace  and  war  to 
the  remotest  comers  of  the  continent;  which 
has  visited  every  warrior,  and  passed  through  its 
reddened  stem  the  irrevocable  oath  of  war  and 
desolation.  And  here,  also,  the  peace-breathinfl^ 
calumet  was  bom,  and  fringed  with  the  eagle*& 

auills,  which  has  shed  its  thrilling  fumes  over 
tie  land,  and  soothed  the  fury  of  the  relentless 
savage. 

*^  The  Oreat  Spirit  at  an  ancient  period  here 
called  the  Indian  nations  together,  and,  stand- 
ing on  the  precipice  of  the  red  pipe-stone  rock, 
broke  from  its  wall  a  piece,  and  made  a  huge 
pipe  bv  turning  it  in  his  hand,  which  he  smoked 
over  tnem,  and  to  the  North,  the  i>outh,  the 
East,  and  the  West,  and  told  them  that  this 
stone  was  red,  —  that  it  was  their  flesh,  —  that 
they  must  use  it  for  their  pipes  of  peace,  —  that 
it  belonged  to  them  all,  and  that  the  war^ub 
and  sc^ping-knife  must  not  be  raised  on  its 
ground.  At  the  last  whiff  of  his  pipe  his  head 
went  into  a  great  cloud,  and  the  whole  surface 
of  the  rock  for  several  miles  was  melted  and 
glazed  ;  two  great  ovens  were  opened  beneath, 
and  two  women  (guardian  spirits  of  the  place) 
entered  them  in  a  blaze  of  fire ;  and  they  are 
heard  there  yet  (Tso-mec-cos-tAie  and  Tso-me- 
cos-te-won-dee),  answering  to  the  invocations  of 
the  high-priests  or  medicine-men,  who  consult 
them  when  they  are  visitors  to  this  sacred  place.*' 

Page  IIG.  Hark  you^  Bear  !  you  are  a  cow- 
ard. 

This  anecdote  is  from  Heckewelder.  ^  In  hia 
account  of  the  Indian  Nations,  ho  desi^ribes  an 
Indian  hunter  as  addressing  a  bear  in  nearly 
these  words.  **  I  was  present.''  he  sajrs,  **  at  the 
delivery  of  this  curious  invective ;  when  the  hun- 
ter had  despatched  the  bear,  I  a^ked  him  how 
he  thought  that  rxKir  nniiiial  could  understand 
what  he  said  to  it.  *Oh,'  said  he  in  answer, 
Mhe  bear  understood  me  very  well;  did  yon 
not  observe  how  ashamed  he  looked  while  I 
was  upbraiding  him  ?  *  "  —Transactions  qf  the 
American  Philosophical  Society,  vol.  I.  p.  240. 

Page  1  IK.     Sent  the  rohin,  the  Opechee, 

[In  his  flrat  edition.  Mr.  Ijongtellow  printed,' 
Sent  the  Opechee^  the  robin,  but  apparently  was 
corrected  in  the  pronunciation  ot  the  Indian 
word.  A  similar  change  was  made  by  him  in 
the  line,  All  the  Wendigoes,  the  giants,  which  at 
£nt  read.  All  the  giants,  the  Wendigoes.] 

Page  120.    Hush!   the  Naked  Bear  will  hear 

Heckewelder,  in  a  letter  published  in  the 
'  Transactions  of  the  Ameriran  Philosophical  So- 
ciety.  vol.  IV.  p.  2t!<K  siN'aks  of  tliLt  trailition  as 
prevalent  among  the  Mohicans  and  Delawares. 
"Tlieir  re|KirtM,"  he  says,  **ron  thus:  that 
among  all  animals  that  had  been  formeriy  in 
this  count rv,  this  was  the  most  ferocious;  that 
it  was  much  larger  than  the  largest  of  the  eom- 
I  mon  bears,  and  remarkably  long  -  bodied  ;  aU 
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over  (eirvpt  a  iipot  of  hair  on  iu  back  of  a  whiu 
eolori  nakrd.  .  .  . 

**  The  history  (if  this  animal  usmI  to  be  a  mb- 
JMt  of  conTenation  amunic  thn  Indiana,  rape* 
eiallT  vh«n  in  the  w«ii«1b  a-huntinic.  I  hare 
akw  n«ard  them  lay  to  their  children  when  cnr- 
imr:  *  Hoah !  the  naked  bear  will  hear  yon.  be 
upon  yon,  and  devour  you.'  ** 

Pase  12:i.  U'Arre  the  FaU*  qf  Minnehaha. 
etc. 

**  The  acf  nerv-  about  Fort  Snellinir  is  rich  in 
beauty.  Tht*  Fidls  of  St.  Anthony  ar«*  familiar 
to  traveUers,  and  to  rv«den  of  Indian  skelchra. 
Between  the  fiirt  and  th«-M*  falls  are  the  *  Little 
Palls,*  forty  feet  in  hei|cht,  «in  a  stream  that 
•mntiva  into  the  Mississippi.  The  Indians 
called  them  Min*^hah-hah.  ur  *Uuichinir  wa- 
ters.* **  —  Mrs.  Kastraan's  Dacvtah,  or  Legendt 
^  the  Sioux.  IntnMl.  p.  ii. 

race  i:ti4.    Sand  llilU  qfthe  .Vomw  W'udjoo. 

A  dvarriptitm  uf  the  iirand  Sahlr.  or  ictvat 
■and-d^unes  of  I^ake  Su|ieriiir,  is  inveu  in  Foster 
and  Whitney's  HrjMtrt  on  tkt  iiniiMjy  nf  tkt  Lake 
Suprrtor  Ijiinti  />is/rii*r.  I'urt  II.  p.  I'M. 

*'  'Ilie  (iniud  Nikble  pf wimnes  a  scenic  interest 
little  inferitir  to  that  of  the  I'irtured  Kocks. 
The  ezuIonT  ikinhcs  sbniiitly  fmni  a  coast  of 
eonsoli«tate«l  iiaiiil  ti»  one  of  I«mmh  materials ;  and 
a]thiiu»;h  in  the  (Hm*  case  the  I'liffs  are  less  prt>- 
tnpifiiiiM.  Vet  in  the  other  they  attain  a  hiifher 
altitude.  lie  iitt«  iM'furv  him  a  l«inic  reach  of 
coaiit,  resi-mhHni;  a  vast  sand* bank,  more  than 
tlint*  liundnil  uimI  Afty  fet* t  in  heiieht,  without 
a  tracv  of  viv*-tutiiin.  Aso'ndiui;  to  the  top. 
piundt-d  liilliM-kN  iif  hliiwii  Hand  an*  obnerved, 
with  (<^*aiuiiii.il  i'liim|p«  uf  in*fs,  standinir  out 
like  oases  iu  the  (lewrt." 

I*siee  l.th.     Oniiifjv.'    Avoir ,  ft Inrtii  * 

'Hie  oriinnal  «if  thii  •mni;  iii.i\  )m*  fnund  in  Lit- 
tell'n  hiring  .lur,  %••!.  XXX\  .  |».  \'*. 

r.irfe  l.?i.     (trtkf  H»i{  >i/ini  r',miiirnj.  Hying. 

The  ruit'ifiil  tnnlitiiin  of  thi-  K>  il  Sw:iii  mav 
l-e  fiiuiid  in  .N.*liooK*raft's  Algw  Jifsttink^s,  mA. 
II.  |».  •». 

IV-Mt.      ^^hrn  Ithinko/myMot^ti. 

'1  III*  iiriinnal  tif  this  sonic  may  In*  found  in 
(hititta,  |i.  1.'. 

r  lire  1 1  i.     Sinti  tk*  mjfMterifM  uf  .Vtfiw/ami's. 

Thi-  lufltaiM  111  •III  I  he  iiiaiie.  ur  Indian  i^irn. 
in  k'n';«l  \i-iit'r.itMii.  "  TIh-v  f^teriii  it  ««i  iiii- 
iMiii.iiit   .iiiil  ili\iiii*  a  i;miii,"  ita\«  .'S-hiMili-nift, 

that  th*-ir  tttirv  tellrni  imeiifml  varinuii  t.ile«. 
ill  whil  )\  f|ii«  nil  ii  14  htiiilNili/t**!  unilerthe  fumi 
I'f  A  »|*  II  il  ^\i\  fniiii  the  (tn-.it  >iiirit.  The 
^^lji^«i  .\ik''-M«)iiii»,  whii  c-ill  It  MiiiMla-iiiiii. 
th  »f  II  f|ii«  "^iiint'H  »;r;iiii  «ir  Im-itx.  h.i%t'.i  imttv 
*t*>r\  ••(  rYit'  kiml.  in  wlmli  ttn-  vt.ilk  in  full  t.!.-*- 
k«  I  ■••  r<  |ir<--^  lit*  ■!  .M  ili-4i-i  miiiii'  f  rrnii  the  «kr, 
uii'l-  r  rliv  i;iii«e  iif  4  h.iiiiUiiiiit'  >iiuth.  in  annwi-r 
to  ■!••  |>r.%\>-r«  i-f  a  \iiiink:  iimii  :iI  hin  fsnt  of  m- 
n!.!  -•    i-r  I  ■  iiiii:-j  Y.I  lu.itiliiHMl. 

'It  M  Mt'W  kiiKwii  ilMt  I'lini  planting  anil 
forii  k'4)thcriii.:.  .tf  !•  i<«f  .tinniii;  .ill  tin-  •ttill  hiv- 
r-n.  M.-r  /  Tjji..  «  III-  I  ft  MiitirvU  t.i  tlif  li-iiialf^ 
ail  I  I  liii'lr*  II     i!il  .1  f.  w  ^ii{Mr.tniiiialc«l  *»\>\  iiit-n. 

I*       «     !•■   '      .■•ll'Ttllv      kll-iMII.     |N'rll.||M.     tllll     \\,\% 

laU  r  :«  intf  •  •  iij|>ulMir/,  aiid  th.»l   il  i«  AMkiiun-ii 


bjr  tha  f eaaUa  wm 
view,  for  tha  oaeffi 
the  other  asx,  ia  piwridiac 
clothing,  by  tha 


TiUaffaa  affaioat  their 
tmders  on  their 
bows  wife  danma  this  m  , 

and  prides  hcfnelf  to  huaVa  a 

ercise  her  hospitality,  or  4aif 
band's  hospitauty  in  tha  mmm% 
kMbps  KvesU.**  -  Oaftfta,  m.  I 

Pacal43.     ThutthaJtoUM 
fyi. 

"  A  nmtnlar  jiraof  of  tkm 
of  tha  myatanooa  iaflaa 
woman  on  tha  vctatabla 
found  in  an  anciant 
to  me,  napfcting 
practice  of  the  haater'a 
«im  liad  been  planted,  to  < 
or  overclouded  evemnK  to 
cuit,  sonj  habiUei 
this  purpose  she  slipoad  oat 
evemnic.  unobaerrso,   to 
where  she  danpletaly 
her  matchecoia,  or 
hand,  she  draovd  it 
waa  thouieht  to  iasorv 
prevent  the  assaalla  of 
the  irrain.     It  waa  aoi 
creep  over  the  d 

Page  144.     H'liA  Ais 
him. 

"  These  conk.**  aaya  Mr. 
of  the  hark  of  the  ehn-tfoa,  kjl 
immersinir  it  in  cold  vi 
a  war  narty  ouauBoaly 
about  his  waist,  and  iff,  im  tka 
liKhl.  any  one  of  his^ 
it  is  his  duty  to  brinv  ii 
chief,  to  be  tied,  and  iLa 
his  safe  keeping."  —  JVi 
Atitfnturrg.  p.  |]'J. 

i'aice  14.-.. 

K'uyrsiia.  the  tki^^emn 

/'aisiosai^,  irAa  areola  db 

*'  If  tme  of  the  yoo^  ffi 
rfii  ear  of  r«im.  it  is  I 

and   is  nvanled   as  a        ^^  ^ 

ymimf  warrior.     Bat  if  ika  oarVa 
tapennR'  to  a  point,  oo  OMttar 
whole  rirrle  is  set  in  O  nor.  a 
the  woni  idwHited  ainod,     Il  ia 
thief  ill  the  Ciimfiipld.     It 
imaire  I  if  an  old  maa  ato 
l«>t.  11.^1  the  rhisi-l  of  rrma: 
to  priNlui-f  thia  image,  it 
brink:  to  the  minds  uf  the 
of  a  iiiiferer  of  their  favaviio 

"  Th.-  literal  mTaniac  of  tW 

cirrnMikeil  ear  uf  K*aia ;  kvl  | 

rall^il  i«  a  oinienliuoni  typo  of  O 
pilft-rinc  ears  of  euro  in 
ihi«  iiiaiiiM-r  that  a  single 
rurmua  Uniruagsa,  beanai 
of  many  ideas.    And  wo 
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at  the  word  wagtmin  ia  alone  competent 
B  merriment  in  the  husldng  circle. 
B  term  is  t^en  as  a  basis  of  the  cereal 
or  corn  sone,  as  sune  by  the  Northern 
lin  tribes,  it  is  coupled  with  the  phrase 
atd^  —  a  permutative  form  of  the  Indian 
tive,  made  from  the  rerb  ntm-o-sa,  to 
Its  literal  meaninf?  is,  he  who  walks^  or 
Jeer  ;  but  the  ideas  conveyed  bv  it  are, 
walks  by  night  to  pilfer  com.  It  offers, 
re,  a  kind  of  parallelism  in  expression  to 
ieding  term.''—  Onedta^  p.  254. 
149.  Pugaaaing^  with  thirteen  pieces, 
Same  of  the  Bowl  is  the  principal  game 
•A  among  the  Northern  tribes  of  Indians, 
oolcraf t  gives  a  particular  account  of  it 
fa,  p.  85.  "This  game,"  he  says,  "is 
cinating  to  some  portions  of  the  Indians, 
take  at  it  their  ornaments,  weapons, 
:,  canoes,  horses,  everything  in  fact  they 
;  and  have  been  known,  it  is  sud,  to  set 
■  wives  and  children,  and  even  to  forfeit 
rn  liberty.  Of  such  desperate  stakes  I 
iu  no  examples,  nor  do  I  think  the  game 
I  common  use.  It  is  rather  confined  to 
persons,  who  hold  the  relative  rank  of 
■8  in  Indian  society,  —  men  who  are  not 
s  hunters  or  wamors,  or  steady  provid- 
beir  families.  Among  these  are  persons 
ar  the  term  of  lenaaizze-toug^  that  is, 
>rs  about  the  country,  braggadocios,  or 
t  can  hardly  be  classf^  with  the  popular 
f  amum^ment,  by  which  skill  and  dex- 
*e  acquinKl.  I  have  genersdly  found  the 
Jid  graver  men  of  the  tribes,  who  en- 
d  the  young  men  to  play  ball,  and  are 
be  nresont  at  the  customarv  sports,  to 
ana  wuiction,  and  applaud  them,  speak 
ind  diHparagingly  of  this  game  of  haz- 
et  it  cannot  be  denied  that  some  of  the 
listinguishe<l  in  war  and  the  chase,  at 
st,  can  be  rt^ferred  to  as  lending  their 
?  to  its  fascinating  i)ower.*' 
HO  his  Ilistori/^  Conditions^  and  Proapects 
idian  Tribts,  Part  II.  11.  7'J. 
154.     To  the  Pictured  Rocks  of  sand- 

eader  will  find  a  long  description  of  the 

1  KcK'ks  in  F()Mt(rrand\Vhitni'v*8iifp<w'< 

't-oloou  of  the  Lake  Superior  Land  Dia- 

irt  It.  ]>.  1124.     From  this  I  make  the 

iZ  t'xtnu't  :  -  - 

Pictured  KockH  niav  be  described,  in 

tfTms,  ;i8  a  Hen<;H  of  fumdstone  bluffs 

ig  along  thn  shore  of  Lake  i)Ui>erior  for 

ve  niih'H,  nud  risinu^.  in  ni<«t  places,  ver- 

roni  the  WHter,  without  any  beach  at  the 

a  heitxht  varying  from  fifty  to  nearly 

dred  f»*ft.     Wen*  thuy  Hiniply  a  lin«»  of 

i«*y  nii^ht  not,  ho  fur  as  n-lat^'s  to  height 

it,  Im>  worthy  of  a  rank  among  great 

(.'uriositicH,   althout^h   Huch    an  aH84>m- 

ro«'ky  strata,  wswh»*(l  hy  the  waves  of 

it  lakf,  would  not,  undi.-r  any  circum- 

be(lcstitute  of  grandeur.     To  the  voy- 

AAting  aloni;  their  biuio  in  his  frail  canoe, 

uld,  at  all  times,  be  an  obj<'C't  of  rin'ad; 


the  recoil  of  the  surf,  the  rock-boond  ooastt 
affording  for  miles  no  place  of  refnge,  —  the 
lowering  sky,  the  rising  wind,  —  all  these  would 
excite  his  apprehension,  and  induce  him  to  plr 
a  vigorous  oar  until  the  dreaded  wall  was  passed. 
But  in  the  Pictured  Rocks  there  are  two  fea- 
tures which  communicate  to  the  scenery  a  w<hi- 
derful  and  almost  unique  character.  These 
are,  first,  the  curious  manner  in  which  the  diffii 
have  been  excavated  and  worn  away  by  the  ac- 
tion of  the  lake,  which  for  centuries  has  dashed 
an  ocean-like  surf  against  their  base ;  and.  sec- 
ond, the  equally  curious  manner  in  which  lanpe 
portions  01  the  surface  have  been  colored  by 
oands  of  brilliant  hues. 

"  It  is  from  the  latter  circumstance  that  the 
name,  by  wliich  these  cliffs  are  known  to  the 
American  traveller,  is  derived ;  while  that  ap- 

flied  to  them  by  the  French  vojrageurs  C  Lee 
^ortails  *)  is  derived  from  the  former,  and  by 
far  the  most  striking  peculiari^. 

"  The  term  Pictured  Bocks  nas  been  in  use 
for  a  great  length  of  time ;  but  when  it  was  first 
appli^  we  have  been  unable  to  discover.  It 
would  seem  that  the  first  travellers  were  more 
impressed  with  the  novel  and  striking  distribu- 
tion of  colors  on  the  surface  than  with  the  as- 
tonishing variety  of  form  into  which  the  cliffs 
themselves  have  been  worn.  .  .  . 

"  Our  voyageurs  had  many  legends  to  relate 
of  the  pranks  of  the  Menni-bcjou  in  these  cav- 
erns, and,  in  answer  to  our  inquiries,  seemed 
disposed  to  fabricate  stories  without  end  of  the 
achievements  of  this  Indian  deity." 

Page  l(i2.  Toward  the  sun  nis  handa  were 
lifted.  ^ 

In  this  manner,  and  with  such  salutations, 
was  Father  Marquette  received  by  tlie  Illinois. 
•See  his  Voyagea  et  iMcouvertea^  Section  V. 

Page  im.  Full  €f  the  name  and  the  fame  </ 
the  Puritan  maiden  Priacilla. 

[Among  the  names  of  the  Masrfiower  company 
are  those  of  **Mr.  WiUiam  Mullines  and  his 
wife,  and  2  children,  Joseph  and  Priscila ;  and 
a  servant,  Rolmrt  Carter.'] 

Page  ir>7.    She  ia  alone  in  the  world, 

[*' Mr.  Molines,  and  his  wife,  his  sone  and  hii 
servant,  dved  the  first  winter.  Onlv  his  daugh- 
ter Priscila  survived  and  married  with  John 
Alden,  who  are  both  living  and  have  11  chil- 
dren.** —  Bradford :  Hiatory  qf  Plymouth  Plan' 
tation,] 

Page  \69,  Gathering  stilly  aa  he  went^  tk§ 
Maufiowfra  blooming  around  him, 

[The  Mayflower  is  the  well-known  Epigeea  re- 
pens,  sometimes  also  called  the  Trailinf^  Arbu- 
tus. The  name  Mayflower  was  familiar  in  £n|p- 
land,  as  the  application  of  it  to  the  historic 
vessel  shows,  but  it  was  applied  by  the  English, 
and  still  is,  to  the  hawthorn.  Its  use  here  in 
connection  with  Epigtra  repena^  dates  from  a 
very  early  dav,  sonie  claiming  that  the  first  Pil- 
grims so  used  it,  in  afft^ctionate  memory  of  the 
vessel  and  its  English  flower  association.] 

Page  175.  With  Stephen  and  Richard  and 
Gilbert, 

[These  names  are  not  taken  at  random.    St^ 
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ph«D  llupkiiM,  Kichjinl  WamD.  and  Gilbert 
Wiiuiliiw  wen*  aU  anil  mi:  t  hit  Mayflower  paeaeii- 
ITviv.  aiul  werv  aliw  ut  this  time.] 

Pair**  IXt.  AftfT  the  rurttan  ttay,  and  ike 
iaudaUe  ni*tom  of  IhAland. 

[**  May  I'J  wuM  tilt*  tint  iimrriaffi*  in  thin  place, 
which,  acc«inliiif;  to  the  lauiliihleeiMtimieof  the 
I^iw-runtrieii,  III  «hti*h  they  had  lived,  waa 
thiniK'ht  iiMMt  ni^uiHite  f«i  he  iierfunued  by  the 
iiiairiiitrale,  aH  Im'Ihk  h  rivill  tliinir.  upon  which 
niauv  i|ueMtiiiiw  alMiiite  inheritaiiceH  due  de- 
{wmfe.  with  tiiher  fhinun  nuMt  pnip«r  tf>  their 
niin^iiaiiit,  and  nuMt  cniMiiiiHiite  t«i  theacriptara, 
Kuth  4,  aiid  ii«i  wher  fnuiid  in  the  frtHjiell  to  be 
laved  on  the  luiniMtent  au^  a  lutrt  iif  their  (iftic*e." 
-  Bradford :  i/isfi/ry  of  JUymuutk  Plantatiun, 

p.  mi.] 

Pave  1^«:. 

That  of  OUT  vice*  irt  ran /ram* 
A  Ituitirr. 

Tho  wnnU  tif  St.  Auiriutine  are.  *'  m»  TJtiiji 
ntmtrin  ik-alAm  mibin  fiu-iiiiu^,  hi  \itia  ipaa  cal- 
caiiiiM.**      .Ntmu'Ii  III.  I}r  .-|*f»nsjufif. 

I'iure  1*^7.     In  M>itK»r't  Mitt/tmlta  ('hriiti. 

[The  iKHnwk^i*  ill  Mother  uiniii  which  the  poem 
is  lioiiitl  in  f  I  mild  in  KiMik  1.  chapter  vi.,  and  ui 
in  the  fiiriii  nf  a  1ft  ter  to  M»ther  fnuii  the  He  v. 
JumeN  l*ier|iiint,  l*;»ntiirof  New  MavenJ 

l':ii:e  \\**.     Anii  the  Kmj'rn>r  hut  a  yfnrko. 

Mnifn:  ill  .^iijiiii.th,  M^iiitifH  a  iiiiile.  tinion- 
tirnui  i«t  the  ffiiiiiiiiie  funii  fur  iittlondrino,  a 
8W.ill<>«.  :iiid  :ilvi  ;t  iMlit  iKUiie  for  a  deaerter. 

PrtU'f  !">'.     Ol  IVI  H  |{a*mikmn. 

(Miver  Itiiriwl'.n.  the  "  l*rr0  jnytur  du  Vaudf' 
vitit,"  t1iiiiri'«hi«l  ill  tlie  liftiN'iith  century,  and 
|:M«e  til  lilt  ( «>m  i\i:i1  «ui|itri  th*-  liuiiie  nf  hit  native 
valley*!,  ill  whith  In*  '^auk  th>'iii.  Vaux-de-Vin*. 
'I'hii  u:iitif  «:iN  :ifli-rM -inU  (umiptcd  illto  the 
liiiMlfrii  I'ljui/t  >  ...'. 

r^ik'*-  !''•'.       \'li'M*H  (iAl.l:U\t1lf. 

Vi4-N«r  li:ilhnAith  wart  ii  1iiii;1«t  in  it  ritnipany 
of  %tiluiiti-«r  fi\:iln  ;  ami  w:ih  hh>'l  in  .M*'tii*ii 
fi>r  !Miiiir  )i'i-.M-h  iif  di<M-iphiii'.  It  i^  :i  « ••iiiinnii 
niiiN'mtiliiifi  .kiiHiiii:  «•  lid lern.  that  iii*  hilltwill 
kill    ilii-iii    iiiil- vk   till  ir   ii:iiiitt4   an*   wnttt-n  nn 

thi-iii.     'n 11  pr*t%trh  H.iy«  :   "  Kvery  bulh't 

li.M  it.i*  ItilN  t 
I'-iifi*  !■•*.     /  »»»»,r»i.'-r  rA#  «r>i-fii;Af  fiir  atrtty, 
ritit  w  LH  !Im-  •  iu':i,:i-iiM-iit  iH'twiM'ii  th**  Kilter' 
|>r  -f  .okI    \»fXt  r  i-t!  f}|i-  li.irlHif  nf   I'>irtl.iiiil.  in 
wi.nh    t-<>|i   I  I)-*  iiii^   «ir«'   iilaiii.     Thi  v    wen* 

riirii-il  «iiii  \>\  ^i>|i-  III  titi-  feli|i*lery  nll  Mitlllll- 
y\         rill-  ti^'hf  1.-.k  |il:«i«-  in  l"*!'.    'V\\*'  Kiiti-r^ 

{■ri*«*  ii;i4  .III    \ii.>  I  ii  :iM  l-ri.:.  tli<'  |{ii\ir  an  Ktit;- 
l«h    oIM-.         Ill-      fifcrllt.    U  Kii  h  •■••llli|    )h>  aa-l'tl   Intfii 

ill.  -•li'>r*-.  I  i«r  >i  fur  rlir>  •■  i|ii.irf t-r« 'if  .tn  liMiir. 
w  i|- II  tr.«-  Kii'i-rpn-*  >  .iiii>  tiitii  ihi-  h.«r)Mir, 
lifi.  ■II..'  I.'T  I  .•i''iv«-  »  ;tIi  In-r 

r..:. 
\l 

t    »l.  ■      .%     •    !■    I}-    1     li>   .1    .     l'.     i      ]   I*.    1>       til     **.lll!    I     Klli»- 

liM-li.i  ,  -■  r  'I,.-  ilr  II  i«  I  |.:>  f  111'.  Ii^  >.lh:i1flll. 
|,  l-fi  M  :.•  h.'  i).>-  *«.k:i.i  .i«  .ft  U-.iuiitiil.  iiviiiith- 
lik'- li.:  .r>  ti<ii-.ri.  >1  -w  n  tf  in  i>>  .i%i-ii.  altf  ii«l*'d 
}\  ivi.i  i.'i.'i  :<  I-  iriiij  tK<-  lil>  .  piiiii.  .tn«l  ja«i«- 
liii.  ,iii  i  tniii.t'ti.  Ill  iLr  fi>n  k't'iiiiiil.  till'  Khk 
ami  iii.ftiiii>«l.  «!.•>  are  hi-ali'd  k'}  hi-r  inteniw- 


,        l-'l     •■•I'     I*'       «••■■     ll'T 

I    '.*.         i  '•    I  '!■•'..   t*.r       ,"•. .  i|t|'/  f'l^   iffiir, 

l'-fttfi>     I  li  it<  li  ••!    .'^.iii    Kr:iiii  i«  •■  I'l'ii- 


ir» 


■ion.*'  ~  Mra.  J 
«'lrf«  H>  JIM, 

Phfe'JU).    Saudaipkmm,  dh 

r*liiibbiElieMrhatli       ~ 

>1  who  Btjuidet^ 

ia  head  to  the  door  of  flaa««^ 
ill  the  Miahna  that  he 

"Therw  are  threo  fai 
make  garlanda  oat  of  tke 
itea  .  •  .  the  thinl  m 

**  There  be  Anveb  vhkk' 
therp  be  AaicvLi  w  iiich  are  off 

"The  holy  and  UeMed  Ood 
A  multitude  of 

they  have  aniif  a  hyma  belt— 
.  .  .  Kzoept     Michael    mad    Q 
Sandalphon  aiid  their 
their  iriory  wherewith  l^y 
•is  days'  creaiiuo.** 

*'  'I'he  pniDhet  KUm  m  tlM 
who  twintetn  or  bindeill 
praven.  for  hie  L^wd.*' 

'Hie  aboTe  ueiH**  f fwa  J 
Tradttioiu  of  tkt  Jrm 
IxwirfeUow.  and  eTidenftlv  ffi 
rial  upon  which  he  baaed  kia 

If' ril  nntr  a  wmhupmgm 
iiy  tMe  grtat  Major  Jnfa'i 
II  horn  Hawtkarmg  kms 

[Tile  lines  are  aa  fuUowa  :  — 


HvraM 
rwhefa  you 
If  nulla 

Tea  merry  folk  wdl 

I  Op  another  pane  ■pgieati 
\Vm.  Miilineui  Jr.  (^.,  aa4  tka 
1774.      The  allii»iiia  m  to   Hav 
My    Kingman,  M^cr    jtfe/i 
writintrto  Mr.  lAM«felki« 
iif   the   rii/#s.  uya,  "  It 
tiiid  niT  imn  nami 
an   if  I    had  been 
deti-rtfil  niv  own  feat 

Paicr  JiiT.     TK,  midmgki 

X'rrr. 

I  It  i^  iMMMihle  that  Mr. 
the  iii4iry  fmm  PanI  Revwr 
itiridi-tit  ill  a  letter  to   I^r. 

iinuiiHl  ill  Mane.  IlieC.  CoO.  V. 
lam,  in   Km  i^i*^  sf  Koiiaaw  pp^  MX 

the  Ml nry  mainly  aroiHiac  to  a 

fif   Kifhanl   l^pvellB.  Re 

riate.      'Die   pttbliratiua  of    Mr 

|Hiem  callrd  out  a  pmuactai' 

to  the  fhurrb   from   vkici 

liiini;,  iiii<l  an  to  the  fri»a4 

ti^nm.     The    iinhfprt  ia    di 

tien  rite<l  in  M^menal  iii. 

li>l.) 
I  'ace  'J« »(.    The  Pa  ltov  or 
('I  lie  itiiiry  im  foaad  ja  thm 

flay,  ninth   tale.     Aa 

not  tlie  lint  t«i  tail  it.  »  Mr. 
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€be  only  one  after  him  to  repeat  it.  So  re- 
mote a  source  as  Pantsckatantra  (Benfey^  II. 
9i7)  contains  it,  and  La  Fontaine  includes  it  in 
Ub  Contes  et  NouvelUs  under  the  title  of  Le 
Waneon.  Tennyson  has  treated  the  subject  dra- 
Mstieally  in  The  Falcon,  See  also  Delisle  de  la 
IMTetiire,  who  turned  Boccaccio's  story  into  a 
•omedy  in  three  acts  J 

Pago  214.  Thb  Leoend  of  Rabbi  Bkn 
Lkvi. 

rVamhasen  refers  to  three  sereral  sources  of 
this  legend  in  the  books  Col  Bo^  Ben  Sira^  and 
Ketvboih^  but  it  is  most  likely  that  Mr.  Loi^rf  el- 
lom  was  indebted  for  the  story  to  his  f nend 
Emmanuel  Vitalis  Scherb.] 

Page  215.    KiKo  Robebt  of  SiciiiT. 

[Tnis  story  is  one  of  very  wide  distribution. 
It  is  ^yen  in  Gfsta  Bomanorum  as  the  story  of 
JoTiman.  Frere  in  his  Old  Deccan  Days^  or 
Hindoo  Fairy  Legendt  current  in  Southern  In- 
dia, recites  it  in  the  form  of  The  Wanderings 
if  Vicram  Maharajah.  Vamhag^en  pursues 
toe  leeend  through  a  great  variety  of  forms. 
Leigh  Hunt,  among  moaems,  has  told  the  storr 
in  A  Jar  of  Honey  from  Mt,  HyUa.  from  which 
aouTce  Mr.  Longfellow  seems  to  naye  drawn. 
Dante  refers  to  the  King  in  Paradiso^  Canto 
VIII.] 

Pa^  240.     The  Bibds  of  Killinoworth. 

[Killingworth  in  Connecticut  was  named  from 
the  English  town  Kenilworth  in  Warwick- 
shire, and  had  the  same  orthography  in  the 
•arly  records,  but  was  afterwards  corrupted  into 
its  present  form.  Sixty  or  seventy  years  ago, 
according  to  Mr.  Henrr  Hull,  writing  from 
personal  recollection,  ^'  tne  men  of  the  northern 
part  of  the  town  did  yearly  in  the  spring  choose 
two  leaders,  and  then  the  two  sides  were 
formed  :  the  side  that  got  beaten  should  pay 
the  bills.  Their  special  game  was  the  hawk, 
the  owl,  the  crow,  the  blackbird,  and  any  other 
bird  supposed  to  be  mischievous  to  the  com. 
Some  years  each  side  would  bring  them  in  by 
the  bushel.  This  was  followed  up  for  only  a 
few  years,  for  the  birds  began  to  grow  scarce.'* 
The  story,  based  upon  such  a  slight  suggestion, 
was  Mr.  Longfellow's  own  invention.] 

Page  245.    The  Bell  of  Atri. 

Igee  Gualtemzzi's  Cento  Novelle  Antiche.] 

Page  247.    Kambalu. 

[See  Boni's  edition  of  //  MilioM  di  Marco 
Polo.  n.  .'»  and  I.  UA 

Page  255.    Lady  Wentworth. 

[The  incidents  of  this  tale  are  recounted  by 
C.  W.  Brewster,  Rambles  about  Portsmouth^  I. 
101.  After  the  publication  of  Mr.  Longfellow's 
poem,  Mr.  Thomas  Wentworth  Higginson 
wrote  to  one  of  Mr.  Longfellow'«  kinsmen  a  ver- 
sion of  the  story  sent  him  by  Mrs.  Mary  Anne 
Williams,  who  hiid  the  htory  from  her  grandmo- 
ther, nfe  Mary  Wentworth,  who  was  niece  to 
Governor  Wentworth,  and  a  child  at  the  time  of 
the  incident.  ''  I  havft  seen  Mr.  Longfellow's 
poem,"  writes  Mrs.  Williams,  **  but  I  should 
think  he  would  be  afraid  some  of  the  old 
fellows  would  anpear  to  him  for  making  it  ap- 
pear that  any  others  than  the  family  were  pres- 


ent to  witness  what  they  considered  a  great  dep 
nidation.  Only  the  brothers  and  brothers  in  law 
were  present,  and  Mr.  Brown  ;  and  the  bride, 
who  buEul  been  his  housekeeper  for  teyen  yean, 
was  then  35,  and  attired  in  a  oalioo  dress  and 
a  white  apron.  The  family  stood  in  whole- 
some awe  of  the  sturdy  old  governor,  so  trei^ad 
Patty  with  civility,  but  it  was  hard  work  for 
the  stately  old  dames,  and  she  was  dropped 
after  his  death."  Governor  Wentworth  was 
bom  July  24,  1(^,  and  his  marriage  was  on 
March  15,  1760.] 

Page  2d5.    Charlkmaokk. 

[In  his  diary,  under  date  of  Biar  12, 1872,  Mr. 
Longfellow  writes :  **  Wrote  a  short  poem  on 
Charlemajgnie  froin  a  story  in  an  old  cnroniole, 
De  Factis  Caroli  Jfocriit,  quoted  by  Cant^ 
Storia  degli  Italiani,  II.  122.  I  first  heard  it 
&om  Charles  Perkins,  in  one  of  his  lectures.*'] 

Page  270.    Elizabeth. 

[As  intimated  in  the  Interlude  which  fol- 
lows, the  tale  of  Elizabeth  was  founded  on  a 
prose  tale  by  Mrs.  Lydia  Maria  Child,  entitled 
The  Youtf^ful  Emigrant^  which  fell  under  Mr. 
Loufffellow's  eye  in  a  Portland  paper.  Besidea 
this  he  had  recourse  to  A  Call  to  the  Uf^aiMul 
Prqfessors  qf  Truths  by  John  Estaugh,  with  Ire- 
face  by  his  widow.  E.  £.'s  Testimony  ooncem- 
ing  her  husband  J.  E.  Several  exprowiom  in 
the  poem  are  derived  from  this  little  book.] 

Page  282.    l^B  Mother's  Ghost. 

[A  Danish  ballad  to  be  found  in  Gnmdtvig's 
Danmarks  gamle  Folkeviser^  II.  478,  was  toe 
basis  of  this  poem.] 

Page  310. 

*'  O  CfFsar^  we  who  are  about  to  die 
Salute  you  I" 

[This  use  of  the  phrase  Morituri  Salutamug 
agrees  with  the  treatment  of  G^rCme  in  hia 
painting,  beneath  which  he  wrote  the  words, 
Ave  Ctesar,  Imperator^  Morituri  te  Salutani, 
The  ref  erenoe  to  a  gladiatorial  combat,  however, 
is  doubted  b^  some  schohkrs,  who  quote  Sue- 
tonius and  Dion  Cassius  as  using  the  phrase^  in 
connection  with  the  great  sea-mrht  ezhibitioii 
given  by  the  Emperor  on  Lacus  Puoinua.  The 
combatants  were  oondemned  criminals,  and 
they  were  to  fight  nntil  one  of  the  parties  was 
killed,  unless  saved  by  the  interposition  of  the 
Emperor.] 

Page  311.    All  save  one, 

[Professor  Alpheus  Spring  Packard,  sinoe  de* 
ceased.] 

Page  314.  In  Attica  thy  birthplace  should 
have  been, 

[Cornelius  Conway  Felton,  at  one  time  Pfo- 
fessor  of  Greek,  and  afterward  President,  at 
Harvard  College.] 

Page  314.  riteously  calling  and  lamenting 
thee. 

[Jean  Louis  Rodolphe  Agassiz,  the  eminent 
naturalist,  whose  summer  home  at  Nahant  was 
near  Mr.  Longfellow's,  while  they  were  also  fel- 
low-townsmen in  Cambridge.] 

Page  315.    A  friend  who  bore  thy  name. 

[Charles  Sumner,  one  of  Mr.  Longfellow*! 
closest  friends.] 
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Page  318.    Here  lies  the  gentle  humorist, 

[WashinsTton  Irvinpr.  It  is  interesting:  to 
note  the  influence  which  this  writer  had  npoo 
Mr.  Longfellow,  as  shown  not  only  in  his  early 
prose,  hut  in  his  direct  testimony.  In  present- 
ing Uie  resolutions  upon  the  death  of  Irrin?  at 
a  meeting  of  iJie  Manachusetts  Historical  SiMsi- 
ety.  December  5,  1859,  Bfr.  Longfellow  said : 
**  Every  reader  has  his  first  book ;  I  mean  to 
say,  one  book  among  all  others  which  in  early 
youth  first  fascinates  his  imagination,  and  at 
once  excites  and  satisfies  the  desires  of  his 
mind.  To  me,  this  first  book  was  the  Sketch- 
Book  of  Washington  Irving.  I  was  a  school- 
boy when  it  was  published,  and  read  each  sno- 
ceeding  number  with  ever  increasing  wonder 
and  delight,  spell-bound  by  its  pleasant  humor, 
its  melfuicholy  tenderness,  its  atmosphere  of 
reverv,  —  nay,  even  hj  its  |:ray-brown  covers, 
the  shaded  letters  of  its  titles,  and  the  fair 
clear  type^hich  seemed  an  outward  symbol  of 
its  style.  How  many  deUghtful  books  the  same 
author  has  given  us,  written  before  and  since. 
—  volumes  of  histoiy  and  of  fiction;  most  01 
which  illustrate  his  native  land,  and  some  of 
which  illuminate  it  and  make  the  Hudson,  I 
will  not  say  as  classic,  but  as  romantic  as  the 
Rhine  I  Yet  still  the  charm  of  the  Sketch- 
Book  remains  unbroken  ;  the  old  fascination 
remains  about  it;  and  whenever  I  open  its 
pages,  I  open  also  that  mysterious  door  which 
leads  back  into  the  haunted  chambers  of 
youth."  .  .  ,1 

Page  319.    Parker  Cleaveland. 

[A  distinguished  naturalist  who  was  semor 
professor  at  Bowdoin  College,  where  Mr.  Long- 
zellow  was  first  a  student  and  afterward  an  in- 
structor. The  father  of  the  poet  was  an  inti- 
mate friend  of  Professor  Cleaveland,  and^  when 
the  son  went  to  Brunswick  he  found  in  the 
older  man  one  of  his  most  cherished  associates. 
When  he  went  back  to  give  his  poem,  Morituri 
Salutamus^  he  made  his  stay  at  the  Cleaveland 
mansion,  with  the  daughter  of  the  deceased 
professor.] 

Page  .'^23.  Poet  !  I  come  to  touch  thy  lance 
with  mine, 

**  \Mien  any  came  to  take  the  government  of 
the  Hundred  or  Wapentake  in  a  day  and  place 
appointed,  as  they  were  accustomed  to  meete, 
all  the  better  sort  met  him  with  lances,  and  he 
alighting  from  his  horse,  all  rise  up  to  him,  and 
he  setting  or  holding  his  lance  upright,  all  the 
rest  come  with  their  lanc^,  acM>rding  to  the 
auncient  custome  in  confirming  les^:ue  and  pub- 
like peace  and  obedience,  and  touch  his  lance 
or  weapon,  and  thereof  called  Wapentake,  for 
the  Saxon  or  old  English  wapun  is  weapon, 
and  ta^^actus^  a  touching,  thereby  this  meeting 
called  Wapentake,  or  touching  of  weapon,  be- 
cause that  oy  that  signe  and  ceremonie  of  touch- 
ing weapon  or  the  lance,  they  were^  sworne  and 
confederate."  —  Master  Lamberd  in  Minshew. 

Page  ii'Ki.  0/  the  White  Chitf  with  yellow 
hair, 

[General  George  A.  Custer,  who  was  surprised 


and  with  hia  entire  fi 
Sioux,  June  25, 1876.] 

Page  342.    Wattko* 

In  the  Holkirolie  at  InmlirQek. 

Page  343.    Fbommt 

[This  dwir  beus  the 


pot  to  dtftUi  If  Hi 


T6 

THE  AUTHOB 

of 


TSB  ynXiAOB 
Thlschsir, 

^iriadhn 
ts_ 
An  expNsrion  of  gratafol  legaid 

Tbe  chOdnn  ef  Oaabridge, 
Who  with  their  fitanda  lofai  IB 
and 


This 

VsbniBiy  27,  ISra. 

In  1880,  when  the  dtj  off  GmWdce 

the  two  hundred  and  fiftwdi ' 

the  founding  of  tlia  town,  ^  -wi^mr^  —^ 
there  was  aomldien'a  tatiTel  «fe Saadva IW 
tre  in  the  taarwa^^  and  the  diair  stood  ■  Ai 

platform  in  full  Tiew  of  the  the ^  -^11^— 

assembled.    Bfr.  Geotgo  Riddlo  ._  _ 
then,  to  the  aurpriee  of  aU,  the  poet 
came  forward  and  made  thia  fitUa  apaatai— 

"  My  dear  Toung  Fkienda,  — I  do  mk  vm  to 
make  an  adoreaa  to  jon,  hot  to  acnan  iqni 
from  making  one.  I  know  tiho  ptmaibtof  ^^ 
he  who  ezouses  himealf  noooaH  Uaanllt  wk  I 
am  willing  on  thia  ooftaaiodi  toaoaaaa  nidliiv 
I  feel  very  maoh  aa  I  ewppuaa  aoma  ei  fH  ^ 
when  yon  are  anddenly  oaHed  mm  ia  JiV 
daasToom,  and  are  obhgad  to  aijviat  |bi  m 
not  prepared.  I  am  idaa  to  aaa  yomr  mtm  wk 
to  hear  yoor  Tcuoea.  I  am  iglad  to  have  lliii^ 
portnni^  of  thanking  yog  m  praaa|  aa  1  bn 
already  done  in  reree*  for  tha  naaatofal  iM^ 
you  made  me  aoma  two  yeaia  ago.  nii^ 
some  of  yon  have  foigotten  it,  httl  hate ■!; 
and  I  am  afiraid-*yea«  I  am  afraid  ^Itot  fl^ 
years  hence,  when  yoa  ealabrato  tiha  Aneh» 
dredth  anmyersary  off  tUs  nneariun,  HhiV 
and  all  that  bebnga  to  it  will  hnyaji— iff 
your  memory:  for  an  Eogliah  pfailoaaptorhi 
said  that  the  ideas  aa  weU  aa  aUUrm  tf  iV 
youth  often  die  before  na,  and  onr  nrfadi  iV»- 
sent  to  us  thoae  tomha  to  wUah  we  9m  W 
proaclung,  where  thomdi  tha  hams  and  ■■!■ 
remain,  vet  the  inoerii 
and  the  imagery  monldam  awaj.**] 

Page  355. 

80  the  Hexameter^  riaing  amd  mmffng^  nM  «» 

<f  «nce  sonoroHi, 
Falls ;  and  in  r^maU  rk^tkm  tedfcllt. 

terjloufs* 

[Schiller's  linee  will  be  veeaOad:  — 


In  Hexameter  •tailt  dss  BpriagfaallB  Ma^  ■ 
In  Peatsmetar  draaf  flOtt  sle  nnlodiMk  feMih 
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diary,  ander  date  of  February  24,  1847, 
mftellow  writes :  — 

alking  down  to  Felton's  this  morning, 
d  by  the  mafifnetio  influenoe  of  the  air 
e  approach  to  classic  ground,  I  composed 
lowing,  a  pendant  to  iSchiller^s,  — 

aexAmeter  headlong  the  catarmct  plunges, 
Pentameter  up  whirls  the  eddying  mist. 

af  temoon^s  walk  I  changed  it  and  added 
Dore. 

X 

uneter  plunges  the  headlong  cataract  downward, 
ameter  up  whirls  the  eddying  mist. 


kmeter  rolls  sonorous  the  peal  of  the  organ  ; 
ameter  soft  rises  the  chant  of  the  choir. 

m 

uneter  gallops  delighted  a  begmr  on  horseback ; 
ameter,  whack !  tumbles  he  off  of  his  steed. 

vr 

ftroeter  sings  serenely  a  Harvard  Professor  ; 
ameter  liim  damns  censorious  Poe.*'] 

9  408.    The  Golden  Legend. 

old  Legend  a  Aurea,  or  Golden  Legend, 
riginaUy  written  in  Latin,  in  the  thir- 

century,  bv  Jacobus  de  Voragine,  a  Do- 
in  friar,  wno  afterwards  became  Arch- 

of  Genoa,  and  died  in  12^)2. 
called  his  book  simply  Legtndt  of  the 
.  The  epithet  of  Golden  wasgiven  it  by 
niirers ;  for,  as  Wyukin  de  Worde  says, 
•  as  paaseth  f^ld  in  value  all  other  raetus, 
s  Legend  exceedeth  all  other  books. '^ 
dward  Leigh,  in  much  distress  of  mind, 
t  *'  a  book  written  by  a  man  of  a  leaden 
for  the  basenesse  of  tne  errours,  that  are 
it  wit  or  reason,  and  of  a  brazen  forehead, 
I  impudent  boldnesse  in  reporting  things 
1I0U8  and  incredible." 

work,  the  great  text-book  of  the  legen- 
ore  of  the  Middle  Ages,  was  translated 
rench  in  the  fourteenth  century  bv  Jean 
>rnay,  and  in  the  fifteenth  into  £ngush  by 
ni  Caxton.  It  has  lately  been  maae  more 
ble  by  a  new  French  translation:  La 
ie  Dorte^raduite  du  Latin^  parM.  G,  B. 

1S50.  There  is  a  copy  of  the  original, 
le  (resta  Longobardorum  appended,  m  the 
rd  College  Library,  Cambridf^,  printed 
isbun:,  H'.M).  llie  title-page  u  wanting ; 
le  volume  begins  with  the  TalnUa  Ijegen- 


.ve  called  this  poem  the  Golden  Legend^ 

e   the  story   upon   which   it  is  founded 

to  nie   to  HuriKiss  all  other  legends  in 

and  sigruificance.  It  exhibits,  amid  the 
tions  of  the  Middle  Ages,  the  virtue  of 
restodness  and  self-sacrifice,  and  the 
of  Faith,  II<){)e,  and  ('harity,  sufficient 

the  exigencies  of  life  and  death.  The 
s  told,  and  perhaps  invented,  by  Hart- 

von    der    Aue,  a  Minnesinger  of    the 


twelfth  centurv.  The  original  ma^  be  found  in 
MaiUth's  AUaeuUche  GedichU^  with  a  modem 
German  version.  There  is  another  in  Marbaoh*s 
VoUcshucher,  No.  32. 

[Mr.  8.  Arthur  Bent  has  annotated  The 
Golden  Legend  with  fulness  and  care,  and  the 
reader  is  referred  to  his  volume  for  more  ex- 
tended notes  than  are  here  expedient.] 

Page  409. 

For  these  bells  have  been  anointed^ 
And  baptized  with  holy  water  I 

The  consecration  and  baptism  of  bells  is  one 
of  the  most  curious  ceremonies  of  the  Church 
in  the  Middle  Ages.  The  Council  of  Cologne 
ordained  as  f  ollovrs :  — 

*^  Let  the  bells  be  blessed,  as  the  trumpets  of 
the  Church  militant,  by  which  the  people  are 
assembled  to  hear  the  word  of  God  ;  the  der^ 
to  announce  his  mercy  bv  day,  and^  his  truth  in 
their  nocturnal  vigils  :  that  by  their  sound  the 
faithful  may  be  invited  to  prayers,  and  that  the 
roirit  of  devotion  in  them  may  be  increased. 
The  fathers  have  also  maintained  that  demons, 
affrighted  by  the  sound  of  bells  calling  Chris- 
tians to  prayers,  would  flee  away;  and  when 
they  fled,  the  persons  of  the  faithful  would  be 
secure :  that  the  destruction  of  lightning  and 
whirlwinds  would  be  averted,  and  the  spirits  of 
the  storm  defeated.*'  —  Edinburgh  Enqfdopc^ 
dia.  Art.  "  BeUs." 

See  also  Soheible's  Kloster,  vi.  776. 

Page  418.    Evening  Sono. 

[Mr.  Bent,  in  his  annotated  edition  of  The 
Golden  Legend^  remarks  that  this  is  modelled 
uDon  the  choral  songs  which  the  Reformed 
church  of  Germany  adopted  from  existing  pop- 
ular chorals,  which  had  long  been  in  use  in  the 
social  and  public  observances  of  the  German 
people.] 

Page  420.     Who  would  think  her  but  fifteen  t 

[In  Der  Arme  Ueinrich,  Elsie  is  out  eight 
years  of  age.] 

Paffe  421 .    It  is  the  malediction  qf  Eve  ! 

**  Neo  esses  plus  <^uam  femina,  qua,  none 
etiam  viros  transcendis,  et  quse  maleaictionem 
Evie  in  benedictionem  vertisti  Maris.**  —  Epith 
tola  Abalardi  UeloissfP. 

Page  429.     To  come  back  to  my  text  I 

In  giving  this  sermon  of  Friar  Cnthbert  as  a 
specimen  of  the  Risus  Paschales,  or  street- 
preaching  of  4the  monks  at  Easter,  I  have  exag- 
gerated nothing.  This  very^  anecdote,  offen- 
sive as  it  is,  comes  from  a  cUsoonrse  of  Father 
Barletta,  a  Dominican  friar  of  the  fifteenth 
century,  whose  fame  as  a  popular  preacher  was 
so  great  that  it  gave  rise  to  the  proverb,  — 
NtKtt  predicare 
Qui  nescit  Barlettare. 

**  Among  the  abuses  introduced  in  this  cen- 
tury,'* says  Tiraboschi,  "was  that  of  exciting 
from  the  pulpit  the  laughter  of  the  hcArers ;  as 
if  that  were  the  same  thini^  as  converting  them. 
We  have  examples  of  this,  not  only  in  Italy, 
but  also  in  France,  where  the  sermons  of  Menot 
and  Maillard,  and  of  others,  who  would  make  a 
better  appearance  on  the  stage  than  in  the  pul- 
pit, are  still  celebrated  for  such  f olliee." 
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If  the  rrader  ia  rurinnn  to  ttMt  how  far  the 
frM>doRi  »f  BpMK*h  wan  fjirrii-d  in  thMe  ncrpuUr 
■■•nutmi,  he  ie  it*ft*mH|  tn  N'h«*ibli«*B  lifoater^ 
Tul.  I.,  whrre  h«*  will  find  rxtrartji  from  Ahra- 
hjun  m  SAncta  l'Ur»,  SelKwtiaii  Frauk.  and  oth- 
m ;  awl  in  particular  an  anonyinoun  duieourM* 
rallwl  Itrr  (irauel  drr  Vtrwuttung,  'l*he  Abonii- 
iMtiim  uf  IteMtlation.  iireachffi  at  OftakrinK.  a 
vill:i^  «flwt  iif  Vienna,  Nuremlwr  'JZt,  17k2,  in 
mhii-n  thi'  lii'rniio  uf  lantniaKv  uk  i-arriMl  toil* 
utiniMt  limit. 

Sm*  alnii  Vrfdiratarinna ^ou  H^f/lntiotuttrnpi- 
liert%  ft  athUMntrt  tur  Irt  Vr4dictiUuT»  ;  jmr  H. 
V,  PhilomntsU.  (Mfniii.)  'IIiih  wi irk  i*«»iit Ainu 
rztrai'tM  fnim  lhi*  |Mi|iiilar  iw*nui>iM  of  St.  Vin- 
rf>nt  Kfrrii'r,  H:irl<*tta,  Meimt.  Mai  Hani.  Ma- 
rini.  liauliu,  Valladifr.  iK*  li<^<Mi'.  riiiiiua,  IVrn 
Andn^.  Hi*iiin»r.  and  the  iuu!«t  «*liM|Ufnt  uf  all. 
Jai'nueii  Hrydiiin**. 

My  authiirity  fur  the  N|iiritii.il  inti>r|>rHtatiiin 
of  lirll-riiiinni:.  «liii*h  fulluwit,  i*  DiirumiuM,  lin- 
tivn,  />ii'tn.  ^{/A''.,  l.ili.  I.,  vAp.  4. 

l*a4:H4.'{1.    I'liK  Nativity  :  a  Mirarh-IMar. 

A  HiiifTular  rh:iiili*r  in  the  liiMinry  of  tliv  Mid- 
dle Ak't"*  ii«  thai  whii'h  iciven  att'imnt  of  tlit; 
early  ('hri«li.tn  Ihrania,  the  MyHtfries,  Morali- 
tieM.  anil  MinM'lif-riayH,  whieh  HiTe  at  fint 
|ierfiiniie«l  in  (*hun*hi-fi.  and  afterwanU  in  thi* 
Mn*«-lN,  fin  tixwl  iir  nKiiahlH  Htai:«-M.  Ftir  th** 
iiiiMt  |i:irt,  the  My4tfri«*M  wi're  fmiiHind  on  th>* 
hiiittirii'  iNiiiiiitw  uf  tht*  nlil  Hml  Nhw  Te«ta- 
nienij«.  anil  tin*  Minu-li»*lMayn  tm  the  livm  uf 
SaintH  :  a  iliitinrtinn  ncit  alw»>^  ii)M«'rve<l.  ho«- 
rver,  for  in  Mr.  \Vrikrht''t  f.*«ir/_v  M\i*t*ri*t  a  mi 
vthrr  1^1  tin  /*•••«.«  »■'  //,*  7*ii>i'ffA  ami  Thirtftn'K 
f  Vnfuri«4,  till-  Ki-<*iirri-i  \\**\\  uf  L»/.irii<«  i<i  ealli"! 
a  Mirat'h',  ami  nut  »  M\Hti-ry.  'Hie  MurUitii-^ 
i«»T*<  (ilavH  ill  nkhii'h  thi-\'irtiir!i  ami  \'ii-eii  mi-r*' 
|H«n-iiiitt«'il. 

'Ihf  ••  irlii-ot  ri'liu'iiHm  pl-iv  iii!ii<li  h.lH  lieeii 
iir*«<wr\i*il  iH  tIim  ("Aruf'i*  /'iis»'.  »i  uf  (irei*iir> 
Najian/*-n.  «riitt<ii  in  (in't-k,  iti  fh**  fixirtli  r>'ii- 
tiiry.  N>-\T  111  ihii  i*4ini*'  thf  n  iii:trk.iMi<  I.'itin 
|il.ty«  iif  KiPiikitli.i.  tin-  Nun  iif  tt:iiiilfp«iifiiii.  in 
till'  ti  n(h  i-t-nMirv,  wl.tih.  lh«Hi^li  cnul**  anil 
wanliii.:  ill  nrti^Mi-  1  itii«i nit  linn,  art*  niarkisl  h\ 
a  iT-MNl  ill- il  lit  ilr.iiii.irjf  iMiwi-r  and  intenxtt. 
A  )i  iiiilviiiH>  filiriiiii  iif  tlii'w  |i|ay«.  mith  a 
Kfi  :ii  li  ir-iiMl.iriiiii.  Ii  It  lii-fn  iati-lv  imliliNhi-d, 
••nrir|i«|  /V|..";f»*  1/^  /i' •/••■■  rAi.  U».u;irH%*  nil* 
f -iwi*    '/•!    A'   >'f»i'»,       /'ir    ( "Aiir.r »   Afiii/'iin. 

1  hf  iii-mT  iniixirt.int  1  ••11i*<-riiin4  uf  KiikII^Ii 
M%Ht.-ri''i  II  ■!  ^lll.llI'  l*Ii%t  .Iff  rl.ii'.i'  kiiDMn 
.1-    'l.i*    {■■uiili\.  thi-t  iM-oT'-r.   iini  r}i>- ( 'ii\i>iitr*- 

I':it4.         I  !:•■     Ir^'     iif     t!ii  «••    i->i]l<  I  IliiliH  li.lM   Im-i  n 

I-.mMio)h-i1  I  \  !?  ■■  *»'ir»i  ■  ■.  *».N  I.  •  \ ,  ;iikil  'Iif  ii'ln  r 
I  H.I  \  \  1],.  *<li  ,k.  '•:-  iri   **-■■  ii  :\ .      In  )ii<i  liiir^i 

fl  'ii  T  ]i-n    •■  •    'It    I   ..-. .  I,*  T  %     ^I  \  >•••••••••.  1  ill"  •■«ll?nf, 

>ir.      III!!  ■*•''.    i|       '•■■%     *}.•'    fi-ll  i»iii..'    |i.i%vi;:>- 
Ir   II.  I  »i.-  !  il--  ■•    I  ••,-.•' .    '   II'. if!!  •.  k  »/  ir*  ■ 

ll'!-:!'  :\i  H>i|.]r« --i-ii  ..f  f  In*  nmii  iift-rii'^. 
!l,..ii'\  «ii\'r%1i:i  -.«  t  ■•  ()i>' p.i;'-.iiif«.  th  ii 
WT"  |>.  1^  ■  •!  rl  .  ••  .11.  i;  ■  ji  •  ".rpii*  «  lin>»!i  il:i\  . 
mIiii  )t  ■-  .  1^1  -li!!!,-  ■  .  r-  ,T«  .it  I  ■iitliiilii-i-  nf  !••■«• 
I  !•  tti.tl.f  r  tr-iti  t  1:  i!.  1  h  ■■  ir.  u  in  iif  fill  ^11141! 
i«  nrtil    lii*-r«-ti>,    «).:.||    |>.^;i-aiii«    b.  iiii;   atttnl 


vith  mifbty  lUto  aad  wm^mtmmm  W  iks  i 

of   this   howe  had  thwiew  far  lk  ■» 

■cenei,  Tery  Um  mad  hii^ 

•ad  drawn  to  all  the  eBUBai 

fur  the  better  adTaatf  < 

ciintain*d   the   etory  of 

(*uinpuard  into  oU 

eth  Vjr  an  ancient  SIS. 

ri«  ChriMii,  or  LuduM  Vomi 

tuld  by  eiinie  old  people,  v^^  ■■ 

years  wen  eyewitSMBea  of 

ai-te<l,  that  the  yenrly  enafli 

that  shew  waa  eitraonlianry 

no  RinaU  adrantace  to  tkia  ntT.*" 

The  rpprMentatinn  of  f«lac*ai^ffaMl 
yet  been  whiUly  dieeoMwMd   hwS \ 
(hurvh.    At  Ober-Ai 
Krand  Rpectacle  of  this  kind^in 
ten  yearn.     A  very^  gnrnkae 
which  t4iuk  iJace  in  the  ^ 
Mi«  Anna  Mary  llowitt«  tm 
MuHich,  Tol.  I.,  chap.  4. 

Mr.  Bayard  Taykir.  in 
dern'riptiim  of  a  Si  1 
San  Lumel.  in  Me&ico. 

In   Ki'J  there  waa 
kind  by  tfenuana  in  Iloatoa 
liffiire  me  the  c^ipy  of  n 
the  perfiimianoe,  tin  Jnae  li 
nati.  I  if  the  twr^nt  Hihitr^Uii 
Life  o/Jffus  Christy  wttil 
name^  uf  the  perfu 

Paice  4:U.     iiert  tke 

[A  Maire  of  three 
ed,  the  tupUMHt 
in  Oenuany  this  wurd 
Kallery  <if  a  theativ,  amfitr^,  " 
un  the  middle  ntave  waa  tae  Bnrtk 
the  "Jaw.1  nf  lleU.*'  ■ematiwi 
by  the  o|ieniiit;  and  ahntti^^  ef  ikn  mit^a 
eiHimiiiiM  draffiin.  fnietbe  tamAagwatfteJ 
of  11.11  T  Th  iTaffi  niiihiniij  ^  Vrnm  [f 
—  S.  .\.  I  lent.  I 

Tac-  -t.i'i.     The  Srrtpltnmm. 

A  niiMt   intereMtinc  v<Ji 
<in   the  ralliin^phera  and  t' 
tnui<w*rth*-r«  and  illnminai 
the    Midi  111*    Akrea. 
iiHMt  |iLiii  inonk«.  who 
|i|eaMun*  ai;d  *iinirtim«a  fii 
|i|vinir  r«>|iii-4  of  the  rLaa^cn 

*MK  all  U-hlT  labiw  wkick  m« 
u«."  Mi^  ('i4w«ii«l(eva,  the  aU  C 
"  ihai  of  fo|iyin«r  biatka  kaa  alw 
to  my    t.iikt«>    than  any 
a*  in  t)ii«  •>«frt-i««<   the  mi 
llif  reailini;  nf  the   llidv  Sitifi 
ktinl  I  if  )i.<niily  to  the  Hthefw^  w! 


ui.ir  r«-:ii-h.     It  in 
riinvf-riiin:  ihr  tinerri  into 
li«liiiU'  f.i  nirn  in  •ilenrv  the 
in  tuif.  It  i«  htfhttnc 
atMl  ink.       At  many 
writi^.   —f  nianr   w« 
in  a  wiinl.  a  rrclnae.  aenlei4  is 
UMik*.  Lrarrla  into  difft 
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i^  from  the  spot,  and  the  labor  of  his 

IS  felt  even  wnere  he  is  not.'* 

\t\j  every  monastery  was  provided  with  its 

onum.    Nicolas  de  Clairvanx,  St.  Ber- 

I  secretarv,  in  one  of  his  letters  describes 

U,  which  he  sails  Scriptoriolum,  where  he 

I   books.     And   Mabillon,  in  nis  Etudes 

Uiques^  says  that  in  his  time  were  still 

seen  at  Citeaux  **many  of  those  little 

where    the  transcribers  and   bookbind- 

orked." 

eatress  PaUographie  UniverselU  contains 
.  number  of  fac-similes  of  the  most  beauti- 
uminated  mannscripts  of  all  acres  and  all 
ries  j  and  Montfaucon,  in  his  Paiaographia 
I,  eives  the  names  of  over  three  honored 
raoners.  He  also  eives  an  account  of  the 
tney  copied^  and  the  colophons  with 
.  as  witli  a  satisfactory  flourish  of  the  pen, 
uosed  their  lonf^^-contmued  labors.  Manv 
se  are  yery  curious  ;  expressing  joy,  humil- 
emorse :  entreatin|{:  the  reaoer 's  prayers 
lardon  lor  the  writer's  sins;  and  some- 
pronouncing  a  malediction  on  any  one 
hould  steal  the  book.  A  few  of  these  I 
m—  ^ 

a  pilf^ms  rejoice,  beholdincr  their  native 
so  aru  transcribers  made  glad,  beholding 
id  of  a  book." 

greet  is  it  to  write  the  end  of  any  book.** 
e  who  read,  pray  for  me,  who  have  written 
ook,  tlie  humble  and  sinful  Theo<lulns." 
s  manv  thureforo  as  shall  read  this  book, 
n  me,  I  beseech  you,  if  aught  1  have  erre(l 
^iit  acute  an<l  grave,  in  apostrophe,  in 
[ling  soft  or  aspirate ;  and  may  God  save 
U!    Amen." 

anvthing  is  well,  praise  the  transcriber; 
pardon  his  unskilfubiess." 
e  who  read,  pray  for  me,  the  most  sinful 
men,  for  the  Ijord's  sake.*' 
he  liand  that  has  written  this  book  shall 
,  alas !  aiul  become  dust,  and  go  down  to 
■ave,  the  corrupter  of  all  I^Mlies.  But  all 
10  are  of  the  iK)rtioii  of  Christ,  pray  that  I 
)btain  the  pardon  of  my  sins.  Again  and 
1  beseech  you  with  tears,  brothers  and 
P8,  ficccpt  my  miserable  supplication,  O 
'hoir !  1  am  oalle<l  John,  woe  is  me  I  I  am 
,  Iliereus,  or  SacerdoH,  in  name  only,  not 
ption. 

rhoever  shall  carrv  away  tliis  book,  with- 
emiiMsion  of  the  P<ipe,  may  ho  incur  the 
lictiou  of  the  Holy  Trinity,  of  the  Holy 
»r  <»f  (}(k1,  of  Saint  John  the  Baptist,  of 
le  hunrlit-rl  ami  ri^'hteon  ht»ly  Nicene  Fa- 
and  of  all  the  Saints  ;  the  fiite  of  Sxlom 
loniorrah  ;  and  the  halter  of  Judas  I  Aim- 
i,  allien.'' 

I»'ep  8;if«',  ()  Trinity,  Father,  Son  and  Holy 
,  my  thrtMi  lingers,  with  which  I  have 
•n  this  l)'»ok.'' 

[athnsalas  Machir  tranwribed  this  divint^st 
in  toil,  iiiHniiit y.  and  <hun;iTH  many.'* 
a<'chiuM  l^arhanloriiis  and  Michael  Sophi- 
wr<»te  this  hook  in  s|M)rt  and  laughter,  Im^- 
k;  gucbtri  of  their  noble  and  common  friend 


Vinoeniiiis  Pinellas,  and  Petms  Nunniiu,  ft 
most  learned  man." 

This  last  colophon  Montfanoon  does  not  suffer 
to  pass  without  reproof.  **  Other  oalligraph- 
ers,^'  he  remarks,  demand  only  the  prayers  of 
their  readers,  ana  the  pardon  of  their  sins ;  but 
these  glory  in  their  wantonness." 

Page  443.    Drink  down  to  jfour  peg  I 

One  of  the  canons  of  Archbishop  Anselm,  pro- 
mulgated at  the  beginning  ot  the  twelfth 
century,  ordains  **  that  priests  go  not  to  drink- 
ing-bonts,  nor  drink  to  pess."  In  the  times  of 
the  hard-drinking  Danes,  King  Edgar  ordained 
that  pins  or  nails  should  be  fastened  into  the 
drinking-cnns  or  horns  at  stated  distances,  and 
whosoever  snould  drink  beyond  those  marks  at 
one  draught  should  be  obnozioas  to  a  severe 
punishment. 

iSharpe,  in  his  History  qf  the  Kings  qf  Eng- 
land^ sajTS :  **  Our  anceston  were  formerly  fa- 
mous for  compotation;  their  liquor  was  ale, 
and  one  method  of  amusing  themselves  in  this 
way  was  with  the  peg-tankard.  I  had  lately 
one  of  them  in  my  hand.  It  had  on  the  inside 
a  row  of  eight  pins,  one  above  another,  from  top 
to  bottom.  It  held  two  quarts,  and  was  a 
noble  piece  of  plate,  so  that  there  was  a  gill  of 
ale,  half  a  pint  Wincester  measure,  between 
each  peg.  The  law  was,  that  every  person  that 
drank  was  to  empty  the  space  between  pin  and 
pin.  so  that  the  pins  were  so  many  measures  to 
make  the  company  all  drink  alike,  and  to  swal- 
low the  same  Quantity  of  liquor.  This  was  ft 
prettv  sure  method  of  making  all  the  company 
orunk,  especially  if  it  be  considered  that  the 
rule  was,  that  whoever  drank  short  of  his  pin. 
or  beyond  it,  was  obliged  to  drink  again,  ana 
even  as  deep  as  to  the  next  pin." 

I'age  444.  The  convent  qf  St,  Gildas  de 
Rhuifs. 

Abclard,  in  a  letter  to  his  friend  Phillntns. 

Elves  a  sad  picture  of  this  monastery.  **  I 
ve,"  he  says,  **  in  a  barbarous  countrr,  the 
language  of  wliich  I  do  not  understand ;  I  hftve 
no  conversation  but  with  the  rudest  people* 
mv  walks  are  on  the  inacessible  shore  of  a  sea, 
which  IB  perpetnaHy  stormy,  my  monks  are 
onlv  known  by  their  dissolateness,  and  livinif 
witnout  any  rule  or  order,  could  you  see  the 
abby,  Philintus,  yon  would  not  call  it  one.  Uia 
doors  and  walls  are  without  any  ornament,  ex- 
cept the  heails  of  wild  boars  and  hinds  feet, 
which  arv  nailed  un  gainst  them,  and  the  hides 
of  frightful  aninuus.  the  cells  are  hung  wiUi 
the  skins  of  deer,  the  monks  have  not  so  mnch 
as  a  bell  to  wake  them,  the  cocks  and  dogs 
supply  that  defect.^  in  short,  thev  pass  their 
whole  days  in  hunting;  would  to  heaven  that 
were  their  great4*st  fault  !  or  tliat  thejr  pleasure 
terminated  there !  I  endeavor  in  vain  to  recall 
them  to  their  duty ;  they  all  combine  against 
me,  and  I  only  expose  myself  to  continual  vex- 
ations and  dangers.  I  imagine  I  see  every  mo- 
ment a  nake<l  sword  hang  over  my  IimmI. 
sometimes  they  surround  me,  and  load  me  with 
infinite  abusrs ;  sometimes  they  abandon  me, 
and  I  am  left  ftkme  to  my  own  tormenting 
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thoughts.  ^  I  make  it  my  endeavor  to  merit  hr 
my  sufTeringB,  and  to  appease  an  ansry  Qoa. 
sometimes  igrieve  for  the  losp  of  the  nouse  of 
the  Paraclete,  and  wish  to  see  it  aniin.  ah 
Philintus,  does  not  the  loye  of  Heloise  still 
bum  in  my  heart  ?  I  have  not  yet  triumphed 
over  that  unhappy  passion,  in  the  midst  of  my 
retirement  I  sigjn,  I  weep,  I  pine,  I  speak  the 
dear  name  Heloise,  and  am  pleased  to  near  the 
sound."  ~  Letters  of  the  Celebrated  Abelard 
and  Heloise,  Translated  by  Mr,  John  Hughes, 
Glasgow,  1751. 

Page  452.  Were  it  not  for  my  magic  garters 
and  9i(\ff, 

The  method  of  makiiur  the  Mi^o  Garters  and 
the  Muric  Staff  is  thus  laid  down  in  hts  Secrets 
MerveiUeux  du  Petit  Albert,  a  French  transla- 
tion of  Alberti  ParviLucii  Libellus  deMirabili- 
bus  Natttrce  Arcanis :  — 

**  Gather  some  of  the  herb  called  motherwort, 
when  the  sun  is  entering  the  first  degree  of  the 
sign  of  Capricorn;  let  it  dry  a  little  in  the 
sluuie,  and  make  some  garters  of  the  skin  of  a 
young  hare  \  that  is  to  say,  having  cut  the  skin 
of  the  hare  mto  strips  two  inches  wide,  double 
them,  sew  the  before-mentioned  herb  between, 
and  wear  them  on  your  legs.  No  horse  can 
long  kee]^  up  with  a  man  on  foot,  who  is  fur- 
nished with  these  garters."  —  Page  llM. 

**  Gather,  on  the  morrow  of  All -Saints,  a 
strong  branch  of  willow,  of  which  you  will 
make  a  staff,  f aahioned  to  your  likinjgf.  ^  £bllow 
it  out,  bv  removing  the  pith  from  within,  after 
having  furnished  the  lower  end  with  an  iron 
ferule.  Put  into  the  bottom  of  the  staff  the  two 
eyes  of  a  young  wolf,  the  tongue  and  heart  of  a 
dog,  three  green  lizards,  and  the  hearts  of  three 
swallows.  These  must  all  be  dried  in  the  sun, 
between  two  papers,  having  been  first  sprinkled 
with  pulverized  saltpetre.  Besides  all  these, 
put  into  the  staff  seven  leaves  of  verv'ain,  feath- 
ered on  the  eve  of  St.  John  the  Baptist,  with  a 
stone  of  divers  colors,  which  you  will  find  in 
the  nest  of  the  lapwing,  and  stop  the  end  of  the 
staff  with  a  pomel  of  box,  or  or  any  other  ma- 
terial you  please,  and  be  assured  that  this  staff 
will  guarantee  you  from  the  perils  and  mishaps 
which  too  often  befall  travellers,  either  from 
robbers,  wild  beasts,  mad  dogs,  or  venomous 
animals.  It  will  also  procure  you  the  good- will 
of  those  with  whom  you  lodge."    Page  130. 

Page  45'!.     Saint  Elmo''s  stars. 

So  the  Italian  sailors  called  the  phosphores- 
cent gleams  tliat  sometimes  play  about  the 
masts  and  rigging  of  ships. 

Page  4r>5.     The  School  of  Salerno, 

For  a  liistory  of  the  celebrated  schools  of  Sa- 
lerno and  Monte-Cassino,  the  reader  is  referred 
to  Sir  Alexander  Croke's  Introduction  to  the 
Regimtn  Sanitatis  Salernitanum ;  and  to.Kurt 
SprengePs  (ieschichte  der  Arzneikunde,  i,46ii^  or 
Jourdan^s  French  translation  of  it,  Histoire  de 
la  M^decine,  ii.  l^A. 

Page  fi<>4.    Ue  must  spell  Baker, 

A  local  expression  for  doing  anjrthing  diffi- 
tult.  In  the  old  spelling-books,  Baker  was  the 
first  word  of  two  syllables,  and  when  a  child 


came  to  H  he  thoos^  ha  bad  •  load  tMk  Wh 
him. 

Page  526. 

To  King  ^nfudbtf, 
I%€  Qod^  JEpipkanes  :  a  Mtmmid 
From  tke  Sidomana^  wko  iim  mi  Sidm, 

[The  reader  will  notioe  in  TUDimmf^^ 
the  ease  with  wiiieh  MLr.  LoBgCdlov  iijjiHii 
the  Soriptnral  phr— eolcmi  to  tlia  daaaifti 
blank  verse.  So  haro,  ha  naa  boea  abb  to  ■ 
without  change  the  words  fooad  ia  JoHpka 
ArOiguities  qf  tke  Jewt^  Book  IfTT.  Ghntar  T 
in  Whiston's  traadatioii.  The  test  cTttilli 
mortal  is  slightly  ooadanaad,  baft  odMnrinkd 
most  a  tranaoript  tram.  Wbistaa.] 

^ge526.    TsKDDKQBOirBZHTBBGBiaB. 

[This  powerful  wwaa  ia  a  diaauftiHliMrfU 
MaocaboBB.  ohapter  7,  with  tba  aflaeCivickHa 
by  which  the  mother  ia  ■howa  a|MUt  htm  m 
sons,  and  the  torture  ia  made  iafanatidj 

Page  588. 

And  I  at  Fondi  have  whm  JPVa 

Thefamout  artitt,  idAo  aot  anmfrom 

To  paint  my  portrait. 

[In  1533  Gar&nal  IppoUto  da  MedidHitfl^ 
bastian  with  an  armed  foaee  to  paial  At  ar 
trait  of  Julia  Gonxaga.  It  wtm  aaeaa^BMlii 
a  month  and  sent  to  fVaneiB  L  of  Aaata 

''The  teal  portrait  of  GinliaGoaa^kM> 
posed  to  exist  in  two  diffeteat  eoIleeCiiB>  ■ 
the  National  Gallery,  wa  bare  the  likHndi 


ladv  in  the  character  of  &L,  Agatha 

ized  by  a  nimbna  aad  piaeen.    Ni 

and  posture  aad  diniiflad  miaa  iadfaali 
The  treatment  is  mm  aad  bold,  bat  1 
are  not  blended  with  the  oarowUekl 
would  snr^  hare  beatowed  ia  HKb  aea 
the  Staedel  Museum  at  AaaUbrt,  tla 
represented  is  of  a  aoble  aad  altcaata 
seated,  in  rich  attiie,  andboldiaaafiB: 
feathers.    A  pretty  laadsM^eS 
an  opening,  and  a  rieh  greea  * 

hindthefigure.  Thehandliafft ^ 

us  of  Bronzino.  ItSe  well  kBowadiattheBt> 
neas  of  Ginlia  wse  sent  to  fVaiwis  ths  lU  ii 
Paris,  and  was  resistezad  ia  LMua6*m  estalfiL 
The  oanvas  of  the  Natioasl  Gailnr  am  fv 
chased  from  the  Bonyfaese  p^lurt,  tas  paa  ift 
Frankfort  frcnn  the  EeixloanBa  of  the  fate  Df 
of  Holland.  A  third  feawle  povti^  IfOi 
Piombo  deseires  to  be  veeorded  ia  eoiaMfliM 
with  this  inquiry^— that  of  Load  BaiMTil 
Longford  Castle,  m  whioli  a  ladj  with  a  na* 
son  mantle  and  nearl  bead-diamstasdafaja' 
file,  resting  her  haads  on  tba  baak  ef  mmit 
On  a  shawl  which  faUs  finooi  tba  ehsiri 
''Sunt  laquei  venerit  cooc.*  ^w  riuys  ii 
as  that  of  Vittoria  Coloaaa  ia  tba  8si 
lace  at  Niqiles,  but  the  oolor  fa  too  la— iii 


ht  and  too  red  in  shadov  to  yIdU  a  afaidil 
effect,  and  were  it  ptoired  that  i3bSm  &  mH 
Giulia  Gonzaga  the  pietaia  araald 
Vasari's  enloj^.**  —  Gfeowa  aad 
History  qf  Painting  la  North  MlaksA 

Page  540 

Why  did  the  Pope  amd  hU 
Come  here  to  lag  tkia 
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)  Last  Judgment  was  b^on  in  1534  when 
II.,  Aleasandro  Famese,  was  Pope.] 
>W0. 

The  bones  of  Julius 
Shook  in  their  sepulchre, 
ins  II.,  who  became  Pope  in  1503.    The 
who  appears  in  this  poem  is  Julius  III.] 
)  541.    Sah  Silvestro. 
liniature  painter,  Franoesoo  d*  Ollanda. 
it  to  Italy  between  1530  and  1540  by  the 
f  Portugal,  and  wrote  an  account  of  his 
!nce.    In  this  account  he  describes  two 
rs  which  he  spent  with  Michael  Angelo 
ittoria  Colonna  at  San  Silvestro.    llis 
ve,  which  is  given  by  Grinun  in  his  Lift 
hael  Angela,  II.  293-305,  furnished  Mr. 
illow  the  material  from  which  to  oon- 
this  scene.] 
,  552. 

e  Marquis  of  Pescara  is  my  husband^ 
id  death  has  not  divorced  us, 
toria  Colonna  was  bom  in  1490,  betrothed 
(farquis  de  Pescara  in  1495,  and  married  to 
I  15<)9.  Pescara  was  killed  in  fightini; 
;  the  French  under  the  walls  of  Rarenna 
.  It  is  not  known  when  or  where  Vit- 
Colonna  first  met  Michael  Angelo,  but 
horities  agree  that  it  must  hare  been 
he  year  1536,  when  he  was  orer  sixty 
f  age.  She  did  not  esci^>e  the  espion^e 
Lnquirition,  but  was  compelled  in  1541  to 
;he  convent  at  Viterbo.  Three  years 
he  went  to  the  convent  of  Benedictines 
^ne  in  Rome,  and  just  before  her  death, 
,  she  was  taken  to  the  house  of  Giuliano 
li,  the  husband  of  Giulia  Colonna,  her 
lative  in  Rome.  It  was  after  she  fled  to 
vent  that  she  began  to  write  sonnets  to 
eive  them  from  Michael  Angelo,  whose 
*  her  was  not  capable  of  being  concealed, 
pd,  in  his  Life  qjf  Michael  Angelo  Buona- 
dudes  a  life  also  of  Vittoria  Colonna.] 
5W). 

s  the  Constable  of  France,  the  Bourbon 
I  had  slain, 

the  seventh  chapter  of  Memoirs  of  Ben- 
'Jtllini  for  his  narrative  of  this  incident.] 


They  complain 
nsiifficient  light  in  the  Three  Chapels. 
tim,  II.  415.   relates  this  bout  oetween 
I  Angelo  and  the  cardinals.] 
57K.     And  ah  !  that  casting, 
m  gives  an  animated  account  of  this  in- 
n  tne  forty-first  chapter  of  his  Memoirs.] 

587.      COI'LAH  DE  MANKIQUB. 

poem  of  Manrique  is  a  great  favorite  in 
No  less  than  four  poetic  Glosses,  or  run- 

nment;ines,  upon  it  have  been  published, 

^f  which,  however,  possesses  great  poetic 
That  of  the  Carthusian  munk,  Rodrigo 

lepeflas,  is  the  best.     It  is  known  as  the 

el  Cartujo.     There  is  also  a  prose  Com- 

Y  by  Luis  de  Aranda. 

following    stanzas  of    the    poem  were 

a  the  author's  pocket,  after  lus  death  on 

1  of  buttle. 


O  World  1  so  few  the  years  we  livt. 

Would  that  the  life  whioh  thou  doit  she 

Were  life  faideed  1 

Alas  I  thy  sorrows  fall  so  fast. 

Our  hmiest  hour  is  wlien  at  last 

The  aoul  is  freed. 

Oar  days  ars  corered  o*er  with  crief* 
And  sorrows  neither  few  nor  toMl 
Yell  all  in  gloom ; 
Left  desol^  of  real  good, 
Within  this  cheerleM  soUtuda 
No  pleasures  bloom. 

Thy  pOgrimage  begins  in  tears, 
And  ends  in  bitter  doubts  and  fears, 
Or  dark  despair ; 
Midway  so  numy  toils  appear. 
That  lie  who  lingers  longest  here 
Knows  most  of  care. 

Thy  goods  are  bought  with  many  a  groan, 

By  the  hot  sweat  of  toil  alone, 

And  weary  hearts; 

Fleet-footed  is  the  i^tproaoh  of  woe, 

But  with  a  lingering  step  and  slow 

Its  form  depaits. 

Page  GOO.    The  Childrek  of  the  IiORD*t 

SUPPBB. 

There  is  one  poem  in  this  volume  to  whioh  ft 
few  introductory  remarks  may  be  nsefol.^  It  it 
7^  Children  qf  the  Lord^s  Supper,  from  the 
Swedish  of  Bishop  Tegn^r,  a  po«m  wnich  enjoys 
no  inoonsiderable  reputation  in  the  North  of 
Europe,  and  for  its  beauty  and  simplicity  mer- 
its the  attention  of  English  readers.  It  is  an 
Idyl,  descriptive  of  scenes  in  a  Swedish  viUase, 
and  belongs  to  the  same  class  of  poems  as  toe 
Luiu  of  Yoss  and  the  Hermann  und  Dorothea 
of  Goethe.  But  the  Swedidi  met  has  been 
guided  by  a  surer  taste  than  his  German  prede- 
cessors. His  tone  is  pure  and  elevated,  auid  he 
rarely,  if  ever,  mistakes  what  is  trivial  tor  what 
is  simple.     [From  this  point,  Mr.  Loi^ellow 

Srooeeded  with  a  description  of^  rural  life  in 
weden  which  may  be  found  in  his  pM>er  Fritk' 
i^s  Saga  in  voL  L  of  his  prose  works,  River- 
side Edition.] 
Page  601 .     The  Feast  qf  the  Leafy  Pavilions. 
In  Swedish,  LSfhyddoMgtiden^  the  Leafhats'- 
high-tide. 
Page  eoi.    Hdrberg. 

The    peasant-painter    of    Sweden.      He  ifl 
known  oniefly  by  his  altar-pieoes  in  the  villafe 
churches. 
Psffe  601.     Wallln. 

A  distingiushed  pulpit-orator  and  poet.    He 
icnlarly  remarkable  for  the  beauty  and 


sublimit  of  nis  psalms. 

Page  607.  NUs  Juel  gave  heed  to  the  iempest^B 
roar. 

Nils  Juel  was  a  celebrated  Danish  Admiral, 
and  Peder  Weasel  a  Vice  Admiral,  who  for 
his  great  prowess  received  the  popular  title  of 
Toraenskiold,  or  Thunderahield.  In  childhood 
he  was  a  tailor*s  apprentioe,  and  rose  to  his  high 

>  It  will  be  observed  that  the  note  hers  givsn  origl' 
nally  stood  ss  Introdoctioa  to  the  poem  wiien  It 
first  pablishML 
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rank  hefun*  thi*  affe  of  twenty-«iftht,  wh«n  he 
wan  killtnl  ill  M  (lael. 

l>aK«.  *vj:i.     The  hlind  girl  of  Ctttrl-Cuill^. 

Jjuiiiiiii.  till*  aiitliiir  uf  this  btMiutiful  poem,  ii 
!•!  the  .Ninth  4if  Knuie«*  what  liama  in  to  tha 
^Hluth  4if  Siittliuifl.  the  mirviM*ntatiTe  of  the 
heart  uf  tht*  |iMipli\  -  oim*  of  thnm*  hapny  barda 
who  an*  iMim  with  their  nioutha  full  ot  birds  ila 
i^tucu  plmn  d*  lUMze/tiuf,  He  haa  written  liiaown 
hitiffraphy  in  a  |Miftir  fnrni.  and  the  aimple  nar- 
mtivi*  I  if  lii4  |M»\frfy.  liiii  Ntntiocl**!!;  and  hie  tri- 
niiiplM  14  vt'ry  tourliiiii;.  He  ntili  liv«««at  Aicen, 
on  the  (iHriiiiiie  ;  and  l«in&r  inay  he  live  them  to 
delijfht  hiiiuktive  Imid  with  native  MtnfCM! 

[When  tir«t  print  in;;  tliin  note,  Mr.  Luiurfel- 
low  addi-d  II  Unm  fh*fH>riptiiin  of  Jaiiniin  ana  hie 
way  of  life  fnini  I^iiiiiia  Stuart  Coatello'a  litarn 
ami  the  i*i/rtnetM.  In  niorv  recent  darn  Mim*  H. 
W.  iVentim  him  writt**n  Nvniiietlietii'HllT  on  the 
Muue  Nuktjit't.  Set*  The  Atlantic  Mutuhfy,  Janu- 
ary-, Kehnuiry,  l>»T»i.J 

1  *ikisv  •  r_'>.     .1  ChrtttmaM  Carol. 

[A  <leM>riptinn  «if  ('hriMtniuH  in  Barinindr 
fmtii  M.  hVrtiault'A  f ''jii^«  d'tKil  tur  leg  SoeU 
en  Houry*Mjnr^  tii  the  TarM  e<litiun  nf  Lea  Soel$ 
lUrttrtjuujnttna  tie  liernard  tie  Itt  \tennoj/e  ittui 
liari''za{\  IMl*.  «ii.<4  f|iiiitf4l  l>v  Mr.  LungfeUow 
when  tint  priming;  thu  |iueiii.J 

IV.      A    «  IIK<»NnI.O<iUAL   LIST   OF    MK. 

1  «».\i.ii.i.i.ow>  rui':.M.s 

In  tlie  ffilliiwiii);  lint  the  ncteni^  are  set  down 
niider  d:iti>  I  if  f  hf  yran  in  wliit'li  the^  were  r«inr 
|M«fd.  Wlii-ii  till-  ilitfe  nf  f«ini|MMitii>n  in  unde- 
tiTMiined.  till'  |HNiii.  iimrktsl  hy  an  aiiteruk,  is 
iil.ut'i(  iu,iun«t  till*  yi'.-ir  of  its  puhlicatjon. 
TraiuiUti«in»  luv  di«tink:uijilii*«l  hy  italica. 


\K2: 


i» 


IHJO. 


IH-I. 


The  Rittle  of  I^iTiU'a  I'und. 
Til  Iiinlhe. 
nii:iiik*Hnvilli;. 
Anriiiiiiuil  Nitrhtfall. 

It. til. Ill  tVifi||«.ry. 

All  .\pril  I>:iy. 

Antiiiiiii. 

WimmU  ill  Wiiiti-r. 

'till*  I.iiiuifii*  tiirl. 

'Ill*'  \'i  iii'linn  <ii»ni]itli«r. 

Till'  AiifcrU-r'n  Niiiir. 

.^iiiiri<H-  on  the  llilU. 

Hyiiiii  of  tlie  Moravian  N una  of  Ilethle- 

lii'tii. 
I  «i\fr'<*  KiK'k. 

Ihri*!'  o\i-r  :i  Nnnif|i>iM  (irave. 
A  Niii,;  iif  '^.HH\  . 
Ill'-  liili.iii  Hiiiiii-r. 
( ^If    i\rirriii    fur    tlie    Coninifnioratinn 

r\*    KrM'liuiv.    M^ine,   uf    I/iiive oil's 

.!•  ■  k  -^  \  I. 

Hi.    •^.    I    I>i\iT. 

Mu-i'i.'« 

i  li.  "^j   •  ■  ..f  I'.it-rrT. 

|i::r   k.  •  i  t)i>-  Nliiiiii«iiik. 


1831. 


IKG. 


•li. 


Will  r»-.  fmiii  the  ry**  uf  d^y. 


•• 


>.i|i^  I  if  thr    liirtU. 


Song:  *'  Umtk^hmkr^ 
Somg:    "  Amd  wAiflv 

Migkr 

Thf  Ketrnn  of  Spri^, 

Hondei  :  **  Bemu  w^. 

^oriaff. 

TV  Child  Adtep, 

Friar  Lubim. 

•  Jjrt  me  go  rora. 

•  Tke  Diaemhodi^  8mnL 

•  ideal  Hea^. 

•  The  Lorer'M  CmmM^ 
Th^  Saiiritp  </  Ckrui.  ^ 
T%e  Auumftiom  ^f  tkf  I'vfift 
A  yiartniime  Soma. 
A  Seapoiilam  C 
ChriatmoB  CorW. 
A  Soldier' t  Samg. 
Tell  Mr,  tell  av,  Am 
Sirilian  CantomH, 
Capiat  de  Viiari'nui 
TV  r.'MKf  akepkSS. 
Tit-Mr^Tote, 
The  y  alive  Lamd, 
The  Image  t^  God. 
The  Brook. 

•  Vitla  de  Sam  JTOIm. 

•  San  Migoei,  The  C 
,                I}ealh  of  Arribitkop 

Art  ami  .Vafivv. 
The  Tm-o  iiarreMM. 
I   1K.1:).    ■  Anrtemt  Spamiak 

•  a>ar  i/oMT  ^tkg 

•  rraite  Iff  LiaU  Wi 

•  Mtlagroa  de  .VarH 

•  Song  uf  tie  KAim, 
Kimg  Ckrittiau, 

•  Song:  "She  tarn 
S>ng*/tKe  IMi. 
The  ramie  im  the  i 
SttngnftheSilem 
i*ii.%*tigea/roi 
Flowers, 

A  INialm  of  iJim. 
'llie  Kf'aper  mad  Um 
The  I  .iff  he  Iff  Niaim. 
"  Ni-iriected  rscuH  « 

The  firtire. 

The  SovTa  Compimim 

iie^^w^r*  Krpedmmm  to 

Ilie  Wrtvk  uTtke  H 

The  Vilh«e 

Tnlade. 

Ilvnin  to  the  Nldlt. 

KiMitatens  ol  Aaivlk 

The  iUlearwM  City. 
MiilniffhtMjMfevlW 
I/FjiToi  In  VuirMoC  d 

The  CeieMioi  i*d^. 

The  Terreatriml  i\ 

H*afrtre. 

TKe  UavpieM 

The  H'arv. 

The  liead. 

The  Hied  amd  dm 

Whitker, 

Be 


1V.U 

isaii. 


in:j7. 

1H»*. 
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•  The  Black  Knight, 
It  u  not  alwi^  May. 
The  Spanish  Stndent. 
The  skeleton  in  Armor. 
Sndrmion. 

The  Kainy  Day. 

God's  Acre. 

To  the  River  Charles. 

Blind  Bartimens. 

The  Goblet  of  Life. 

Maidenhood. 

Excelsior. 

The  Children  of  the  LorcTa  Supper. 

The  Luck  of  EdenhaU. 

The  Two  Locks  of  Hair. 

•  The  Elected  Knight. 
To  William  £.  Chamiinsr. 
The  Slave's  Dream. 

The  Good  Part,  that  shall  not  be  taken 

away. 
The  Slave  in  the  Dismal  Swamp. 
The  Slave  singing:  &t  Midnight. 
The  Witnesses. 
The  Quadroon  GirL 

•  The  Warning. 

The  Belfry  of  Bmges. 

Mezzo  Cammin. 

Translation  qfDante^  begun. 

The  Statue  over  the  Cathedral  Door. 

The  Legend  of  the  Cross-BiU. 

The  Sea  hath  iu  Pearls. 

A  Gleam  of  Sunshine. 

The  Arsenal  at  Springfield. 

Nuremberg. 

The  Norman  Baron. 

Rain  in  Summer. 

Sea  Weed. 

The  Day  is  Done. 

The  Hemlock  Tree. 

Annie  of  Tharaw. 

•  Childhood. 

•  EUgru :  **  Silent  in  the  veil  of  evening 

twilight" 
To  a  Quid. 

The  Occultation  of  Orion. 
The  Bridge. 
To  the  Driving  Cloud. 
Carillon. 

Afternoon  in  February. 
To  an  Old  Danish  Song-Book. 
Walter  von  der  Vogelweid. 
Drinking  Song. 
The  Old  Clock  on  the  Stain. 
The  Arrow  and  the  Song. 
The  Evening  Star. 
Autumn. 

•  Dante. 
Curfew. 

Birds  of  Paasa^. 

The  Haunted  Chamber. 

Evangeline,  Im^stuu. 

•  Pontic  Aphorisms. 

•  Silent  Love.  ^ 

•  liUsaed  are  the  Dead. 
Wanderer's  Sight  Songs. 

•  The  Nature  cf  Love.         ^  . ,     ., 

•  Song:  **  If  thou  art  deeping^  maidenJ'^ 


1846. 
1847. 

lo4o. 


LOvJ. 


1850. 

1851. 
1852. 


1853. 
1854. 


1855. 

1856. 
1857. 


•  Bandel. 
The  BnikLers. 
Pegasns  in  Pound, 
t. 


Tegn^'s  DcMML 

Evangeline,  mushed. 

''  O  faithful,  indefatinUe  tidei.** 

*'  Soft  throng^  the  silent  air." 

Hymn  for  mv  Brother's  Ordination. 

The  Secret  of  the  Sea. 

*  Sir  Humphrey  Gilbert. 

The  Fire  of  Driftr  Wood. 

The  Castle-Builder. 

Resignation. 

Sana  of  the  Desert. 

The  (>Mn  Window. 

£jne  WitlaTs  Drinkin^Honu 

Deucation  :  The  Seaside  and  the  Fne- 

side. 
The  Building  of  the  Ship. 
CJnrysaor* 
The  Challenge  of  Thor  (Tales  of  a  W^r> 

side  Inn). 
Tlie  Lighthouse. 
Gaspar  JBeoerra. 
Sonnet  on  Mrs.  Kemble's  Readings  firom 


Children. 

Tne  Singers. 

The  Brook  and  the  Ware. 

Suspiria. 

The  Blind  Girl  of  CastklrCum. 

A  Christmas  Carol. 

The  Golden  Legend,  begun. 

Michael  Angelo :  portion  of  IIL,  it. 

The  Ladder  of  St.  Angnstine. 

The  Phantom  Ship. 

In  the  Chnrehyard  at  Cambridge. 

The  Golden  Legend,  finished. 

The  Warden  of  the  Cinque  Ports. 

Haunted  Houses. 

The  Emperor's  Bird's-Nest. 

Daylight  and  Moonlight. 

The  Jewish  Cemetery  at  Newport. 

The  Two  Angels. 

The  Rope  Walk. 

The  Golden  Mil^^Stone. 

CaUwba  Wine. 

Prometheus. 

Epimethens. 

mawatha,  begun. 

Hiawatha,  fiiudied. 

Oliver  BaaMlin. 

Victor  Galbraith. 

Mt  Lost  Tenth. 

John  Endioott.  begun. 

So  from  the  Bosom  of  DarkneM. 

John  Endicott,  finished. 

Santa  Filomena. 

The  Discoverer  of  the  North  Cape. 

Daybreak. 

The  Fiftieth  Birthday  of  Agaais. 

Sandalphon. 

The  Courtahip  of  Miks  Staaffish,  be- 


1858. 


The  Courtahip  of  Miks 
ished. 


Staadkh,  &f 
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1850.       The  Children's  Hoar. 
EnoeladoB. 
Snow-Flakes. 
The  Bells  of  Lynn. 

•  My  Secret. 

1860.  Paul  Revere's  Ride  (Tales  of  a  y^ayside 

Inn). 

The  Saga  of  King  01^  ezoepting  The 
Challenge  of  Thor  (Talee  c^  a  Way- 
side Inn). 

A  Day  of  Sunshine. 

1861.  Interlude :  A  strain  of  mnsio  dosed  the 

tale  (Tales  of  a  Wayside  Inn). 

1862.  Prelude :  The  Wayside  Inn. 

The  Legend  of  Rabbi  Ben  Levi  (Tales 
of  a  Wayside  Inn). 

Eline  Robert  of  Sicily  (Tales  of  a  Way- 
side Inn). 

Torquemada  (Tales  of  a  Wayside  Inn). 

The  Chimberland. 

1863.  *  live  Interludes  to  first  Part  of  Tales 

of  a  Wayside  Inn. 
The  Falcon  of  Ser  Federigo  (Tales  of 

a  Wayside  Inn). 
The  Birds  of  KiUingworth  (Tales  of  a 

Wayside  Inn). 
•Finale  to  Part  first  of  Tales  of  a 

Wayside  Inn. 

•  Something  left  Undone. 

•  Weariness. 

1864.  Palingenesis. 

The  Bridge  of  Cloud. 

Hawthorne. 

Christmas  Bells. 

The  Wind  over  the  Chimney. 

Divina  Conmiedia  :  Sonnets,  I.,  II. 

Noel. 

Kambalu  (Tales  of  a  Wayside  Inn). 

1865.  Divina  Commedia :  Sonnet  IIL 
To  Italy. 

1866.  Flower^e-Luoe. 
Killed  at  the  Ford. 
Giotto's  Tower. 
To-Morrow. 

Divina  Commedia  :  Sonnets  V.,  VI. 
Translation  qf  Dante .  finished. 

1867.  Divina  Commedia  :  sonnet  IV. 

1868.  Giles  Corey  of  the  Salem  Farms. 

1869.  The  Gleaner  of  Sapri. 

1870.  Prelude  to  Part  Second  of  Tales  of  a 

Wayside  Inn. 
The  Bell  of  Atri  (Tales  of  a  Wayside 

Inn). 
Fata  Morgana. 
The  Meeting. 
Vox  Populi. 

Prelude  to  Translations. 
The  Divine  Tragedy,  begun. 
Consolation. 

•  To  Cardinal  Richelieu. 
The  Angel  and  the  Child. 
Wanderer^s  Night  Songs. 
The  Fugitive. 

•  TTie  Siege  of  Kazan. 
The  Boy  ana  the  Brook. 

•  To  the  Stork. 

•  Santa  Teresa* s  Book-Mark, 


1871. 


1872. 


1873. 


1874. 


JResiorae. 

The  CobUar  of  Hasmn  (Tal 

Wajndo  Inn)- 
The  BallMTof  GmmOttB  (Tal 

Wajnde  Idh). 
Lady  Wentworth  (TalflBoCa? 

Lam). 
The  Lmnd  Bautifnl  flUsi  of  i 

aide  Dm). 
The  Baron  of  St.  GutiBs  (TU 

Waynde  Inn). 
Judas  MaooalMsoa. 
The  Abbot  JoMhim  :    FSntls 

to  Chxistiia. 
Martin  Lnthar  :    Seeond  Isteii 

Christns. 
St.  John :  Finale  to  Chrbtai. 
The  DiTine  Tragedy,  finUwd. 

*  Introitns  to  Ghriatas. 

*  Interiodea  and  FEnalatoFut 
of  TalflB  of  »  Wajado  Ian. 

Miohael  Angelo,  fint  draft. 
Azraei  (Tales  <tf  a  Wagmida  Lm 
Chariemagna    (Talaa   of  a  ^ 

Inn)* 
Enmiaand  ^[inliaid  ^Uesol 

aide  Inn). 
*Prelade,  Inteiliidfla  and   Fb 

Part  TUxd  of  TUaa  cf  a  V 

Inn. 
Elixabetih  (Talaa  of  a  Wayads  I 
The  Monk  of  Caaal  M^w  D 

aWaymdalnn). 
Scaaderbaff  (Talaa  of  a  Wayiide 
TkeMoihi^t  GAoaf  (TdaaolaV 

Inn). 
The  Bhgrma  of  Sir  Ghiktopha 

of  a  Wayaida  Inn). 
Miebawl  Angalo  :  Mwinlngns,  T 

Jadgmant ;  Monolone,  Paxt ! 
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Seven  Sonnets  and  a  Canzone* 
5.    Amalfi. 

The  Sermon  of  St.  Francis. 

Beliaariiis. 

Scmgo  River. 

Tlie  Masque  of  Pandora. 

•  A  Shadow. 
Sleep. 

Parker  Cleareland. 
3.    The  Herons  of  Elmwood. 

To  the  Avon. 

A  Dutch  lecture. 

The  Revenge  of  Rain-in-the-Faoe. 

To  the  River  Yvette. 

A  Wraith  in  the  Mist. 

Nature. 

In  the  Churchyard  at  Tarrytown. 

EUot's  Oak. 

The  Descent  of  the  Muses. 

Venice. 

The  Poets. 

The  Harvest  Moon. 

To  the  River  Rhone. 

The  Two  Rivers. 

Boston. 

St.  John's,  Camhridge. 

Moods. 

Woodstock  Park. 

The  Four  Princesses  at  Wilna. 

The  Broken  Oar. 

The  Four  Lakes  of  Madison. 

Victor  and  Vanquished. 

On  the  Terrace  cfthe  AigcUades, 

To  my  Brooklet, 

Barriges. 
7.    K^rarac«. 

Castles  in  Spain. 

Vittoria  Colonna. 

A  Ballad  of  the  French  Fleet. 

The  Leap  of  Roushan  Beg. 

Haroun  al  Raschid. 

King  Trisanku. 

The  Three  Kings. 

Song  :  **Stav,  stay  at  home,  my  heart, 
and  rest. 

The  Three  Silences  of  Molinos. 

Holidays. 

Wapentake. 

•  The  Banks  of  the  Cher. 

•  To  the  Forest  of  Gaetine. 

•  ForUenay. 

•  Pray  for  me. 
»  Vire, 

\,    •  The  £mperor'8  Glove. 


The  Poet's  Calendar:  Maioh. 

The  White  Czar. 

•Delia. 

Bayard  Taylor. 

The  Chamber  over  the  ChUe. 

Moonlight. 

*  Forsaken. 

*  Virf^iVs  First  Eclogue, 

*  Ovid  in  Exile. 

1879.  The  Cross  of  Snow. 
From  my  Arm  Chair. 
Jugurtha. 

The  Iron  Pen. 

Robert  Bums. 

Helen  of  Tyre. 

The  Sifting  of  Peter. 

The  Tide  rises,  the  Tide  falls. 

My  Cathedral. 

The  Burial  of  the  Poet. 

Night. 

The  Children's  Cmsade. 

Sundown. 

Chimes. 

A  Quiet  Life. 

1880.  Dedication  to  Ultima  Thnle. 
•Elegiac. 

Old  St.  David's  at  Radnor. 

Maiden  and  Weathercock. 

The  Windmill. 

L'Envoi  to  Ultima  Thule. 

The  Poet's  Calendar,  January,  FebnuuTV 

April-December. 
Four  by  the  Clock. 

1881.  Michael  Angelo :  Viterbo. 
Auf  Wiedersehen. 
Elegiac  Verse. 

The  City  and  the  Sea. 
Memories. 

Hermes  Trismegistus. 
President  Garfield. 
Mv  Books. 

*  Song  for  the  Masque  of  Pandora. 

1882.  •  Becalmed. 
Bfad  River. 
Possibilities. 
Decoration  Day. 

*  A  Fragment. 

*  Loss  and  Gain. 

Inscription  on  the  Shanklin  Fovntain. 
The  Bells  of  San  Bias. 

*  Will  ever  the  dear  da^ameboick  again  f 

*  At  La  Chaudeau, 

*  The  Wine  qf  Jurancon, 
(Undetermined)  The  Stan. 
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of  crowded  city  streets,  315. 


Awake  t  arise  I  the  hour  ib  late,  860. 
Awake,  O  north-wind,  368. 
A  wind  came  up  out  of  the  sea,  199. 
A  youth,  light-nearted  and  content,  613. 

Barabbas  is  my  name,  400. 
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Each  heart  has  its  hannted  chamber,  294. 
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Evermore  a  sound  shall  be,  303. 
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Oft  I  remember  those  whom  I  have  known, 

356. 
O  gift  of  God  I  O  perfect  day,  202. 
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O  hemlock  tree  I  O  hemlock  tree  I  how  faith* 

ful  are  thy  branches,  614. 
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593. 
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684 


INDEX  OF  FIRST  LINES 


One  hundred  years  ago,  and  something  more, 

One  morning,  all  alone,  415. 
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On  Kinp^  Olaf  *s  bridal  night,  224. 
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Pure  iSpii'it  I  that  within  a  form  of  clay,  652. 
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River,  that  stealest  with  such  silent  pace,  315. 
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320. 
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322. 
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There  is  a  Keapsr,  whose  naaekDailh.  V 
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There  sat  one  davin  quiet,  609. 

The  rising  moon  has  hid  the  stars,  15. 

The  rocky  ledge  runs  far  into  the  sea,  106. 

There  was  a  time  when  I  was  very  sniall,  608. 

^e  rivers  msh  into  the  sea,  610. 
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The  sun  is  bright,  —  the  air  is  clear,  15. 
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strong,  <i58. 
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loud,  318. 
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shore  of  the  ocean.  177. 
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tree  reclining,  640. 
To-dav  from  the  Aurora's  bosom,  651. 
To  gallop  off  to  town  post-haste,  632. 
To  noble  heart  Love  aoth  for  shelter  fly,  637. 
Torrent  of  light  and  river  of  the  air,  316. 
Turn,  turn,  my  wheel  I  Turn  round  and  round, 

Tascan,  that  wanderest  through  the  realms  of 

*T  was  Pentecost,  the  Feast  of  Gladnem,  612. 
Two  angels,  one  of  Life  and  one  of  Death,  190. 
Two  good  friends  had  Hiawatha,  127. 

Under  a  spreading  chestnut-tree,  14. 
lender  Mount  Etna  he  lies,  201. 
Under  the  w^dla  of  Monterey,  193. 


Until  we  meet  again !    That  is  the  meaning,  85^ 
Up  soared  the  lark  into  the  air,  327. 

Viswamitra  the  Magician,  339. 
Vogelweid  the  Minnesinger,  66. 

Warm  and  still  is  the  summer  night,  333. 
Welcome,  my  old  friend,  65. 
Welcome,  O  Stork  I  that  dost  wing,  639. 
We  sat  within  the  farm-house  old,  106. 
What  an  imaee  of  peace  and  rest,  346. 
What  is  this  1  read  in  history,  352. 
What  phantom  is  this  that  appears,  345. 
What  say  the  Bells  of  San  Bfas,  359. 
What  shall  I  do,  sweet  Nici,  tell  me,  658. 
What  should  be  said  of  him  cannot  be  said,  637. 
What  the  Immortals,  302. 
When  Alcuin  taught  the  sons  of  Charlemagne, 

266. 
When  by  night  the  frogs  are  croaking,  kindle 

but  a  torches  fire^  616. 
When  Christ  was  bom  in  Bethlehem,  657. 
When  descends  on  the  Atlantic,  103. 
Whene'er  a  noble  deed  is  wrought,  197. 
When  first  in  ancient  time,  from  Jubal's  tongue, 

645. 
When  I  compare,  359. 
When  I  remember  them,  those  friends  of  mine, 

314. 
When  Maz^rvan  the  Magician,  295. 
When  the  dying  flame  of  day,  9. 
When  the  hours  of  Day  are  numbered,  4. 
When  the  prime  mover  of  my  many  sighs,  636w 
When  the  sunmier  fields  are  mown.  297. 
\Mien  the  sunmier  harvest  was  gathered  in,  649. 
When  the  warm  sun,  that  brings,  7. 
When  upon  the  western  dond,  645. 
When  wmter  winds  are  piercing  chill,  8. 
Where  are  the  Poets,  unto  whom  belong,  358. 
Where  from  the  eye  of  day,  OTiO. 
Whereunto  is  money  good,  616. 
Whilom  Love  was  like  a  fire,  and  warmth  and 

comfort  it  bespoke,  616. 
White  swan  of  cities,  slumbexing  in  thy  neet,  319. 
Whither,  thou  turbid  wave,  609. 
Who  knocks,—  who  knocks  at  my  door,  657. 
Who  love  would  seek,  616. 
Whv  dost  thou  wildly  msh  and  roar,  358. 
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With  favoring  winds,  o*er  sunlit  seas,  342. 
With  snow-white  veil  and  garments  as  of  flame, 
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With  what  a  glory  comes  and  goes  the  year,  8. 
With  what  a  hollow  dirge,  its  voice  did  fill,  651« 
Witlaf,  a  king  of  Uie  Saxons.  109. 
Worn  with  speed  is  my  good  steed,  52. 

Te  sentinels  of  sleep,  305. 

Yes,  the  moment  shall  decide,  306. 

Yes,  the  Year  is  growing  old,  6. 

Yet  not  in  vain,  0  River  of  Y^terday,  321. 

Ye  voices,  that  arose,  11. 

You  shall  hear  how  Hiawatha.,  124. 

Yon  shall  hear  how  Pau-Puk-Keewu,  137, 14a 
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